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The child approaches the box wide-eyed and full of innocence not yet ripped away. 
The child opens it, finding a pair of blue glasses scratched and somewhat broken. 
The child raises it up admiring its simple elegance. 

Then one simple question hits their mind. 

"Dad whose are these?” 


Tape One. 
KRY TALL 


Recording 1 


(Anthony) | genuinely can’t help but feel stupid sometimes. 

| stood on the edge of a skyscraper, rain pouring down on my back like the breath of a 
man close to death. My jet-black tie and jacket blew in the wind against my skinny body 
and lanky arms. | kept staring at the bottom thinking about what my body would look like 
on the pavement. How easy it would be to step off, land flat on my stomach, and be 
greeted with sweet nothingness. 

A final desperate escape from the never-ending hell of existence. 

Would | be happy when | make it to the other side, would it be better than all of this? 

A cold gust of wind hits me back into reality. 


’Crap!” 


| push my glasses closer to my face and my wet hair, before walking over to where my 
sniper is sitting. | grab it, adjust the mic on my glasses, and call Goldface, more about that 
d!‘#head later, who decides that screaming at a man trying to load a cold metal sniper rifle 
with a thirty-two-millimeter scope and modified plastic silencer while adjusting for wind is a 
good idea. “Anthony where the !**%$ are you!” | responded accordingly. 

”You kiss your mother with that !*%$ing dirty ass mouth Goldface, | thought you mafia 
men were meant to be sophisticated?!” | think | hear Goldface swear again in my earpiece 
but at this point, I'm more focused on adjusting the sniper. | get down on my chest, as if 

| wasn’t wet enough from sweat and the already pouring rain now | had the water on the 
floor soaking up my clothes and restricting my movements, while | was prepping myself 
Goldface decided to get back on coms and yell at me some more 

“The mayor should be dead already!” 

l ignore him and look through the scope. 

| whisper through the rain breaking it with sheer malice. 

“I’m on it Goldface.” 

| honestly didn’t think he could hear me through the downpour. 

He was probably screaming some more, but right now all I’m focused on is the mayor 
approaching the rain-drenched podium, 

the wet cloth over it blowing in the wind as | pull the trigger. 


The bullet pierces through wind and rain and even time itself and somehow it's like | can 
feel it, watch it, experience it, behold it in all its terrifying glory the amount of power you 
feel as that bullet goes through the air is horrific yet awe-inducing like watching a car crash 
or an explosion it's horrible but you can’t look away. 

Some think it's the pull of the trigger that makes someone feel powerful with a weapon but 
that’s just an act. The real frightening power comes from watching the bullet pierce the air 
knowing that in these few milliseconds, the person you were just looking at is about to die. 
That this person you just saw breathing, living in front of you is going to have all that taken 
from them in an instant. It's a feeling that made me hate myself for years. The bullet 
slowed as it pierced the mayor's heart. 


It stops pumping blood before he hits the floor but when he does, he’s gone. | don’t look 
back as | throw the sniper off the building, but | really should have. 


Because a flying man caught it. 


He rises up behind me holding the now unusable weapon. 

| turn around to face him and the first thing | see is the gigantic green letter B on his chest 
encased by a black hexagon lying against a white jumpsuit with black sleeves. Over the 
jumpsuit, he had a pair of cargo pants on which held most of his gear. | could hear some 
drops of rain hit the single belt buckle as he hovered in the air, | especially remember his 
cape. Jet black with sharp edges on both ends flowing in the wind and through some 
miracle, it still wasn’t wet! 

Even his face looked good. 

He had a strong jawline like a wrestler in their early career yet to be punched for twenty 
years straight and his mouth was just the right size. 

His cheeks were round though and his eyes looked like they had seen far too much. His 
hair was straight and well-kept. 

He liked to put the front up though the rain had pushed it down. 


“Anthony.” 


His voice was commanding, it would make anyone want to submit immediately, but I’m not 
the type to back down so easily. 


“Benevolent, or at least that's what | think the B stands for, you should have put an | there 
because you just scream of insecurity!” 


Yeah, we weren't exactly friends yet. 

| ran away from him as he stood there staring at my feet as my wet clothes struggled to 
bend with my flesh. 

| jumped off the building with the force of a jet thruster flailing my arms like a ragdoll as | 
hit the nearest fire escape 

only to have Transport appear standing right in front of me on top of the platform as | clung 
onto the wet iron railing, my fingers slowly slipping. 

Transport approaches me and flicks my fingers one by one. 


Now the thing about Transport is that she’s one of the only people in this story | didn’t 
really know, she was the Superhumans’ team transportation. 

She could teleport anything through these matter disruption portals which made for a real 
pain in the ass if you were fighting her, and her costume reflected her annoyance it was 
just leggings and a sweatshirt that said TRANSPORTation also, her eyebrow was 
pierced...ew. 

“You've been a hard one to catch.” 

I still love my response. 

*Like your hair?!” 


She was bald by the way, and yes as someone who is now bald and has come to prefer it 
that way, this statement would definitely become ironic later on. Either way, my comment 
made her furious. 

She grabbed my hands and teleported me straight into a dumpster. 


”| may smell but at least | still have my hair!” 


Yeah for now... 

| then heard Benevolent fly down next to the dumpster. 

| had one last chance to escape and it was going to be tricky. 

| grabbed the handgun | had in my shoulder holster and pointed it at a trash bag that smelt 
of cigarettes. 

| pull the trigger exploding the dumpster in a greasy fire that sends me flying out onto the 
street. 

| then recoup myself and make a run for it. 

Now smelling of salt, sweat, rain, garbage, ah, and smoke too. 

| think I'm home free as my loafers hit puddle after puddle until they get caught on a lone, 
stupid piece of gum. 


While | fell to the ground a bolt of lightning strikes the ground and transforms into Current, 
as in electrical current yeah each name dumber than the last | guess. Current’s a being of 
pure energy so they have no physical form meaning they look like a bunch of constantly 
exploding glow sticks trying to form a person. Current’s voice was horrific though it 
sounded like a ghost speaking through a faulty computer speaker it would crackle and 
fizzle as they spoke. “”| caught the Assassin.” 

| roll over and look up from the floor to see the entire team standing over me including the 
reclusive Mr.Night now. 

He was a figure of pure shadow completely engulfed in a trench coat along with bulky 
sweatpants covering his legs and a really nice fedora blanketing his head in darkness. 
The only thing shining out of the void that was himself being a bright red light that seemed 
to taunt me. 

Beckon me. 

He spoke to the others 


”Transport put him in the C.I.A holding cells to await trial. 
Looks like you’re past caught up with you Anthony...” 


After that, | closed my eyes and woke up somewhere completely different. 


Recording 2 


(Spark) | remember it like it was yesterday. 

| was still kind of tired. It was about two days after my twenty-third birthday and | had the 
party animal celebration of staying up late to workout and watch TV, yep. | definitely lived 
life on the wild side. 


Sadly my true “party animal” attitude would come back to bite me because my Father, or 
as he preferred to be called “C.1.A Director Yalvin” 
was going to let me attend my first official government meeting. 


Which was ridiculous considering it should have happened much sooner than it should 
have since | graduated special forces training earlier that year after every other military 
branch called me “To advanced for their program.” 

Which was remarkable for a British girl in her early twenties. 


Anyhow, even though | was excited for the meeting | wasn’t paying that much attention, 
considering most of it was a standard office briefing. 


At least until the federal report was given 


”The world's deadliest assassin has been apprehended.” 
First off | have no idea who the guy presenting is but | do notice my Dad standing up faster 
than a hedgehog, mainly because he’s been walking with a cane ever since | was eight. 


“AND YOU BROUGHT HIM HERE!?” 

My Father's voice always sounded like a weak demon, a once great warrior who now 
burned in his own failure, but not this time. 

This time he sounded like Satan arisen. 

It felt like the drab boardroom was engulfed in flame by his voice. 

The weak light seemed to glow brighter as he screamed, the brown table shaking under 
his very presence. 


”He’s escaped every other prison our administration has put him in.” 

The presenter responded as Dad’s dark wrinkled face bent around his burnt, disfigured 
cheekbone, a combat injury left from his days serving MI6, more specifically the battle of 
Moscow that ended the Cold War, let’s just say that a few soviet soldiers really regretted 
bringing grenades that day. 


His hands shook around his cane, almost preparing to strike someone with it as the 
Satanic shrieks continued “Then put him in another one!” 

”"We can’t dump him in Guantanamo since he has too much of a public image and we 
can’t go offshore since every other country has denied him asylum.” 


“WHICH ONES?!” 


The presenter clicks a button summoning a map on the screen at the end of the room. 
"All of them.” 


Dad slams his cane against the floor and the room shakes as even more hell breaks 
loose. *PUT HIM UP FOR EXECUTION.” 


He suddenly sounded weaker like the effort of slamming the cane down took everything 
out of him. The presenter got a concerned look all | can remember about him is that. 

The look he gave my Father, it wasn’t exactly the way his face appeared but the feeling of 
it, the coldness, the sudden calm. 

It was the complete opposite of the conversation that was just taking place in this crowded 
quaint board room. 

The presenter then broke his silence however hesitantly 

“You know what Nexo would do then?” 


My Father then dropped his chin down to his neck. 
His entire head hung like the exact feeling of the room. 
“Believe me, | do, | of all people should..” 


The room empties as Dad silently asks to talk to me with a wave of his hand. 

| get out of my chair and walk over to him. Something about this felt incredibly wrong as if 
my life would completely change in the following conversation and in a way | suppose it 
did. 


’Spark.” 
His voice sounded weaker than ever. 
“There was an attack last night.” 


| felt my heart sink as | hastily asked my next question 
“Where? It was Exo wasn't it?” 


He nodded. 
“It was a classified bunker no one should know it even exists, 
he was looking for something.” 


Recording 3 


(Anthony) “Anthony Assassin, you wanna know what that prime minister told the public 
after you snuck into that party to kill the CEO of that oil corporation?” The guy talking to 
me was dressed in a t-shirt for a rock band the members of which had either disbanded or 
died and he had one of those sloppy half-mustache, mutton chop deals. He had put me in 
an awful plastic lawn chair which was more uncomfortable than actually being in prison, 
but probably the hardest part was knowing what they were going to do to me. 

The entire room reeked of sweat, blood, garlic, and a few other bodily fluids, that I'll leave 
to your imagination. 


The things they must have done in there... 

The mutton chop guy reaches into a drawer behind him and pulls something out of it which 
he hooks into the wall outlet. ’It was your damn hair, He remembered your hair.” 

He flips the switch on the electric hair trimmer thing, yeah | have no #$@l!ing clue what 
you call those things but you know what they are right? This haircut was especially 
heart-aching though because | would later learn that for whatever reason my hair can’t 
grow back. It just doesn't. 


They showed me to my cell after that. | also had no hair after that. 

The cell was pretty much the usual. 

It was temporary though because | was apparently being transferred in the morning. The 
walls were gray and dark and... uh. 


Oh who am | kidding you’re not an idiot kid, picture a prison cell and boom that’s what it 
looked like. What’s more important was mainly the way | felt at that moment. | was alone 
and empty. | felt like an idiot and | was. Almost to a fault. My entire life had become a cycle 
of life and death that 

| was now forced to reflect on and ask one of the darkest questions | ever have asked 
myself. 


“What if | had jumped off that skyscraper.” 


| mouthed the words in silence. 

| remember picturing my body on the pavement the sound of the rain as my blood would 
have poured into a gutter. 

| had thought about it and yet... 


| couldn't do it. 


| had taken so many lives and | wasn’t strong enough to take my own. 

There are so many things | wish | could change about myself. 

My life had become a neverending repetitive hell that | yearned to be free from. The world 
was collapsing under me, and | couldn't breathe. 

| couldn’t focus on anything but holding it back. 


Just hold it all back. 

Just hold it all back. 

There had to be more than life than just this, the loop of violence and death that | was born 
into. My mind couldn't contain it all for much longer. 

| just couldn’t take it anymore. | wanted a way out, | didn't want to just pay for my sins, | 
wanted to be free from my burdens, but | couldn't. 

Fate wouldn’t allow me. I’m not a good person, kid, I’m no role model, 

no inspiration, I’m not looking for charity here. 

I’m just a man, a flawed vulnerable man who was dealt more than he could carry. For that, 
you can hate me, love me, want me dead, but whatever you do, kid, please... 


Don’t feel sorry for me. 
When | was done silently torturing myself | made out a voice behind me 


“You have a visitor.’ 


Recording 4 

(Spark) The first time | saw Anthony Assassin he was in a prison uniform. 
(Anthony) | made it look good though. 

(Spark) Are you really gonna start with that? 

(Anthony) Well | mean the kid should know. 

(Spark) Alright, fine Anthony you looked good. 


(Anthony) Yes! Thank you! Did you hear that kid?! 
She said | looked good! 


(Spark) “laughing | don’t think we can do these at the same time it's gonna be hard to 
track, especially when we get together with Benevolent and Rachel. 


(Anthony) Oh? They’re doing this too? 

(Spark) Yeah. 

(Anthony) | already did the part where he catches me though. 
(Spark) Ok. 

(Anthony) That’s not a problem? 


(Spark) No, | think we should either take turns when we were together or like just have it 
be ourselves when we weren't together. 
| wanna do this one though. 


(Anthony) That's fine, take it from the top Sparky. 


(Spark) | hate that nickname and | can hear you laughing, by the way, hopefully, that 
doesn’t make it in. Anyhow as | walked into the meeting area | couldn’t help but think 
about the aesthetic of the place. The official reason why the holding cells were so dim was 
because they wanted it to look worse compared to every other prison. | remember them 
saying in one of the introductory videos for the base. Throw them into a dungeon so 
disgusting that hell looks good.” The idea was to make sure they stayed in the permanent 
prison because they knew most of the people the C.I.A. apprehends could break out of 
any prison they wanted to, but honestly... 

| think they just blew the budget on the food court vending machines. 

The atmosphere really was one of harshness. 


The walls were completely unpainted besides a few inappropriate doodles some idiot with 

a marker probably drew when no one was looking. The floor was basic tile but years of dirt 
and grim made it look like cement yet somehow it still managed to shine. 

The first thing | saw out of the corner of my eye was of course his prison jumpsuit. 

It was standard issue citrus orange with five plain gray buttons. 

The only thing missing was the prisoner number which was to be handed out at the prison 

he was transferring to. | guess, it also looked pretty good on him... 


I can still hear you laughing, you know! 
(Anthony) Well, that’s because you’re doing a hilariously good job. 


(Spark) Whatever. You're lucky I’m in a good mood. He sat down in a blue plastic chair 
that looked like one of those extremely uncomfortable ones you probably used in grade 
school, rough grainy texture and everything. 

| sat in an identical one in front of him. All that separated us was a half-wall with solid 
bulletproof glass on top of it. Each opposing side had microphones to talk into which 
looked like old rotary phones. 

When | sat down opposite him we immediately locked eyes and | couldn’t help but stare. 


His eyes looked so painful, so empty like he was missing a part of his soul, his innocence 
seemed like it was taken away too soon, hell it seemed like he never even had any. 

| could feel his eyes staring back into me like a Judge scanning the defendant to 
determine their verdict. 

Once | found the courage to pick up the microphone It felt like | had already been 
prosecuted. I'll admit my first question was kind of a dumb one 

“Anthony Assassin, are you as good a killer as they say?” 


He gave me a kind of blank confused stare. 

His left eyebrow was raised. 

His hand limply held the microphone then quickly tightened it, his knuckles cracked under 
the force as his eyebrow fell back into place. As he spoke | realized what he was thinking 
of when he was staring at me “It’s literally my last name, Queen of England, tell me does 
that dumb British accent come customary with the suit? | mean come on navy blue, four 
buttoned middle collared shirt with long sleeves and British and American flag cufflinks 
you just scream new recruit. Those pants too you could hardly throw a kick in them and 
also navy blue? The only thing breaking the color palate are those black dress shoes 
which thankfully aren’t high-heeled which is the only smart choice you’ve taken so far 
clothing-wise. Just speaking personally here | usually don’t pay attention to how other 
people dress unless they're waving a gun in front of me but you’re just begging for 
attention. Overall my diagnosis based on first appearances is, Insecure, Daddy, or 
Mommy issues, and you're desperate to prove yourself to your new job. So am | right? 
Or am | right?” 


All that time sitting in silence he spent thinking of ways to insult me and everything he said 
was incredibly precise like he rehearsed it. 


He was smart, but he left himself too exposed. 
Giving me time to rehearse my own... 


*Well my diagnosis is that you're an insecure jackass with low self-esteem, who tries to 
make enemies with everyone because you don’t feel worthy of an emotional connection. 
Am | right?” 


At that moment my smirk could probably cut diamonds. 

Anthony looked more than just surprised he looked impressed and his next comment 
showed it in a hurt and quiet tone 

’This isn’t grade school, tell me what you’re really here for.” 

It wasn’t commanding at all; he simply knew that | would eventually get to the point 
“Your father attacked a C.|.A bunker, know anything about it?” 

| then saw something flash in his eyes a feeling that many know all too well... 


perfect focused hatred. 
(Anthony) Uh, | definitely think | should take this next bit. 
(Spark) Agreed. 


(Anthony) So... Dad. 
What can | say besides things with him have always been incredibly... complicated. 


Calvin Assassin, Nexo, the head of the terrorist group Exo. 

A group he had established to eliminate all super-powered individuals. 

Dad said it's because they were part of some sort of conspiracy but in my opinion... 

it's because he blamed them for my Mother's death. For years He and a group of 
instructors he selected trained me to eventually take his place as Exo’s leader. 

They taught me how to fight, defend, destroy, shoot, kill, assassinate. 

| hated him but he was my father and in his own twisted way, he cared for me. 

Nexo was still cruel though, when | was Thirteen he sent me on an assignment in Seattle 
to kill a Russian mob boss known only as Goldface, he was in charge of that city's mafia at 
the time. | had it all planned out. | had rigged his limo with C-4. All | had to do was make 
sure he was in it when | hit the detonator. | saw him making his way to the car from the 
hospital with his wife, daughter, and newborn baby boy. 

I’ve killed so many and it’s ripped me apart but killing kids... 

that’s a line no one should ever cross. | destroyed the detonator and followed the limo 
back to his house where | disarmed the explosives that’s where Goldface caught me. 

He was impressed that someone came so close to killing him and so he offered me a job 
as his own personal security guard and hitman. | became his weapon, and | did my job 
well. His son, whom he named Oleg, though he preferred to be known as O, would come 
to befriend me in a sort of odd master, apprentice deal. | tried to keep O as far away from 
killing as possible though. | didn’t want anyone else to become another person’s weapon. 


Although he still found ways to assist me. O was obsessed with technology and trained 
himself in all forms of it. He would go on to help me plan assassinations, as well as 
helping with the minor details in the field like scrambling security cameras and whatnot. 
O’s, not like me, he’s a good person, you'll... 


you'll see more from him later, kid. 


Coming back to Nexo | knew he would go after me eventually, so | could finally take my 
place at his side. This attack showed that he was finally putting his plan in motion, and 
soon the Superhumans would be ruined. 

| may have hated them but | recognized their public status and the chaos that would unfold 
if such a prominent group was exposed. 

Unless | warned them but being the idiot | am all | could tell Spark about Calvin was ’That 
man is a monster.” 


(Spark) | stood up “And so are you.” 


(Anthony) “| know.” 


Recording 5 


(Rachel) My name is Rachel Worth, and it is an absolute pleasure to be recording this for 
you, kiddo. Now apparently | tend to exaggerate events and since we are trying to make 
sure this is as accurate as possible. I'll only be doing a few of these recordings. 

Which is a real shame, | know, but luckily Benevolent has agreed to do the ones I’m most 
likely to “exaggerate.” Now with that out of the way, | suppose we should get started. 


You see | sort of owned the Superhumans in a manner of speaking. 

Well technically my company did, or my parents did. 

They like had links with the government and acquired them through financing... 

it's boring you probably don’t care. 

The point is | ran a company that managed The Superhumans, all their press materials, 
products, merchandise, etc. Because of this, it was my job to act as the main “public face” 
of the company. So | was in charge of holding things like press conferences, and all that 
other mumbo jumbo. 


So after my wonderful employees captured Anthony, | was in charge of acknowledging the 
media of our victory against the world’s deadliest contract killer. This was a relatively easy 
conference to set up because the mayor was already having one when Anthony killed him, 
so we just used the leftovers. Granted the leftovers were very patriotic but still, it's cheaper 
than bringing out new decor! | may have been rich but | don’t want to spend my money on 
stupid things, only things like sports cars and expensive clothes, y’know the basics. 


Anyhow, | took the podium with the Superhumans at my side, Benevolent and Current on 
my right standing in that order, and Transport and Mr.Night on my left also in that order. 


None of this will be important later. 
| just wanna paint a picture for you to build up the word count because O finds it annoying. 


| began the conference with an amazing entrance. 

| slowly walked up to the podium with a coat and sunglasses. 

| approached from the right side. The press noticed me and immediately started 
screaming their questions -like the friggin vultures they are- 

l ignored all of them as | walked up the stairs heading to the podium. 

The electricity from Current made my hair stand up, it was in a pretty short ponytail so it 
looked like | had a jet-black streak of darkness following me. My coat also moved a little 
but | held it in place. 


Once | reached the Podium | tossed my sunglasses to Benevolent who caught them in 
mid-air with his super speed reflexes, like literal super speed there was a huge blur and 
everything, after that, | threw off my coat revealing my green dress, it was more like 
lavender but it looked like money and it cost money, and | looked like money in it. | 
scanned the audience watching them all scream their questions, with all their attention 


focused on me and only me. | looked to my side to see Benevolent facepalming clearly in 
awe of how cool | am and definitely not because he was ashamed of my showboating. | 
motioned for my lovely audience of journalists and newscasters to SHUT THE HELL UP 
as | began my announcement “MY FELLOW AMERICANS!” 


From the corner of my eye, | watched Benevolent Transport and Current all sigh in 
unanimous pride and approval undoubtedly. 


After that killer of an opening, | continued “Today these amazing Men, Women, and a 
sentient collection of electricity apprehended the dangerous fugitive...Anthony Assassin? 
That’s his real name? Talk about destiny am | right?!” 


Sadly my wonderful sense of humor was met with complete silence from everyone, and 
I’m gonna quit with the sarcasm and just say that obviously, | wasn’t doing too well as far 
as entertainment value goes, so | just chose to wrap it up “Alright...umm. | am so happy to 
be working with these amazing people every day, and | think we'll open it up to questions.” 
With that $%“#show done | walked off stage, picked my coat up off the ground, and went 
right over to the catering table where | poured myself the tallest glass of wine you’ve ever 
seen, and grabbed a nice salad just to keep things even. Once | sat down Benevolent 
walked, well hovered up to me. “Figured you’d want these back.” 

He tossed me my sunglasses which | caught mid-air in my left hand because that’s just 
how badass | am. “Thanks, these cost more than most of those reporters’ salaries.” 

| said jokingly. 


Benevolent didn’t see the humor. 
“You ever think you're maybe just a little too narcissistical?” 


| took a swig of my glass before giving my oh-so-narcissistic response. 
“Benevolent, we’ve been through this | don’t speak French.” 


He looked me dead in the eye and explained 

“I’m not joking Rachel. I’ve known you since you were a kid. | know you can be doing so 
much more than just begging for attention. We’re working with you to make a real 
difference in the world, but you’re not taking it seriously. The day’s gonna come when you 
are going to be needed...” 


| tried to shut him up before he could continue his wise old man speech. 
“What can | do huh? I’m just a normal person you're... well... you’re you!” 


Benevolent hovered even closer. 
“It's not about what you CAN do.” 


He turned around and headed back out to the press. 
While | just sat there with a glass of wine and a salad | wasn’t gonna eat. 


Recording 6 


(Spark) “Spark! Spark! | need to talk to you!” 

My Father was chasing me down the tan hallways of one of the Pentagon’s break rooms 
and when | say chasing what | really mean is that | was getting some water from one of 
those office water dispenser things and He was slowly speeding toward me using his cane 
to fling himself with each step. 


°*What is it, Director?” 

| said semi-passive-aggressively. 

| was still kind of annoyed after my talk with Anthony the other day, but if Dad was looking 
for me | knew something bad was going on. 

| saw my Father that day in a way | had never seen him before... vulnerable. 

He took me to his office. 

That’s when | definitely knew something was wrong. 

He was turning his head constantly looking over his shoulders. 

He was like a light that wouldn't stop flickering. 

It was when we got to his office that things got infinitely more worrisome. 

He locked the old creaky dark door, then walked over to his desk and clicked a button 
under it as well as unplugging his computer. 


”"Where’s your phone?” 

He was whispering and stumbling over his words; the adrenaline of anxiety was clearly 
overwhelming him. | nervously handed him my phone which he immediately threw on the 
ground and smashed with the sole of his boot. | couldn’t take it anymore ’Dad what's 
wrong?!” He hushed me for raising my voice and slashed back ”Not so loud!” he silently 
yelled before wiping his hand over his forehand, pretending sweat was there. He gulped 
and gathered his strength as | cautiously watched the bulletin board walls closing in on us 
filled with their documents, papers, and handwritten notes, you could hardly tell that a wall 
ever existed due to the barrage of papers around the office. He finally spoke 


“| need you to break Anthony out during his transfer today.” 
| couldn’t believe what | had just heard. 


“That asshole? Why the hell would | do that?” 


He tried to justify himself nervously “Nexo broke into another faculty, he found traces of 
what he was looking for. If he exposes the Superhumans 

it will anger some very powerful people.” 

That just left me with more questions. 

“Like who?” 


He grabbed my shoulders, as his cane fell to the ground 
“Spark | know | haven't been the best father, but everything I've done has been to keep 
you and this country safe! There are some things that no one in the world was ever meant 


to know, and this is one of them! Do you want to hate me? That’s fine. Just do your job, 
that’s all I'm asking, protect your country, protect your world!” 


Maybe | was being manipulated, maybe | should have just called him crazy and left, but 
this was the first time | had seen this former demon warrior who called himself a man truly 
scared of something. 

Even if | had no idea what it was 


but | would learn 


God | would learn... 


Recording 7 


(Anthony) The next morning the guards woke me up at dawn for my transfer to a 
permanent prison where | was to stay while | awaited trial. As | was escorted to the van 

| was to be transported in | spied a blue streak jump across the roof of the cell block | was 
coming from. | gave a confused blank stare as the wind from the parking lot blew into my 
prison uniform. 


There were three armed guards with full body armor escorting me. 

It would have just been a simple matter of yanking one of their guns from their hands and 
firing it under their plastic face shield, one of them would probably just charge me in panic 
making it easy to shoot him at close range, the last guy would already have his gun out 
the second | started moving but he would wait to watch the battle play out, a smart but 
flawed move. He could probably shoot me but | could take the bullet, then easily disarm 
and kill him. After that, all | had to do was hijack one of the cars and drive off into the 
sunset but | didn't. 

| couldn't. 


| knew | was going to get the death penalty. 

| deserved it. The only thing on my mind was what | deserved. 

| was so deep in thought that | didn’t notice something land on top of the van as the 
guards forced me in. The next thing | knew the doors were quickly sealed and all three of 
the armed guards had their guns pointing at the roof of the interior. | snapped back to 
reality and started nervously looking around at my surroundings. | noticed that the entire 
inside of the van was that sort of metal cheese grater material that made it easy for 
someone's flesh to get cut on when | heard the roof thump again. 


Then the doors suddenly burst open in a streak of blue which threw itself at one of the 
guards taking their weapon and firing it at his left leg as blood spilled through it | could 
hear his bones snap in half. The streak then turned its attention to the other guard 
whacking the end of the stolen gun into his groin and then pointing it under his plastic face 
shield before firing. The streak then threw both of the already incapacitated guards out of 
the speeding van and spun around revealing themself in the glimmer of the afternoon sun, 
it was Spark. 


She had put the last guard in a state of fear. The gun shook in his hand like it was about 
to explode. It was obvious to him he was not going to come out of this unscathed. 
Spark gave an incredibly British one-liner which just made the moment for me “| guess 
you should never trust the American automobile companies...” She then yanked off the 
guard's face shield and rubbed his face on the metal grate, peeling off a thin layer of his 
flesh leaving a surprisingly small blood stain on the metal. “They always rip you off.” 
Man, | love that joke. 

She then grabbed me by the shoulder taking a lockpick out of her left sleeve which still 
had the American flag cufflink on it. 


She unlocked my handcuffs before walking towards the front of the van while taking out a 
small block of C-4 which she put on the metal grate that faced the front of the van. 

“Stand back.” She said it with such authority like she thought it was something | had never 
heard. “Yep, I've been around explosives before.” 

| scoffed annoyingly. 


Once the C-4 detonated | think | finally realized the situation | was in. 


"Wait, what? YOU’RE BREAKING ME OUT?!” 

| was more confused than surprised. 

This was the first time | had actually wanted to stay in a prison. 

| felt like my sins had finally caught up with me and | wanted to pay them. 
Spark looked just as confused and gave me a semi-playful response. 


”Well yeah!” 
She must’ve thought | would be on board with her escape opportunity. 
| had to ask the obvious question first “Why?” 


She gave a cold and direct answer ”Exo has compromised the C.|.A. Director Yalvin told 
me to spring you so we can stop them.” 


Nexo. 

| knew this day would come eventually, the day when he would finally show his hand. 

| told Spark | knew nothing, and that was partially true. | knew he wanted to expose the 

Superhumans and he would need evidence to do it, but | knew nothing beyond that. 

| had no idea what the government connection was, or what he was even trying to find. 

All | knew was that my father was a very powerful man and that he had been obsessed 

with this goal ever since | was born. | had to do something. | had to either stop him or at 
least find out what the hell was going on, but before | did anything... 


I'd need my glasses. 


“| need you to get out of the van. Find a car that’s fast but inconspicuous and circle 
around the building once then wait outside the visitor entrance. 
I’m going back for something.” 


Spark looked even more confused as | said that. 
She still got out anyway although hesitantly. 


| then took the driver's seat of the van and proceeded to ram it through the wall of the 
holding cells. Chunks of brick and mortar went hurdling across the room as | stepped out 
of the van grabbing a shotgun | had found in the driver's seat. 

| guess when you’re transporting one of the most dangerous contract killers in the world 
you don’t take chances. The shotgun already had two shells already loaded in and | had 
added an extra making three. It was a small number for a battle so | would have to get 
creative. 


Predictably a squad of security rushed over to me. 
There were ten of them. 

They all had automatic weapons and bulletproof vests. 
| had a shotgun and a prison uniform. 


They never stood a chance. | jumped into the air, kicking a guard in the face as | fired my 
shotgun in the opposite direction at another guard's leg which was completely obliterated 
the second the shell hit it. 


One shell gone. 


I then picked up the guard | had kicked down using him as a human shield, the barrage of 
bullets thundering down on his vest as | dragged him into a hallway. | noticed he had some 
grenades hanging from his belt so | threw him and shot the belt which took care of the 
other eight guards for the moment. 


Two shells gone. 


When | turned around | was greeted by one absolute ogre of a man. 

The tan hallways almost glowed as the alarms burst light and sound. 

It was a ballroom. Too bad | can’t dance. 

| fired the last shell through his arm. 

| could feel the gun kick back at me as it burst through the chamber. 

The shell pierced his shoulder as he yelped in pain. 

Since | was now out of ammo | threw myself at him. 

After | knocked my beastly dance partner to the ground | turned to the next hallway where 
two guards immediately fired at me. 

| ducked into a corner. | remembered that there was a flight of stairs down to the room | 
was headed for. | peeked my head around the corner before tossing the shotgun at the 
guards hitting both of them down the stairs. 

| jumped on the tan wall on the left then jumped to the one on the right. 

Once | was sure | had gained enough traction | jumped off the wall on the right and 
planted my prison-issue sandals on the rail grinding it to the corner which | then hopped 
down from. | found my shotgun at the bottom along with a lot of dirt and unpainted drywall. 
| stared at the incapacitated guards on the way down. 

| felt my soul drop further into the abyss. 

More violence, more stylized death. Except now it was personal. 

| walked into the processing room where | got my haircut. 

Grabbed my glasses off the evidence table and got the hell out of there. 


Recording 8 


(Benevolent) Existence is chaos. Life is chaos. Humanity is chaos. 

How can a planet filled with so much suffering be so...beautiful? 

Hovering in space my enhanced hearing picks up every word on earth. 

| hear children laugh and play, couples getting married, new friendships being born, 
criminals robbing and killing violating the rights of their fellow men, politicians buying their 
way to power abusing the very systems they preach of so highly, drug dealers preying on 
the weak and desperate, a terrorist cell in the Middle East indoctrinating children, 

rich businessmen destroying forests to build factories and using their money to cover up 
things like human trafficking and any other sort of disgusting activities they get involved in, 
a husband beats the wife he just married a month ago, assault weapons are smuggled 
into South America, a young man commits suicide in China, in North Korea prison labor is 
used to build a statue of the country's dictator two of the prisoners die due to exhaustion, 
in Russia a woman succumbs to wounds inflicted on her the previous night by two men 
and dies. | find it so hard to believe some of those who are so vile were once the same 
children | would hear playing in fields. Somehow | still believe there is no good or evil, 
just circumstance. | believe in redemption, | am a living example of it. 


lam called Benevolent. 

It is an adjective meaning well and kindly. 

| try my best to be those things but | was never fond of that name. 

| much prefer Ben. It's a common name in society which is exactly why | like it. 

| always sought a normal life but with powers like mine normal is non-existent. | did not 
choose the circumstances | had back then but | am grateful for them. | used them to form 
a joyous and meaningful life. My cape was tugging on the moon's gravitational forces as | 
hovered in the abyss. It was at that time that | received a call on my cellular phone which | 
proceeded to answer. “Hey, big guy!” Rachel's voice was energetic and carefree. She 
always spoke with such humility even in the darkest of times. She continues to inspire me 
every day with her optimistic point of view. ’Look at the Good fellow Air force base in 
Texas. See anything?” | followed her orders homing in on the exact location with my 
enhanced vision. | respond coherently “It’s on fire.” 


| hear Rachel breathe in over the phone as she gives her response 

“Yep there was an attack I’m teleporting over there with the others now.” 

| decided at that moment to take a break from my brooding and have some fun 
“I'll race you.” Rachel laughs, taunting “Go ahead.” 


| tossed my cellular phone into the dark vacuum of space and hurled myself with all my 
might toward the earth as | push through the stratosphere my body begins to burn. 
Thankfully my invulnerable skin protects me. | pierce through clouds and air as | hurdle to 
the ground. Both of my arms were directly in front of me and my hands were in the shape 
of fists. | hear a sonic boom around me as the first skyscraper comes within view. | flip my 
legs toward the ground in order to land. 

The wind blows in my hair as it comes undone. 


| take a deep breath and close my eyes as | hit the ground. 

When | open them I'm kneeling with one of my fists on the ground, 

my other arm behind me up in the air and my cape is over my head. 

| hear Rachel’s voice in the distance “You almost got the hero pose buddy!” 


| jump up hovering in the air as my cape flips over my head back to my spine. | looked 
over to the rest of my team just now stepping through Transport’s portal. 

*Let’s call it a tie.” | playfully said while | moved towards them still in the air. 

Transport throws her hands in the air visibly upset and | think | hear a laugh from Current 
while Mr.Night simply stares into the abyss Rachel gives a smile, she was wearing her 
work clothes, a gray button-up with a yellow pen pocket that had a dollar sign on it. Her leg 
garb was a pair of blue jeans; her shoes and gloves were green too. 

All the others had on their standard uniforms. 


Director Yalvin walked over to us. 

He told us that Anthony had escaped, along with what was basically just a summary of 
what Anthony spoke of in the previous recording. 

He also told us that there was a man in the evidence department who knew what Anthony 
took. | thanked Yalvin for the information as the group and | walked over to the witness. 
Rachel started the interrogation “You saw something pal?” 

The witness was clearly shaken up. 

| could see his individual sweat beads, his pupils dilated as he muffled out a response 
“I’m having trouble remembering but yeah... |... | did.” 

Rachel breathes in her annoyance before letting it out in the form of a gentle question 
“You can’t remember?” He shook his head, no. 

Rachel gave an order ’Mr.Night do your thing!” She walked away as Mr.Night steps 
through the wreckage to the ambulance that the witness was sitting in. Mr.Night reaches 
out his hands as his fingers turn into mechanical tendrils. The witness understandably 
panics as we all remain perfectly calm.” What the hell! What are you!” The witness 
screamed as Mr.Night's head enlarged and his hat fell off, he also grew a long pair of 
antennae on both sides of his head. 

Mr.Night taunts the witness Don’t worry fleshling this won’t hurt a bit!” 

His voice cracks electronically as his tendrils poke themselves up the witness’s ears. 
Current closes the door to the ambulance explaining 

“We don’t want to bother Night’s work.” 


We then walked away. 


Recording 9 


(Spark) | drove to a gas station, a nasty American place very redneckish, pretty much one 
of the few places In the country | didn't like... Anthony looked bewildered as he asked me 
“Why are we here?” | sarcastically responded “Cars need gas, don’t they? Also, you'll 
need some real clothes.” | pointed at his smoky bullet-ridden prison suit. 

He stretched out his arms and examined his body looking at the bullet tears and ash which 
lingered on his prison uniform. | was curious “Did you feel any of that?” He threw his arms 
down and shrugged ‘’No.” 


“You don’t have a single scratch on you. Have you ever been hurt?” 


“Not physically.” | was more puzzled than anything. 

| gave him one last look before | got out of the car. | had stolen the most standard model 

| could find. It was a metallic gray with black hubcaps and a curved back. The headlights 
were a triangle-ish shape but like flipped on their sides... almost... look kid | don’t think 

| need to describe a car to you, | doubt you’re that stupid. | walked over to a payphone, 
slid in some change, and called up Dad. “Spark?” 

He sounded even more jittery than usual. | gave him a quiet response 

“Yeah, it's me I’m out and | have Anthony with me.” | could hear Dad's nervous breathing 
on the other end he gulped as he let out a quick blabber “You need to get to the record 
vault in New Mexico as quickly as possible Nexo’s after the Roswell incident information if 
he exposes the truth then were all in danger...” | anxiously cut him off “Dad, what the hell 
are you talking about?! Roswell was a weather balloon experiment. Some nut job blew out 
of proportion back in the sixties or fifties! | don’t...” | heard footsteps on the phone off in 
the distance. ”Who’s with you?” No response. Beginning to panic | threw the phone at the 
rest of the box and flipped it to the ground shedding tears. | could hear someone walking 
up behind me as | sunk to the ground. The world faded before me as | found myself 
thinking back to the day mom died in that crash the sudden realization that | was on my 
own, that nothing would ever be the same, and that | may have to go through that again. 
That’s when | heard Anthony sit down next to me.” You wanna talk?” | was unresponsive. 
“Daddy issues huh? Mine’s a terrorist so if you’re feeling bad just remember that he’s 
trying to kill a bunch of superheroes. He also picked a dumb name too so there’s that...” 

| had to get him to shut up so | gave him the first question that came to mind. 

“Why do you hurt people?” | turned my head to look at him. He seemed like he was going 
to say something. His mouth was half opened like he was preparing to speak but he 
quickly closed it and turned away. He held up his hands to his mouth staring at the ground 
for a while. It felt like a spotlight hit us as he took off his glasses, his face glowing in the 
afternoon sun. He finally spoke five simple words ”! didn’t have a choice.” 


We sat in silence for a while. 

| wiped my tears and reconstructed myself before stating my piece ‘Military work runs in 
my family my great-grandfather fought in the Algerian war, his son joined the Algerian 
military in his footsteps, and he fought in the Angolan revolution, after that he moved to 
Britain and started a family, but he still was in service of a government, the only thing that 


changed was the country and cause, he served as a spy in MI6 for only two years, dying 
during a covert mission, my father was only a child then and grew up worshiping him, 

he forged his records to join the British navy when he was fifteen and had already been 
made general by the time he was eighteen, eventually, he caught the attention of MI6, he 
joined them with them to honor his father’s legacy. My Father met my Mother in MI6, she 
worked as his mission handler. When | was six he accepted a job in the C.I.A, we took a 
regular commercial airliner to get to America, my mother insisted that it was important to 
remember the people we were fighting for, about halfway through the flight one of the 
plane's turbines caught on fire and it crashed in the Atlantic. My mother didn’t make it out. 
| paused from my monologue in a moment of mourning. 

Anthony added his own experience “At least you knew your Mom, mine died when | was 
born. My Father trained me to kill, that’s the only way of life I've ever known.” 


He spoke like he was trying to get something off his chest, he wanted to share his 
struggles with me, but held back from it, in fear of how'd | take it, after all, we barely knew 
each other and he was probably afraid of how'd it make him look if he switched our roles. 
| chose to keep the conversation moving while continuing my story “| guess service must 
be in our blood, | joined up with the C.I.A to be closer with my Father, | felt like keeping 
with the family tradition would make him proud. Make this country proud.” 


We avoided eye contact with each other, still holding back for whatever reason. Anthony 
asked a question that seemed to really strike me for some reason “Do you think that 
determines our fate somehow? Our genes, our biology? Maybe even the very atoms and 
matter were made of?” | didn’t know how to answer but the question intrigued me. 

“I’ve never thought of anything like that before, | suppose they can in a way. It could be 
possible we pass on our goals, maybe philosophies even, but it seems horrible to me. 

If you pass on something that could make someone's life worse, bore something into the 
world that doesn’t want to exist isn’t that a bad thing?” Anthony seemed even more 
intrigued by the answer than the question. 


“No child asks to be born, only a few ponder their own existence. Of course, we need to 
reproduce to continue as a species, but what reason is there beyond that? Love? Legacy? 
A second chance? Aren't those selfish reasons? | don’t know. Sometimes | wonder why 

| was born, the way my life is, | never want anyone else to have that. This burden | was 
born with. | refused to kill someone once because of a kid, he never did anything wrong if 
anyone did anything wrong it was his parents, but he never asked to exist, to be put in that 
situation. It's not the fault of parents though if their child ends up with a fate worse than 
them, they didn’t ask for those genes either. Still, there’s a part of me that feels like we 
may be playing God.” To be honest, Anthony seemed really passionate about all of this 
but | was pretty lost. “God?” Anthony turned to me, and | to him. 


“Nearly every Religion believes in creationism, maybe that’s a sign that some things aren’t 
up to us. | don’t think we really get to decide who we are. We're just born into these bodies 
and forced to figure out the rest. Sometimes | just... | just think that... Maybe | shouldn't 
have been born. ” 


We stayed quiet for a while after that until Anthony sighed and put his glasses back on. 
| decided to make conversation to lighten the mood 
“Why did you go back for those?” 


He gave a stoic and solemn response “They’re the only thing my Mom left behind for me. 
It's the only connection | have to her. | clearly made some changes over the years, like the 
microphone, but it's like | still carry her with me today.” 

He turned his head to me commenting.” Guess the monster has a soul huh?” 


We locked eyes staring at each other in an impenetrable silence until Anthony finally 
spoke “Someone’s behind us.” | jumped up to see a man inside the gas station grabbing 
a shotgun and bursting out the door screaming ’Fugitives!” | insulted in sarcasm 
“Rednecks!” Anthony and | got up as the gas station owner drew his shotgun on us 
taunting ’That prison jumpsuit is awfully fitting boy!” Anthony snapped back “I'll take that 
as a compliment! Mr.Jeans, overalls, and cowboy hat! | get this is Texas sure, but it's also 
the twenty-first-century man, show some $#!%ing class!” 

He pumped the shotgun. | tensed up ”Anthony what are you doing?” 

| could feel my voice anxiously crack as | headed for the car. 

Anthony tried to give me some reassurance “Using my burden.” 

| was only able to get one word out “What?” Anthony walked even closer to the gunman 
ordering him to commit one simple action “Shoot me.” 

The gunman was completely befuddled giving out an awkward “Huh?” 

as a question. Anthony was unnervingly calm as he commanded the man a second time 
“You heard me, overall man. Shoot me.” 

He slowly put his hands up in preparation before the gunman fired. 

| shut my eyes as | heard the chamber explode anticipating a reaction. 

| waited... Nothing. 


| opened my eyes and saw Anthony standing straight up with a huge hole in his prison 
suit. | silently gasped and put my hands over my mouth. 

The gunman’s weapon fell to the ground as he whispered in amazement 

”*What the %$#@ have | been smoking?” | walked around dropping my hands to see that 
the only sign of any sort of damage Anthony received was a patch of grime on his now 
bare chest. | stood there silently in a state of shock and awe. 

He gave me a simple question in response to this “You impressed?” 

The gas station owner then fainted. 


Recording 10 


(Rachel) | still remember the look on Director Yalvin’s face when the superhumans 
captured him. It was like kinda, melty? Ok, | take it back | don’t remember what his face 
looked like, he was definitely scared though. We were all grouped in one of the base’s 
sub-stations; there were pipes and different types of machinery all over the walls. There 
were also lots of electrical wires, red ones, blue ones, yellow ones, green ones, copper 
ones, and... other ones | guess. | started talking to Yalvin once they brought him up to me, 
Mr.Night and Transport had him strung up by the shoulders ”Looks like you’re poking your 
nose where you shouldn’t be.” Now to be clear, the Superhumans and | were simply 
following orders from the U.S. government to apprehend Director Yalvin for assisting two 
fugitives, that doesn’t excuse us but like... 

come on, cut a girl some slack. | slapped him across the cheek and screamed the classic 
’Take him away!” Transport followed my order and teleported him, well... away. 


After that Benevolent and Current both walked up behind me to join our council and as 
soon as Transport returned we began. Current was the first to speak “We need to go after 
Anthony and this Spark Woman.” They spoke in an incredibly stern and serious tone while 
Transport did the exact opposite ’No duh!” Current scowled at her while Transport stuck 
out her tongue and stuck up her rude finger in Current’s direction. Which led them to lunge 
at Transport, luckily Benevolent jumped in between them right before a fight could break 
out. “There’s no reason to bicker amongst ourselves. Our main priority right now is finding 
Anthony and Spark. Anthony is Nexo’s son so hopefully, he’ll lead us to him.” 

Transport and Current calmed, in response to Benevolent’s statement. | then made one of 
my own. ”Maybe then we can put an end to his madness.” | nodded as he looked over at 
me. | then pointed my sunglass-tinted gaze towards the creepy trench coat man and 
asked him a simple question ’What info did you get from the witness guy?” Mr.Night kinda 
tilted his head to the side like a Dog attempting to decipher what they had just heard. 

| think we must have waited about a minute for him to speak “Anthony Assassin broke 
back into the base simply to steal a pair of glasses, his Mother's, whatever this is about it 
has something to do with her. We know Nexo wants revenge on us, we just need to figure 
out how he intends to get it. Now using logic and the information at our disposal Anthony 
and Spark are on their way to Roswell to uncover the truth about his Mother, | suspect 
Nexo may also be heading there in order to find documents exposing us.” He had the 
flattest most degrading voice ever it was like he was talking down to all of us like we didn’t 
matter to him but because I’m nice | had to say ’Alright! Thanks, Mr.Night!” Sarcasm? 
Never heard of it. Benevolent as always was much more humble and precise in his 
speech ”So you're saying Director Yalvin is working with Nexo?” Mr.Night looked at 
Benevolent as if he were the dumbest man alive and said behind his logistical monotone 
voice ’Precisely.” 

Which translated to “Way to go buddy you figured out how to think for once in your friggin 
life now you want a cookie or are you gonna continue to waste my time?!” 


Current was the next to speak ”So we go to Roswell?” 


Transport opened a portal as Mr.Night stepped through along with Current and Transport 
herself Benevolent grabbed my shoulder and led me to the side. | could feel a waterfall of 
sweat pull down my back as we walked into a corner. 

A scared look hit his face. "You have to stop them.” He ominously whispered. 

| was now even more anxious, scared, and confused ”’Who?” 

My voice cracked under the pressure. Benevolent bit his lip silently screaming 

“The Superhumans, Nexo isn’t working with Yalvin someone’s playing us!” | wanted to 
scream back in a sort of terror but my voice ended up cracking again ”Well who is it?” 
Benevolent stumbled around and spun his head like a top as he very unconfidently said 
“| don’t know.” 

| huffed “What aren’t you telling me?” 

He was taken aback and that alone told me all | needed to know. 

“You’re a good friend, Benevolent. 

Try to be a good person too.” 


| stepped through the portal leaving Benevolent to follow behind me. 


Recording 11 

(O) | think | should start titling these. 

(Anthony) O! You scared me, dude! | was getting in the zone. 

(O) ... 

(Anthony) Maybe like a warning next time? 

(O) Sure. Sorry. 

(Anthony) I’m gonna talk about you soon though so feel free to jump in at any time. 


(O) No thanks, Anthony. We agreed that | was to operate the recording device, 
| shall fulfill my duty. 


(Anthony) Whatever you say O. 

(O) ... 

(Anthony) Do you want for me to keep going or should you? 
(O) ... 

(Anthony) Is that a good shoulder shrug or a bad one? 

(O) Just go ahead, it's fine. 


(Anthony) Alright. Spark and | checked the gas station for security cameras. 

Luckily the only one was inside the little gas station store and it was pointed at the cash 
register so | figured we could get pretty far without being stopped or noticed. 

| made sure to nab some supplies first. | picked up a black pleather jacket which was still 
covered in dirt from the eighties, along with some beef jerky, potato chips, and a whole lot 
of energy drinks and bottled water. Once Spark and | got on the road we barely talked to 
each other instead getting lost in our own thoughts. There was some talk about the trip to 
New Mexico but | wanted to get my gear and a proper suit before we did anything else to 
heart pounding so we reached an agreement to head for one of my safehouses in 
Lubbock, another city in Texas that wasn’t too far away, there | could grab my gear and 
some proper clothes before going to New Mexico. 


My Lubbock safehouse was pretty nice. 
It was an old furniture warehouse that Goldface had bought to use as a place to store his 
weapons until a convoy would pick them up and take them to the designated trading 


areas, you know standard illegal weapon dealing stuff that I’m sure you’re familiar with. 
When | was seventeen a rival gang took up shop near the warehouse and he sent me in 
to take them out, after that. Goldface decided that the warehouse would serve better as a 
sort of home away from home for O, and I. 


(O) ... 


(Anthony) He’s still not gonna talk. 

Like | said earlier, O is essentially my “Business partner” in a sense. 

He’s this typical skinny socially awkward kid with scraggly greasy black hair and glasses. 
He makes all my more advanced gear and feeds me info on contracts, that sort of thing. 

| guess | would describe him as sort of my own personal Nasa control room. 

He’s a bit of a geek, like me, we both collected Action figures, and model kits, mainly 
those anime robots, we also watched a lot of old sci-fi movies, played some video games 
too, especially shooters even though | always thought they were a little unrealistic. 


(O) That's enough Just to get to the part where you actually arrive at the safehouse it's 
obvious that you're stalling. 


(Anthony) Ok... Jeez... 
(O) Sorry. 


(Anthony) It's cool. | was stalling for the record. | actually don’t have a lot to say about this 
besides what actually happened. When Spark and | arrived at Nightfall we had been 
driving almost the entire day. We were exhausted and a bit disgusted once we got to the 
safe house. Spark was the first one to get out of the car Well this is pleasant.” 

typical British sarcasm. The place looked just about as good as you would expect a 
furniture warehouse to be. It... 


(O) Stalling... 


(Anthony) Right, sorry | got out of the car sipping the last bottle of water we had. 

| finished it and threw it to the ground, responding to Spark with an even dose of sarcasm 
”You haven't seen the inside yet!” 

She rolled her eyes as | cracked the door open. Spark walked in first, looking around to 
see storage shelves stocked with action figures and computer equipment. Multiple 
computer monitors and TV screens were hung on the walls all controlled by a coffee table 
in the middle of the room where O was sitting, there were also a couple of couches, 
mini-fridges, and microwaves close to the entrance, as well. The walls were pure concrete 
and the floor was cement. It wasn’t pretty but | loved that place, though | got the subtle 
feeling Spark didn’t. ’It’s a bloody dive!” 

Her voice was one of complete disgust but | still tried to be cheery 

“Glad you like it!” | sarcastically remarked as | walked over to O. 


“You kicking ass?” He was playing an fps, a first-person shooter video game, on one of 
the monitors. He was obviously more focused on that rather than me or so | thought. 
"Who's your friend?” | pivoted my body and pointed at Spark. 

| opened my mouth to speak but Spark quickly chimed in as she walked to the table 

*l’m Spark. I’m working with Anthony on something. You are?” 

She stuck out her hand for a greeting but O kept playing the game. 

| reassured her, whispering “He’s like this with everyone, don’t take it too personally.” 

| nudged O’s shoulder. He quickly pulled a quick trick shot in the game-winning it and then 
turned to shake Sparks' hand. He introduced himself as he exited the handshake ‘I’m O.” 
He stared at my head and gave the most obvious comment 

“What happened to your hair?” | shrugged “Prison haircut.” 


O spun back to the monitor he was playing the game on and turned it off. 

| thought it was always obvious to everyone that O preferred not to talk much but Spark 
still wanted to make conversation for some reason, she looked around at some of the 
shelves and furniture around the space “You collect dolls?” She wrongfully commented. 

| hopped in to politely correct her before O did anything too rash “Most of these are 
actually model kits, a couple of them are statues but all of them are collectibles.” 

Spark smirked and chuckled a bit before explaining “Sorry | just didn’t expect one of the 
most dangerous men in the world to be so...” She chose to cut herself off deciding to just 
smile instead before asking O “You work with Anthony?” He nodded. Spark still kept 
talking “You like his secretary or something?” O actually gave some semblance of a 
response ‘’Kind of. That reminds me. Dad was looking for you.” Somehow at that perfect 
time, someone knocked on the door. | spun my head in the direction of the noise. Spark 
asked O one last question “Who’s Dad?” The door burst open falling to the ground as a 
green helmeted figure in a black jumpsuit and red cloak emerged, Gold face. He pressed 
a button on the side of his modified astronaut dome helmet opening it to reveal a blinding 
flash of golden light. O quickly tossed on a motorcycle helmet stored under the coffee 
table in order to shield himself from the blast. 

The burst of light was enough to knock Spark and | unconscious. 


’That’s Dad.” 


Recording 12 

(O) | was asking Anthony earlier if | should start naming these. 
(Benevolent) Really? 

(O) Yeah. It's getting hard to keep track of the numbers is all. 
(Benevolent) That’s an interesting Idea. What would you call this one? 
(O) ...| can’t think of a name now. 

(Benevolent) That’s fine. Are you gonna cut this out? 


(O) Anthony said it would be best to leave these types of conversations in to give the kid 
more of a sense of who we are. 


(Benevolent) | like that. 
(O) You should get started though. 


(Benevolent) Yeah, you’re right. The scene inside Roswell's record vault was plain, to say 
the least. The walls were a plain unstained gray and the floors were flat white marbled tile. 
When we arrived there we met a processing team that was sent to monitor us. 

Mr.Night was the first to greet them “Who the hell are you guys?!” It was pretty much one 
of the most passionate things he had said up to that point. 

The Commander of the processing team replied “We're here to show you to the records 
room.” Current began circling one of the leading security officers like a vulture waiting for 
its prey to drop dead while Mr.Night started interrogating the commanding officer 

“Why? We can find it on our own.” The security officer Current’s circling starts tugging his 
shirt collar as they exercise bolts of lighting in their fingertips. 

The prey shrieks “Yeah...! uh I’m sure you can find it?” 

The leader turned to him “NO!” He walked up to Mr.Night and tapped his visor-shielded 
face with nothing but a red light behind it. 

The commander had the audacity to taunt him 

"WE ARE HERE TO SHOW YOU THE RECORDS ROOM!” 


Mr.Night shrugged “Why do you not want us alone in there?” 

The commander laughed, stepping back in his squeaky office shoes while locking eyes 
with Mr.Night’s cold red optic he took off his pair of sunglasses that everyone in the 
security team was wearing “What are you hiding? Mr.Night?” Mr.Night waved his hand in 
the air towards Current who snatched their prey with a supercharged right hand lifting him 
up to the air, frying him with one hand. His entire body glowed as electricity sparked 
through it, his flesh slowly fell off his body along with his other vital organs and blood all 
dripping onto the ground like a leaking faucet, his eyes simply evaporated due to the heat 


as the voltage was cut off when his frail burnt skeleton finally hit the floor, all that remained 
of him were a pair of sunglasses and a nametag 


DESMOND 


| felt as if every single one of my insides suddenly fell to the ground. 

Mr.Night shoved the commander to the ground and spoke to the rest of the processing 
team “| am usually only governed by simple logistical programming | don’t like to lower 
myself to the standard of you lesser creatures but let me indulge myself just this once...” 
He stuck both his hands in the air screaming at the top of an angry robotic voice 

“WE'RE $#@!ing superheroes! WE GET SHIT DONE AND WE DON’T CARE WHAT THE 
HELL IT TAKES! So when we say we want to go somewhere alone..” 

He tossed his hands down, pointing his left hand in a finger gun position waving it in front 
of the now crawling team commander “YOU LET US GO ALONE!” 

He then fired a red-hot laser out of his arm. 

It was by far among the most horrifying displays of power | had ever seen. 

Transport playfully screamed at the top of her lungs in imitation of some savage beast and 
the processing team ran away in fear. 

She laughed, Current did as well, while Mr.Night remained cold, unmoving, pleased... 


| bit my lip and turned to Rachel, she was shaking with her phone in her hand “Uh...” 
She struggled to get the words out of her mouth 

“There’s a Bank robbery not far from here... it would make good press.” 

She was completely different from when | usually heard her. 

She was in a pure state of fear as she spoke, stumbling and tripping on vocal cues. 
Mr.Night snapped his head toward her “Yes. We'll go there.” 

Transport opened one of her portals as she and Current walked through Mr.Night bumped 
Rachel on the way out “By the way, if you question us, try to investigate us, you’re gonna 
be next. We can always find someone else to take your place.” 

He never even looked at her as he walked through the portal. 

| had stood still next to Rachel the entire time in complete shock and silence. Rachel 
stepped in front of me and took off her sunglasses with her right hand, she then put her 
left hand over her mouth. She quickly dropped it and then slapped me with it. 

She then put her glasses back on and walked away from the portal, from me. 


Recording 13 


(Anthony) | awoke to black. 

| was drowsy and exhausted so the first thought | had was 

“Am | dead?” | noticed a subtle texture around my head, a cloth bag. 

| heard noises of lounge music, squeaky boot soles, and guns being loaded. 

The sudden weight of the entire past few hours instantly hit me the second | overheard a 
TV in the room “As you may know for over the past 24 hours we have been covering the 
attack at Goodfellow Air Force Base in Texas and we have finally gotten word of who may 
be responsible. The news is quite shocking considering it was C.I.A director Yalvin who 
supposedly ordered his daughter to carry out the attack in order to free Anthony Assassin 
who is the son of the leader of the terrorist group Exo. The Superhumans were seen later 
on the scene no doubt investigating the attack, as we all know the Superhumans are 
somewhat rivals of Exo, let us not forget the devastating battle in New Orleans, which 
occurred just two months ago the events of which...” 

The sound suddenly cut off as a man in a thick Russian accent commented 

“| hate the media, all fear-mongering, and misinformation.” 

Goldface. 


The bag was then ripped off my head as | saw Goldface and his daughter Zoya who like 
O went by a single letter, this one being Z pronounced Zed, which is the way most 
Europeans say it, just a little language lesson for ya kid, anyhow she politely greeted me 
“Hey asshat.” 

O I’m talking about Z now. 

You got anything to say? 


(0)... 


(Anthony) That’s what | thought. She was wearing a plain black spandex jumpsuit, spray 
painted gold combat boots, and on top of her suit was a t-shirt for some sort of 
underground heavy metal band that she thought made her seem “badass” but she 
probably never even listened to. 

She also had several rings around all her fingers except for her middle and thumb. 

Her face was unscathed and very young looking pretty much like a female O... 
Laughing’ I’m glad you can’t see the finger he’s holding up right now. 

Z was also wearing gold eyeliner across both eyes along with gold earrings along with 
gold highlights in her blonde hair, the gold theme was very consistent throughout the entire 
family. | felt someone walk up behind me and unlock the handcuffs that were holding me 
to the chair. It was one of Goldface’s henchmen, they all wore standard-issue 
businessman black tuxedos with gold ties and gloves. | got up out of the chair and 
stretched a bit, | also finally responded to Z’s incredibly humble greeting 

“And a fair hello to you too.” 

Of course, | said it sarcastically. 


Goldface turned his gaze toward me 


“I’m sorry for the....” He held his hands up doing air quotes which he lowered after he 
finished saying the word “Abduction. It was necessary though, | didn’t know how else to 
get you here.” 


“Why did you need me here?” 

He sighed as he warily stated “Bad things are coming Anthony, Nexo’s plan is in motion.” 
| took off my raggedy pleather coat while being sure to keep my eyes on the two of them 
“| know. That's why | was sprung from jail, to stop him.” 

Z looked confused “The woman?” 

| stood straight back up after laying my jacket on the chair, pointing at Goldface 

“You may want to talk to her, if we all work together we could have a chance at finally 
stopping Nexo.” 


“We will. Over dinner, but before that, you need a proper suit and something to cover your 
head bald isn’t a good look for you.” 

He waved his hand to the door, beckoning me to follow. 

We walked down a hallway with an entire wall made of glass in order to display the 
nightclub below, the rest of it was made up of entirely white tile. 

It was here that Goldface stopped to look out into the club below as if he was looking for 
someone. He stood there for a while until Z and | caught up with him. 

He nodded out into the distance and resumed walking giving Z instructions while doing so 
°Z find Anthony a spare suit, | need to step out for a moment.” 


As | watched him walk away It didn’t take a genius to know something was up. 

Z did her best to break the uncomfortable silence 

“| think | know what to do about your baldness situation, come on.” 

She waved toward the end of the empty hall as she walked down it. 

| gazed at the nightclub for a second to maybe catch a glimpse of what Goldface was 
staring at. It took me a while but eventually, | spotted him out in the distance over by the 
bar. 


Nexo. 


He stared through the glass right up at me with his stupid white curled hair and the giant 
linear scar on the right side of his face which went straight through his eye, which was the 
reason he wore that cold dead black eyepatch that somehow seemed to stare into my very 
soul. He tipped his glass toward me with a stupid amount of immaturity as he smiled. 


HE SMILED. 
The monster smiled behind his thick white beard which seemed to overtake his face. 


The face that had haunted me for years, now staring right back at me 
one floor down through bulletproof glass. 


Recording 14 


(Benevolent) After a frankly disturbing time at the records vault, it was a relief to once 
again do ordinary hero work. It was an easy operation. 

We simply went in and non-lethally disposed of the bank robbers. 

But it was what happened afterward that really crawled under my skin. 

| remember coming out of the building with the team. 

| hovered my way toward the police team arresting the robbers. 

| looked at Rachel. She was leaning against a police car staring back at us. 

Her ponytail flowed in the wind as our fans and paparazzi swarmed around the barricades 
the police had posted around the scene. 

“Just imagine if these people knew what we’re actually up to.” 

Mr.Night’s comment snapped me back to reality. 

“Imagine if they knew what you just did at the vault.” 

Mr.Night slowly backed away from me in a fit of silent anger at my response. 
Transport readied a portal as we all began walking towards it. 

| signaled Rachel to follow, she shot back with what most call the finger before walking 
towards us anyway. | was about to follow the others through the portal when a police 
officer shouted off in the distance “Hey kid get back here!” 


A young boy broke through under the barricade and ran towards me. To this day | can’t 
remember what he looked like, it was more what he said, the tone, and what it meant that 
stuck with me. He grabbed my leg sobbing, almost screaming at me “BENEVOLENT! You 
gotta help my Dad! Please! He’s in the hospital! The doctors always get so sad when they 
see us! | think something’s wrong! Please Benevolent he’s really sick!” 

He buried his head into my leg weeping “You can save him... 

You can save everyone.” 


| didn’t know how to respond. 

| simply stood there in shock and silence as | sweated. 

| overheard Mr.Night alter his arm into its gun form as he walked up behind me. 

It was then that Rachel ran over towards us, she kneeled down to see the child 

“Hey sport. Listen we got some important work to do right now so why don’t you come 
with me to see the police officers who helped us.” 

| overheard Mr.Night stop and change his arm back to its normal form. 

The kid let out one final sob before responding “Ok.” 

He let go of me and followed Rachel back toward the barricade. 

| could feel her exchange glances with Mr.Night and |. 

Her eyes sliced directly into my heart as she walked away. 

| stood in place watching Rachel walk away with the boy. 

Eventually, | headed through Transport’s portal with Mr.Night and Current. 

Rachel slowly followed behind us. We arrived back in the records vault. Mr.Night suddenly 
caught me by surprise spinning around to toss me into a wall “You’re an Idiot Benevolent 
you should have disposed of the child! No one can humiliate us like that!” 

Rachel rushed to my aid 


“WE DON’T KILL KIDS! Besides | took care of it!” 

Mr.Night huffed “Are you challenging my leadership fleshling!?” 

Rachel slapped him across his cold robotic dome, his hat went flying off his head all the 
way to the other side of the room. “What are you gonna do about that Robot man!?” 
Mr.Night’s body suddenly exploded out of his trench coat revealing gigantic pieces of 
weaponry and massive bits of machinery, most disturbing of all his entire head split in two 
revealing an artificial mouth. 

He screamed at us. 


Rachel simply smiled. 

| sped over to their position barking “DON’T FIGHT!” 

| paused as they both turned their heads toward me. 

A faint ringing noise suddenly echoed through the room, “Rachel your phone is ringing.” 
The comment was enough to finally knock her out of her feud with Mr.Night. 

She reached into her left pants pocket, took out the device and answered it. 


“It's Goldface.” 


Recording 15 

(Anthony) | have really... really mixed feelings about my father. 
(O) Didn’t you already mention this? 

(Anthony) Yeah, but it's especially important for this part, 

(O) That's fair. 


(Anthony) Ok. 

| had picked out almost an exact copy of the suit | was wearing when | was captured by 
the Superhumans. Z came up with a really cool way to hide my recently balded head. 
She had picked me out a gray ballistic helmet the type most U.S. soldiers wear, it had a 
pair of modified night vision goggles on top of it which were attached by a five-point zero 
eight by three-point ninety-four by twenty inch- black aluminum point twenty-two-kilogram 
mount, and on the sides of the helmet were optional noise mufflers which... 


(O) | can understand why you’re stalling but get to the goddamn point. 


(Anthony) Yeah, alright sure. 

Once | had picked up a new pair of shoes, along with the rest of my stuff, | walked out of 
my room to see Spark talking to a couple of the guards in the hall, one of them was 
holding a black dress. “I’m not really a dress girl. | prefer the commanding presence of an 
actual business suit.” While | was walking toward her she got a look at me sarcastically 
acknowledging “You think a big metal whatchamacallit is gonna draw attention away from 
your bald head?” | stopped in my tracks turning towards her “You think it isn’t?” 

She smiled at my awful attempt at a comeback. 

We walked towards the Foyer where O and Goldface were waiting for us. 

“| have asked everyone in the club to leave so we may speak in privacy.” 

This time he spoke with an amount of caution in his voice; it was off-putting, to say the 
least. The room was pure white tile in fact most of the place was... 


(O) ... 


(Anthony) Ok. Ok! 

As the mechanical doors slowly opened for us | saw Nexo waiting, leaning against a chair 
on the left side. | punched him square in the jaw knocking him to the ground, the chair fell 
as well. Everyone and | do mean everyone, then pulled out a gun and pointed it toward 
me and my father. “You could’ve just said hello.” 


°“$%#@ YOU!” 


He slowly got back on his feet. 
He wore a white tuxedo with a red tie and black shoes. 


It was especially bulked up in order to hide his undersuit 

“The hell happened to your hair?” 

| wasn’t sure whether to be more upset over the remark or the fact that it was a genuine 
question. Either way, | pushed him back into the table. Goldface jumped in front of me 
before | could do anything else “Save it. Sit down.” He was calm yet authoritative. 

| immediately followed his orders without hesitation sitting on the side of a long royal 
dinner table, you know, one of those ones you always see the rich people in the movies 
eat at, there were three seats on each side about two feet apart from each other along 
with one larger seat at each end of the table it was lined with plates that had those dome 
cover things over them. The table was made of pure stainless steel but it didn’t seem to 
shine or sparkle at all, as if it itself could read the room. 

Nexo sat across from me on the left side, | sat between Spark and O who were seated to 
the right and left of me, in that order. Goldface sat directly at the end of the table, Z took 
the seat on the left closest to him. Mrs.Gold arrived, once everyone was seated. 

She was wearing a pure gold dress with engravings of Russian words, as for what she 
looked like picture an old blonde Russian mistress... 

And congratulations you got it! 


(O) Hey, that’s my Mom you're talking about! 
(Anthony) And? 
(O) ...She does look like that. Carry on. 


(Anthony) She did a great job at lightening the mood though 

“Great the festivities began early.” 

She pointed at the chair | knocked over when | punched Nexo. 

| respectfully apologized for him 

“I’m sorry an idiot in a bird suit decided to knock it down.” 

Sadly he didn’t think | was being polite enough 

“You pushed me into it, jackass! And it's a demon suit!” 

| laughed at how nice he was being, we always had such dignified conversations 
“That's a demon suit?!” | choked through laughter “What are you thirteen!?” 

O cracked a smile, Spark chuckled, Z lost it along with Mrs.Gold who was now sitting 
down. Nexo didn’t appreciate my sense of comedy though so his logical response was to 
reach over and try to strangle me. Thankfully Goldface who was still silent gave off a 
warning shot with his pistol as he commanded us to “Eat. Now.” 

We all suddenly grew silent, removing the domes from our plates. 

Nexo kept staring at me the whole time. 


As we began eating Goldface presented a conversation “Calvin what happened? 
When did you let this boy get away from you, and please no yelling this time.” 
Nexo took a bite of his steak or whatever the hell he was eating, swallowed it, then 
somehow chugged his entire glass of wine before wiping his mouth with a napkin, 
muttering “He wasn’t a good soldier.” 


| bit back 

“Maybe it should have occurred to you to not try to turn a kid into a killer!” 
He stayed calm 

“You're the one who stuck with it.” 


| didn’t know how to respond. 
Goldface asked me another stoic question 
“Do you know why Calvin does what he does?” 


| was still recovering from my father's remark unable to answer Spark hopped in for me 
“Vengeance.” It was a still and sound answer. 

She nodded toward me and | did the same. 

Nexo had a few questions of his own 

“You're Yalvin’s kid right?” 


“Yes sir.” 
Nexo stayed intense 


“He’s been an enemy of mine for a long time, maybe you should ask pops what sort of 
shady crap he did back in the day, especially after Moscow.” 

Spark didn’t know how to respond but tried anyway °’!!” 

She stopped herself. 

Nexo cackled “Who else's mind should | blow?” 


He had a more comedic tone this time. It was a big difference from what he was saying 
earlier. Mrs.Gold had some comments of her own “I’m glad we brought you here Calvin.” 
Goldface seemed happy chuckling under his breath. 

Little did they know | had some mind-blowing of my own to do. 


“Why was | born?” 


| was sure to ask it very authoritatively in order to gain his attention. 

Nexo suddenly dropped his smile for a more concerned look of surprise “Pardon?” 
He acted like he didn’t hear me. 

| knew he did, so | said it once more with feeling “You heard me. Why was | born?” 


His lip began to tremble. 

Everyone at the table glared at me. 

Nexo stood up from his seat answering the question 

“Your mother, she gave her life so you could exist. The problem is you’ve done nothing 
with your life. If you died tomorrow, what would it matter? What would you leave?” 


“Death. You forced me into life and ever since then, all I've known is pain. | didn’t ask to 
be born like this. To live like this. You didn’t love Mom, you used her to make your own 
living, thinking gun.” 


“| loved your Mother, she was the most important thing in my damn life! If you think you 
can crap on her legacy you don’t deserve to wear those glasses!” 


Finally, | had him exactly where | wanted. 

Nexo rolled up his sleeves revealing his laser gloves which he began to charge up with a 
fiery red glow. | got up and pulled a gun on him ready for the fight I'd been waiting my 
entire miserable life for. We were ready to open the gates of hell, but that’s when Goldface 
stood up “Dinner was lovely. Sadly though we have to come to the real purpose of this 
meeting, blow the wall.” 


The wall | was standing to the back of burst open in a blast of concrete and fire, 
leaving a large gaping hole revealing Benevolent Current and Transport behind it. 
Nexo and | slowly backed away from each other. 

Everyone stood up from the table and | got that certain feeling, 

the one that gives you goosebumps on your neck and sweat on your palms. 


The feeling you get when someone is about to die. 


Recording 16 

(Anthony) This is a big deal kid, we're finally all together. This is where it gets real. 
(Spark) That’s not true Rachel wasn’t there. 

(Rachel) Yeah, | was waiting outside. 

(O) You were still technically on location though and we saw you as we came out. 
(Rachel) Really? 

(Anthony) Yeah. | remember that. 

(Spark) You wanna start then? 

(Anthony) | did the last one! 

(Benevolent) This fight got pretty ugly you sure you don’t want to censor anything? 
(Spark) %$@! No! 

(O) | have a beeper for the stronger words. 

(Spark) Like what? 

(O) | made a list here. 

‘Paper crease’ 

(Spark) This is a lot. 

(Anthony) These make sense though. Except that one. 

(Spark) $4!@ really? What are we supposed to say crap instead? 

(Rachel) Guys. Guys. we’re getting off track here. 

(Anthony) We still haven’t decided who’s gonna talk. 

(Spark) Why can’t O do it? 

(Rachel) That’s a good idea he hasn't done one yet. 


(Benevolent) True. 


(O) ...%$#@ | guess I'll do it. 
(Spark) Yes! 


(O) I’m not going to waste any time describing crap though this is all about the action. 
The Superhumans had blown the wall in. Benevolent aimed a shotgun ordering us to... 


(Rachel) Wait, | just had an awesome idea. Let’s do our own voices. 
(Anthony) Why weren't we doing that before? 

(Rachel) Because | didn’t get rich by being creative. 

(Spark) Didn’t you inherit your money? 

(Rachel) ...That’s not important. 


(Benevolent) It's a neat idea anyway. Let's do it. 
“Stand down now. This is your only chance.” 


(O) He loaded the gun as | slapped a pair of headphones over my ears. 

Things were about to get loud. 

Nexo worked his way to a more open area. 

Everyone took out their guns, including me. 

Nexo was still charging his laser gauntlet while Benevolent made an attempt at a joke. 


(Benevolent) “You all brought guns to a dinner party?” 
(O) Anthony made a comeback. 


(Anthony) | definitely remember this 
“My last name is literally Assassin, what do you think?!” 


(Benevolent) “Fair enough.” 


(Anthony) After you said that, Nexo fired at you but you dodged the blast, the heat from his 
gauntlets burnt the sleeves of his tuxedo jacket along with his tie and some of his shirt. 

He ripped off the rest of his tux with his bare hands tossing it to the side, revealing a black 
jumpsuit covered in mechanical wring, a bulletproof vest was strung atop it with something 
resembling a backpack strapped to the back. A circular neck collar was also attached to 
his vest; it sort of resembled a key ring, it had several small rectangular holes around it 
like it housed something. Nexo clicked his two laser gauntlets together and a mechanism 
in them expanded his backpack activating his wings which can only be described as 
something looking like the robotic winged skeleton of a bat. In the middle of each wing, 
was a turbine which had been modified from stolen portable jet thrusters they would burst 


with flames every time they were used, sometimes even igniting the wings themselves to 
strike more damage and give off an even more menacing presence. The wings revealed 
themselves in what the mind could only comprehend as slow motion appearing to almost 
grow from his back, the turbines expanded and roared to life, the wings stretched out as 
gears creaked and wires bent into place. At the same time, the rectangular indentations of 
his neck collar flipped up to form the skeletal structure of a mask. More metal prods 
expanded from the alloy frame eventually forming a gray motorcycle helmet-looking head 
covering. Two more small metal pieces resembling small devil horns appeared on the 
forehead of the helmet along with a bright red light shining across the face of it to act as a 
visor, the light shifted into an X before rotating into a pulsing plus sign. Finally, the tuxedo 
pants were flexed off by the sheer heat of the turbines. The legs of the jumpsuit were 
covered in mechanical detail with white knee pads and a gray harness around the waist 
and crotch being the only separation of color amongst the darkness of the jumpsuit and 
the clash of wires and metal which seemed to overtake the design. The feet were covered 
by leather combat boots which were steel-toed. The final look really made you believe 
Nexo was the monster he was cracked up to be. 

Nexo the mechanical demon soldier from hell... 


You gonna get on me for taking too long on the description? 


(O) No, that was actually warranted, besides despite what we all may feel about him, 
Nexo definitely looked great. Like an evil version of one of those robots, we like so much. 


(Anthony) Heh, yeah I'd definitely love to build a model of that suit. 
(Rachel) Ugh, you two are so nerdy, get on with it! 


(O) Of course. Once Calvin was fully transformed into Nexo, which only took a few 
seconds, he rushed off... flew off, toward Benevolent. 


(Benevolent) He tackled me mid-air sending us both flying through another wall. 

| managed to get him off me by firing my shotgun at his armored abdomen. 

The pressure of the shell was enough to knock him off me if only for a second. 

He was still in the air though his mechanic wings kept on batting, his thrusters kept 
spinning and | could tell this fight was just beginning. 

(Rachel) Hold up was that a %$#ling rhyme? 

(Benevolent) What? 

(Rachel) Nothing.... 

(O) ...Spark? 


(Spark) On it. At the exact same time, Nexo and Benevolent were fighting, 
the other Superhumans made their move. 


Current shot electricity at us. Anthony, you flipped the table. 
(Anthony) | did. 

(Spark) You did it with one hand too! 

(Anthony) Well, it wasn’t that heavy even with all the food on it. 

(O) It was made out of pure gold, and it was screwed into the floor. 
(Anthony) Still wasn’t too heavy... 

(Spark) Stop being so bloody modest, we're trying to compliment you! 
(Anthony) Alright! I’m strong, | get it! Let’s get back to telling the story. 


(O) Right. After Anthony flipped the table my sister greeted us with a gun and katana. 
Should | do her voice? 


(Anthony) Sure. 


(O) “Sorry, we sold you out Anthony you were cool and your new friend seems pretty neat 
too.” | shot her in the leg. Which bought us enough time to talk in the middle of a fight. 


(Benevolent) Right, it was odd, | could hear you guys the whole time. 

(Spark) Really? 

(Benevolent) Sure. 

Anthony, you were the first to start the conversation “You shot her?!” 

O you responded “She betrayed us.” 

Spark you said cheerfully “I’m starting to like you, kid!” 

(Anthony) Dude! 

(Spark) That’s impressive! 

(Benevolent) Thank you. 

(O) After we talked, Transport appeared above us with knives in hand. 

Spark popped up from behind the table and shot off three shots which Transport quickly 
teleported away from. Anthony got up next. | quickly followed. We didn't really know where 
we were going, we were just trying to get away. While | was running | caught a glimpse of 


Current working with Benevolent to fight Nexo. 


(Benevolent) | was strafing in and out dodging each of his attacks, firing off my gun when 


| could. Current was more occupied with a frontal assault, trying to punch him out but 
Nexo kept avoiding them. 
Until Nexo would mess up and get knocked out of the sky that is. 


(O) That didn’t happen until after we fought with Transport though. 

She stopped us as we were running away. 

She flashed her knives around pointing them at us, while licking her lips. 
Anthony gave us his strategy. 


(Anthony) “Everyone back to back now!” 


(O) We all stood next to each other in a sort of triangle, our pistols at the ready as 
Transport teleported again. She reappeared leaping at me. | opened fire. 

Transport vanished then popped up again she teleported around at us sporadically as we 
fired all our guns off at once. 


(Spark) It was like one of those epic cinematic moments where the camera like does a 
three-sixty around the characters. 


(Rachel) This sounded like it would've been cool to watch. 
(Anthony) Yeah, it was sick. 

(O) We're getting way off-topic here. 

(Anthony) Sorry. This is just too much fun. 


(O) Transport finally wised up and teleported in the middle of us. 

Snatching me by the neck and holding her knife to my throat. 

This was when Current zapped Nexo to the ground. 

He landed right next to us. His huge wings knocked us all to the ground interrupting 
Transport’s attempted kill. She jumped up and shifted her focus onto Nexo who quickly got 
back up using his wings to push himself off the ground. As Transport leaped towards Nexo 
he caught her by the throat in the air without even looking. He turned his head slowly 
towards her as she struggled, the blank red pulsing plus of his helmet being the only thing 
that looked at her while she desperately struggled to cling to life. 

His gauntlet got warmer, almost sparking. 

It slowly glowed as it burst on fire before finally popping her head open like a watermelon, 
blood and brain matter sprayed out like a fountain from what was left of her body painting 
both us and the walls with guts. 


(Rachel) Jeez, shouldn’t we censor that? 
(Spark) The kid needs to know about the real world. 


(Rachel) Sure, but Nexo literally blew Transport’s mind. 


(O) That was unintentionally funny. 
(Rachel) She was kinda a jerk | guess. 


(Benevolent) Maybe some part of her deserved it, but | had known her my whole life. 
She was capable of some good, did her actions really justify her fate? 


(Anthony) This is all very thought-provoking but can we get to the part where we were 
explaining what happened?! 


(Rachel) Since when did you get so touchy? 

(Anthony) Since we started talking about death. 

(O) Alright understandable, remember kid killing is bad. Anyhow Anthony immediately got 
up and unloaded the rest of the bullets in his magazine at Nexo. 

Screaming... 

(Anthony) Sorry guys, | can't do this. I'm gonna go. 

Footsteps* 

Door opening* 

‘Door closing* 

(O) ... 


(Spark) Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. 


Recording 17 
(O) “How many more people do you have to kill?!” 


That’s uh... That’s what Anthony screamed at Nexo. 


Trust me kid Anthony's a good guy he’s just... Conflicted. 

Nexo screamed back “How many more do you have to?!” 

Anthony jumped on top of him as he struggled to take flight. 

He slapped the blunt end of his pistol on Nexo’s helmet over and over again until it 
shattered into pieces, flying off and falling down to join Transport’s bleeding lifeless corpse 
in the rest of the rubble. Nexo’s thrusters ignited his wings into a blaze of fire and metal; 
they began to desperately flutter to catch air but it was to no avail. 

Anthony’s weight and relentless violence against Nexo kept them both fixed on the 
ground. Anthony continued to beat on Nexo until Benevolent dive-bombed into them with 
the speed and force of a torpedo. Since Benevolent’s shotgun was gone he simply tackled 
Nexo and Anthony, tossing Anthony aside like he was a simple paper wad and lunging at 
Nexo ripping apart each individual piece of his mechanic suit. 

He held up Nexo by the neck pushing him up to the closest wall. 

He tore a handgun out of the holster on his cargo pants. 

Nexo laughed taunting Benevolent “This is how heroes act huh? Like angry brutes slaying 
the broken with big mechanical weapons of destruction?” 


My Father walked out from behind us. 

Anthony covered his eyes the second he spotted him. Spark and | did the same. 

Dad, Goldface opened his helmet releasing his light temporarily blinding Benevolent and 
Nexo. After a few seconds of glistening gold light, he closed his helmet and cracked his 
knuckles before taking out a knife he hid in his boot. “Believe me, Anthony my boy | am 
truly sorry.” Goldface said it like he meant every word, but at this point, it was far too late 
for apologies. My own father who had offered love and support in a time of darkness 
would now fight his own family. Anthony, Spark, and | all stood up to face him. 

He charged us with his knife in hand. He lunged towards Anthony with it, luckily Anthony 
caught it between both his hands. “Why?” 

He pleaded with Dad as he tried to hold the knife away from his face. 

He pleaded back “You don’t want to know the truth, you don’t want them to come here! 
For god's sake Anthony this is for the fate of the earth!” 

| elbowed my own Father, thrusting him to the ground. 

Spark picked up my gun since hers was now out of ammo. 

She only got off a few good shots toward him until she was out of ammo. 

He was lying there on the floor bleeding out from his gunshot wounds. 

Everyone was ready to turn away but | lingered glaring at this fallen idol of mine. 

| watched him take one final breath as he used all his remaining strength to reach for the 
opening mechanism on his helmet. 


| panicked. 


| quickly scurried to grab the knife my Father had dropped and | sunk it into his heart. 
He froze. 

Not giving off a single sound or cry as he left this earth. 

There was no scream or yelp of pain. 

No final words. 

There was nothing. 

Just nothing. 


| killed my own Father...... 


| tumbled across the ground over to the others tears in my eyes, my mouth. 

| could only whisper one thing 

“| killed him..” 

Anthony drug me up by my shoulders and up to his own. 

The entire building was tumbled down around us, police sirens could be heard in the 
distance. 

| looked back to see Nexo fly away as Anthony carried me to the garage. 

Spark opened all the doors for us. 

We took a car and then drove off. 


Why are we even doing this? 


(Rachel) | don’t really even know to be honest. Maybe it's not even about the kid, 
maybe it's just an excuse for something else... 


Recording 18 
(Rachel) Alright, kid these last few recordings sure have been... 
Uh... 


I'll just get started Mr.Night wasn’t there and Current left about halfway through the fight. 
| was stumbling through the building's wreckage as the first responders arrived at the 
scene, the real heroes, when | spied something moving in the rubble. 

Now my first instinct was to get the hell out of there. 

| didn't want to be eaten by some sort of monster or giant rat! 

Thankfully it wasn’t a giant rat but Benevolent trapped under the wreckage. 

He single-handedly tossed an entire chunk of rubble off himself and over to his left. 

He took a deep sigh and steadied himself before acknowledging my presence. 
However, | was the first to speak “So...it’s been quite the day huh?” 

He sighed again out of exhaustion “I’m so tired.” 

After his statement, Mr.Night and Current appeared out of nowhere along with Z and 
Mrs.Gold. | had an obvious reaction “Where the hell were you guys?” Mrs.Gold slapped 
me straight across the face like | was a wet piece of chicken, | don’t know where that 
comparison came from. “My husband is dead! | want you to kill Anthony Assassin 
understood?” She said that in the exact way, you’d expect a mean Russian lady to sound. 
| did my best to respond to that odd question “Sure, but what were you doing?” 

She gave me an annoyed look as she left with Z. 

| watched them as they faded off into the distance. 

Mr.Night quickly made his way over to me and explained 

“We were tracking Nexo’s arrival and departure, we know how to find him now.” 

He made his way towards the emergency teams with Current Benevolent sighed again 
and started to walk his way over to them. | couldn’t doom him to more fighting and boring 
work talk about coordinates or whatever so | popped a question “You hungry?” 


Recording 19 


(Spark) Everyone was unanimously exhausted. 

O had fallen asleep the instant we hit the highway and Anthony was staring out the 
window next to him in the backseat. 

| remained focused on finishing the mission, getting us to Rosewell. 

| didn’t know what we were supposed to find but it definitely had something to do with what 
Goldface had said back there “You don’t want to know the truth, you don’t want them to 
come here! For god's sake Anthony this is for the fate of the earth!” 


His thick Russian accent was still rattling around in my mind as | drove past what must 
have been billions of citizens, normal people enjoying their lives completely unaware of 
the insanity occurring around them. | heard a single question pierce through the silence 
“Do you think it should have been you?” 

It was a disturbingly vague question that seemed to have come from nowhere 

“What?” 


Anthony explained 

“You told me your mother died in a plane crash. Do you think it should have been you?” 
He was tired. | could see it on his face. 

He needed a friendly voice to take him away from the chaos, so | humored him 
“Honestly...I’ve thought about it. Even if she did live | wouldn’t have been able to see her, 
to be with her. | know she'd be alive, find happiness again, but if | wasn’t with her well... 
What would be the point?” 

| was solemn with it. | was more curious as to why he asked the question than anything 
else. 


“Goldface did some very bad things, but he was still O’s Father. He was still human. 
| was supposed to take care of O, but | let him kill his own Father. 

Imagine the guilt he'll live with his entire life. |....” 

Anthony wiped his nose. | could see he was beginning to shed tears. 

| stopped at a red light and turned back to look at him 

“Look, | get it. O is a great kid but his life isn’t over, you can help him!” 


“AND HOW THE HELL AM | SUPPOSED TO DO THAT!?” 

He slumped down in his chair as the car behind us honked. 

The light was green now. 

| turned back and resumed driving. 

Another moment of silence passed. 

| gazed at Anthony and O in the rearview mirror. 

Anthony's back was flushed against the seat, cradled by it. 

He took off his glasses and held them in his hands before bending forward away from the 
seat so he could examine them. After a while, he sat them next to O. 
He crossed his arms and legs before looking back out the window. 
That’s when | started putting things together. 


O was more than Anthony’s only friend. 

Anthony saw O as someone to protect and look after. 

This man had spent his life killing, living in death. 

So when he saw life for the first time it scared him. He would do anything to protect it. 

He loves O like a Son, but he doesn’t know how to be a Father. 

He doesn’t even really know how to be a friend, or how to be a man. 

| never had anyone but my Father, my mission, but now | had a job to look after these two 
people who needed me. 

| had to be there for them. 

At last, | broke the silence, 


“lll help you.” 


Recording 20 


(Rachel) | called in the most luxurious limo | owned to drop off Benevolent and | at the 
fanciest restaurant | could find in the area. He could’ve just flown there with me but 

| decided to spare him the strain of carrying someone through the air. 

Of course, when we arrived we were greeted by a bunch of idiot paparazzi, | %$#@ing 
hate those people. Benevolent hovered out of the limo, passing through everyone without 
a care. | don’t blame him, it had been a long day full of literal blood, sweat, and tears. 

| hung behind a little to keep up the public image you know? 

| waved and smiled, the whole bit. Then the questions hit. 

“Ms. Worth have the Superhumans found any leads on the whereabouts of Anthony 
Assassin?” That was an easy one ”| assure you Miss we are doing everything in our 
power in order to find him and his associates.” She gave a hell of a snarky response 
“By which you mean going out for dinner with your co-worker?” 

That one got me, but | did my best to stay cool. 

Pointing at another reporter as the camera flashes fluttered around me. 

“You, what's your question?” 

He was fiercer than the others, more direct 

“Are the Superhumans killing people?” 

They weren't exactly yelling at me but it sure as hell felt like it. 

Never become a celeb kid you don’t get a single moment of peace. 

| didn’t ask for it but they kept going 


“Why did the superhumans destroy a compound not far from here?” 

The eyes 

“Is Transport dead?” 

The judgment 

“What happened at the bank in New Mexico?” 

It was too much 

“How would you describe your relationship with the Superhumans?” 

If you ever meet me, kid, don’t ask me any stupid goddamn questions. 

I've gotten way too many of those in my life. 

Benevolent flew back out and grabbed one of the reporters by the collar dragging them up 
to about a couple feet above us crushing her camera in his bare hands. 

“Listen because I'll only say this once. | am going to eat dinner with my friend and you 
leeches are going to leave us alone, understood?” 


He dropped the reporter to the ground, sadly one of those velvety rope things guarding 
the entrance broke her fall. 


All the paparazzi suddenly got their asses out of their cameras and just stared at us 
blankly, as if they were trying to find something to say. 

Benevolent was p!$$ed and he wanted it to be known 

“| said... UNDERSTOOD!?” 


Everyone immediately ran away as Benevolent lowered himself to hover only slightly 
above the ground. | could only say one thing “Dude...” 


He then turned to inform and instruct me. 


“Let's go inside, | already got us a table.” 


Recording 21 


(Spark) Once we finally made it to New Mexico | stopped at the parking lot of a grocery 
store and hijacked a different car to throw everyone off our trail just a little bit. 

O and Anthony checked for security cams there was only one and it had a wide blindspot 
so we figured we were alright. Anthony took the wheel this time so | could get some rest. 
| must’ve fallen asleep as soon as | got in the car because the next thing | knew we 
arrived at a motel in Vaughn which was the closest town on our route to Rosewell. 

“We all need to rest.” Anthony explained. 

We left what little weapons and gear we had in the car. 

Anthony took off his helmet, tie, and tuxedo jacket then put his glasses in his pocket, 
and O decided it was enough of a bloody disguise if he just tied his jacket around his 
waist. As for me | had found a hoodie in the car | stole so | just slipped that on. 

When we went to the check-in office we had to stand on the opposite side of the security 
camera. The manager must have thought we had lost our damn minds. 

We checked into room one seventeen. Which was on the far left corner of the building. 
The room stunk of marijuana, alcohol, and sweat. There were burn marks all over the 
walls, which were painted a plain olive green that had been scraped and stained with age. 
The room also had a TV but it had been dented and damaged past the point of repair 
which was fine because it was so old it probably wouldn’t have worked anyway. 

O wasn’t thrilled with the situation “There’s only one bed.” 

| did my best to reassure him “| can sleep on the floor it's fine.” 

Anthony hadn't talked much since our conversation in the car; he seemed more burned 
out than the rest of us. | wanted to ask what was wrong but | didn’t know if | should. 

He had seen so much insanity that day and after our talk, it was like | had seena 
completely different Anthony Assassin. He wasn’t the world's deadliest man anymore... 
He was... 


broken. 


O climbed into the bed unstrapping his jacket from his waist and setting it next to him 
Anthony put his glasses back on as | announced “I'll probably go to sleep too.” 
Anthony had his left hand resting on the table as he leaned against it. 

He finally spoke “I'll go outside and see if | can find some food for later.” 

It seemed kind of suspicious to me but | played along anyway “Ok.” 

He lifted his hand from the table flashing me a quick thumbs up before walking out the 
door. | took a pillow from the bed and threw it on the floor. 

| hit the ground and immediately fell asleep. 


Door opening’ 
Footsteps’ 


(Anthony) Hey... 


(Spark) Hi. 
(Anthony) Where’s O? 


(Spark) He wanted a break so he showed Rachel how to work this recording thing. 
She and | have been taking turns. 


(Anthony) Cool... I’m sorry about earlier by the way. 


(Spark) It's fine | don’t blame you. | was about to get to the part where you explain the 
thing anyway. 


(Anthony) Oh yeah... You wanna tag team? 

(Spark) Sure. | woke up at around two a.m. to a loud clattering. 

(Anthony) Clattering? 

(Spark) What’s the damn bloody fuss you haven’t figured out I’m br’ish yet? 
(Anthony) ‘Laughing* 

Alright | heard Spark come out from the door behind me. 

| was walking up to the balcony in front of the room. 

Staring out into the abyss with a cup of coffee in my right hand. 

The wind breezed through my now naked scalp. 

My glasses glared at the sight of a bright corpse moon. 

| could feel Spark hold her gaze as she shut the door. 

(Spark) | held steady behind him for a while before he chose to acknowledge my 
presence. 

He slowly spun a complete three-sixty to greet me. 

(Anthony) “What are you doing up this early?” 

(Spark) | squinted befuddled “What are you doing?” 


(Anthony) | nudged her off “I don’t sleep.” 
| said it like it was an immediate explanation of what | was doing outside. 


(Spark) | wasn’t willing to back down after lightly breaking through to him in the car and the 
gas station. | was damn hesitant but | wanted to know “Why?” 


(Anthony) | pushed off a response annoyed that someone had stumbled upon something 
that felt so personal to me. “Cause | can.” 


(Spark) | obviously wasn’t satisfied. “Don’t give me that. | know there’s more going on.” 


(Anthony) | sighed out of exhaustion. | turned around again, faster this time. 

Spark walked up to the railing and crossed her arms to rest against it while | used both of 
mine to hold the coffee. Taking another sip | gulped and explained 

“| always knew | was different. | just...” 


(Spark) ”What?” 
(Anthony) | trembled in fear of what she may think. *I can read minds.* 


(Spark) *He never opened his mouth! He can actually hear my thoughts! That’s why...* 
My eyes were bursting wide open in shock almost too proud of myself for being the 
detective of the obvious | blurted 

’That’s why you don’t sleep?” 


(Anthony) “Yeah...Remember what | told you back at the gas station about how some 
things shouldn't be inherited? This is what | was talking about. | asked Nexo where | could 
have gotten it from. He refused to tell me. | didn’t know why | was this way, it scared me. 

| wanted to do anything to get rid of it....even hurting myself. 

That’s...that’s how | found out | was invincible. 

I’ve tried to control it, tune it out. 

| can’t read Nexo’s or any of the Superhumans though...maybe they're the same as me. 
|...don’t know it's been hard hearing all this noise, the constant guilt trauma and if | lose 
concentration for one moment all I'll hear is the worst most private side of people.” 


That’s when | noticed the tears streaming down my face. 

| never wanted anyone to see this part of me. 

| was forced to become a killer, sure, but | chose to stick with it cause | was good at it and 
| could control it. | wanted to look after O. 

This though. 

This mind. 

| never wanted this. 

| wasn’t proud of it, why should | have been? 

| was a freak. 

A monster. 

| could hear the thoughts of every person | came across, every person | killed. 
Do you know what the average person thinks of every day? 


No. 


You don’t. 


Cause you were never meant to. 

The mind is supposed to be a temple. 

A safe haven to let you think and work out your emotions. 
| defiled that temple every day, as mine lay in ruin. 

| hated myself. 

God help me | still do. 

| was a horrible person. 

| hurt people in more ways than one. 

| wasn’t even sure if it was my fault or if it was just how | was born. 
Maybe it was. 

Maybe some of us are just born to be monsters. 


(Spark) | don’t think of it that way. 

Evil Isn't born, good either. 

It's all circumstance. 

We are molded by the events of our lives. 

Despite our DNA. We aren’t bound to it. 

You are not your Father Anthony or even your Mother. 

You turned your life around despite all the pain fate forced on you, you still went on living 
and all that pain, all those sacrifices you had to make to keep going, they paid off! 
Cause You're here with me able to look back on your past and accept it! 


(Anthony) ... How do you always know what to say? 


(Spark) | don't, | just feel it and then | let it go. 

Let’s carry on now. 

| touched his shoulder. He turned to me with tears in his eyes, in mine too. 
We hugged, embracing under a corpse moon. 

| had only one final expression to let out 

“| thought | was the only broken one.” 


(Anthony) *Everyone’s broken.* 


Recording 22 


(Benevolent) “I’m sorry for that by the way.” 

Rachel finally spoke after the appetizer had arrived. 

It was calamari which reminded me of how | have always been bothered by how people 
will bread and butter pretty much anything edible. 

It's not relevant to anything, | just always found it odd. 

| wasn’t accepting of Rachel's apology considering there was 

“Nothing to apologize for. I’ve dealt with people like that before.” 

Rachel seemed surprised by my last comment but in a good way 

“That's nice | was worried you had done too much today.” 


| gave a cheerful response “I’ve used my abilities a lot more than | did today It's fine.” 
Rachel was oddly not happy with that. 

“| meant like mentally you went through some real $#@! Today.” 

After | realized what she had meant | bit back 

“Transport was a %#@! anyway, that’s not what got to me.” 

Rachel deduced “The kid?” 

| sliced out a “Yes. As hard as | try | still can’t save people. Especially considering...” 

| questioned whether to continue thankfully Rachel cut back in before | could get another 
word in “Hey, | get it. Being in the public eye is hard, there’s a lot of pressure on you to act 
a certain way, to smile and wave and pretend everything's fine while everyone yells at 


” 


you. 


We spent the next few moments eating until Rachel felt the need to speak again 
“I’m bored.” 


“| could tell.” 

| caught a glimpse of Mr.Night and Current at the end of the hall, 
as more cameras surrounded the restaurant. 

“Looks like you aren’t gonna be bored for much longer.” 


Recording 23 


(Anthony) Spark and | stayed awake the whole night just talking about stuff, like the 
movies we like, and what’s the best potato chip flavor, we stayed on that one for a while, 
we avoided talking about anything deeper since we were getting sick of spilling our hearts 
out. Something about talking with her just felt so natural, so welcoming. 

Like an old friend. 


Eventually, dawn came and O woke up. 

We drove over to Rosewell and found the records vault we’d heard so much about, only to 
find that it was less than impressive. O was the first of us to show his disappointment 
“That's it? | was expecting some sort of armored fortress, not an insurance building?” 

| just sat there silently getting ready as we stared at the flat gray brick mortar boring pile of 
crap generic building which felt like it was vomited out by the most unimaginative person 
on the planet. Spark was quiet at first until she eventually explained “What's the matter? 
You’ve never questioned why there are a billion bloody insurance firms? More than half of 
them are government fronts. | mean how many insurance companies do people need?” 

| silently debated whether to pick up a gun or not as O responded to Spark with a 

“| guess that makes sense.” | decided against taking a gun so | asked O a question while 
| tried to figure out what else to bring in with me “You gonna be good out here by 
yourself?.” O responded back with a nod and then tangented, is that a word? 

What's it called when someone starts a tangent? 


(O) | don’t know. Tangenting? 


(Anthony) That doesn’t sound like a real word. 

| don’t care. I’ma keep going anyway. O said “Someone has to keep those cams off you.” 
He took out his laptop, | don’t think | mentioned the special pocket in his jacket to hold it, 
well it doesn’t really matter. The point is, O had a laptop and he was going to use it to 
disable the security systems. | felt the need to keep the conversation going with Spark as 
we exited the car “Smart of them to keep physical files.” Spark replied “Yeah otherwise we 
could just hack them and that would be a lot easier than our actual plan.” 

She was both cheerful and sarcastic; she just seemed really happy to be talking with me 
which wasn’t something | was used to. We both put makeshift earpieces in our ears, 

O had made them with the car radio and pieces from the broken Tv back at the motel. 
He’s really talented with that stuff. 

Right? 


(O).... 
(Anthony) O I'm complimenting you. 
(O) Ok. 


(Anthony) Alright. | guess | should explain our plan. 


Spark still had her C.I.A badge but if she were to use it on any of the scanners it wouldn't 
work because as far as the government was concerned she was a criminal now. 

The badge could still be useful though. She would go up to one of the staff who were just 
arriving, they traded out the night and day shifts at eight am, and she would explain her 
badge wasn’t working and that she was supposed to report for training, someone would 
probably let her in, to be nice. Then she would go around to the back door and let me in. 

| would be disguised as a janitor, | would incapacitate one as they exited through the back 
to take out the trash, then we would signal O to take down the security cameras which ran 
on a recording system that sends a report to a security administer every twenty minutes if 
O hacked in as soon as the last check was reported we would immediately have 

a twenty-minute window to find the files and get out. 


Sounds simple right? 
Wrong. 


We were doing fine up until Spark got in the building and immediately things started going 
wrong. The guy who let Spark in decided to stick around a little longer instead of leaving 
for his station as we expected he would. He was awfully annoying to “You wanna go out 
for dinner sometime? | have a cat | could bring.” That was the type of guy we were dealing 
with and of course, as Spark opened the back door he was still there. | quickly pushed him 
into a closet next to us and locked the door. “O we have less time than we thought.” 

| rambled on the mic as | tried my best to be quiet. Considering we were now out in the 
open of another beige-colored building with green doors, blue tile floors, and a whole 
mess of people heading to their jobs, it was only a matter of time until they heard this 
asshat scream through the thinnest door ever. “What’s wrong?” To be honest | was hardly 
paying attention to O talk over the radio, | was busy trying to figure out the best way to 
shut up Mister Screamy. Spark filled O in with the briefest explanation ever 

“Anthony kicked a guy into a closet and now he’s screaming.” 

Even over a radio, | could just feel O’s pure confusion and anxiety. 

He had a job to do though and to him, that was more important 

“The check just went in. | have to shut off the cams.” Spark whisper screamed over the 
earpiece “Wait, we don’t have time! Hold till the next one!” O absolutely didn’t care at all 
“We don’t have time for that either! Cams going dark now. Good luck.” 

Spark cursed O and herself and whatever else she felt like as | settled on the one and only 
way to shut Screamy up. “I'm going to have to enter his mind.” 

Spark snapped back to reality almost instantly “What? You can’t be serious?” 


“It’s either that or we go in there and try to choke him out and risk him yelling out to 
everyone that we attacked him! You want that!?” 

People were looking at us now. It was passive but even still we couldn't risk it. 

Spark noticed and gave me reassurance 

“Just be careful. | don’t want you to get even more insane.” 

She joked but it was still horrifyingly true. 

| shot the door open and hopped in. | placed my hand over the guy’s mouth before he 
could scream again. Then | closed my eyes, placed my opposite hand on his forehead, 


and reached out... 

| saw memories, 

Childhood, 

School years, 

Lost opportunities, 

Self-isolation, 

Family loss, 

Anger, 

Pain, 

Light? 

He got a job at the records vault and somehow he was happy. 

After all that suffering he was happy? 

How? 

| eventually worked my way to his nervous system and put him to sleep, as | exited his 
mind | began to hear the thoughts of others, the screeching pouring in like warm blood. 
Creeping into my mind like a plague. 

| buckled under their pressure as | finally left his mind. 

So many people, hoping for death, 

murder, 

pain, 

hate. 

| re-entered my own consciousness. 

Once | opened the closest Spark jumped over to me putting her arms on my shoulders 
“You good?” She asked in full confidence. 

| squinted trying to regain my senses 

“| guess. That’s only the second time I’ve done that...It was...” 

O chimed in over the radio “Eighteen minutes.” 

That had taken me two whole minutes! We ran over to the door to the records room, not 


wasting any time Spark pulled out the screamy cat dude's security badge and plugged it 
into the lock. “Damn!” Spark said in silent frustration. “Clearance isn’t high enough.” 


| took the badge from her and pulled out a marker | had found outside. | drew an extra bar 
on the barcode. Spark looked at me like | was the dumbest man on earth. 

“That's not going to work.” She even talked to me like | was an idiot. | plugged the badge 
back in, chirping in response to her comment “You'd be surprised.” The door almost 
instantly unlocked for us. “How did...” Spark was so befuddled her jaw was inches away 
from mopping the floor. | proudly answered “I’m probably the only person in the world who 
actually understands how barcodes work.” Spark giggled as we entered to see a maze, 
no a labyrinth, no a dungeon of file cabinets stacked on top of file cabinets stacked on 
even more file cabinets. It practically reached the ceiling. “How are we gonna do this?” 
Spark asked bewildered as | took off the janitor’s uniform which | had put on over my 
tuxedo, | then threw the uniform on the floor and tossed on my glasses which | had hidden 
in my tuxedo jacket. O once again addressed us over the radio “Quickly you have 
seventeen minutes.” We split up. | ran over to the right side and Spark took the left. 

The gigantic metal doors sealed shut behind us as | swept through cabinet label after 
cabinet label, | know you're probably getting sick of all these lists but some of these were 
nuts like, Ben Franklin was secretly a woman, Abraham Lincoln started the first rock band, 
JFK was a soviet agent, birds are government drones, Napoleon was a troll, Rasputin 
summoned a demon, Time travelers, secret societies, mind control. Overall just a bunch of 
stuff that sounded cool but we didn’t have time to look at any of it. We were approaching 
the end of the room when O radioed us “Ten minutes hurry up!” at that exact moment 
Spark called from across the room “Over here | found it!” | sped over there as fast as my 
legs would go. | read the label aloud “Arrival of the Superhumans/the Roswell incident, so 
this is what Nexo was looking for.” Spark looked up at me “Then it's a good thing we got 
here first.” She whispered, holding her gaze towards me as | opened it. 

Spark’s eyes shot back to the cabinet while | slowly pulled it out. 

A cloud of dust arose from it as | reached for the first file. 

It was a picture of the Superhumans in the Roswell desert with what looked like 

a spaceship behind them and “Is that another member of the superhumans?” 

Spark’s comment made me immediately home in on the woman in the picture. 

She was wearing a purple jumpsuit with a wool scarf over it her hair was black 

and flowing against “My Mother’s glasses?” | whispered, biting my lip. 


| could feel myself lose concentration. 

A thousand thoughts creep into my mind like an invading army. 

| lost myself in the chaos of the deafening screams. 

| reentered myself faster than | expected as | paved through the dense files. 

Spark took a step back as | threw paper after paper to the floor, flinging each one over my 
back until they were all spread out on the floor. | sat myself on the ground picking up each 
of them, speed reading every report, looking at each picture until | knew every word by 
memory. | had to know the truth. | had to know who this woman was I... 


Found a picture of her with Nexo, a paper was on the back. | kept it in a case here. 


Case opening” 


C.I.A project Superhuman Status Report 


April 19 1984 
(Final report) 


Pertaining to The superhuman member known as Psych 
Psych is known to be the most unstable of the group 
Her ability to read minds makes her both a valuable and dangerous asset; she and the 
rest of the Superhumans played a pivotal role in the Moscow mission that ended the cold 
war. She sees herself as a pacifist which has made handling her in military ops 
extremely difficult thankfully her handler Calvin has been able to keep 
Her in line. Until now. 


Which brings me to the meaning of this report 
Calvin and Psych’s relationship quickly became more than professional 
The results of which occasionally leading to outbursts on Calvin’s part 
Along with missing hours, even days of communication. This all culminated in Psych's 
physical six months ago. Where two heartbeats were detected. 


She soon refused to go on missions which led to several failed ops* 
(The Cardplayer incident) 
(Goldface’s takeover of Russia's criminal Underground) 
(Premature rediscovery of mental experiments) 
Along with more compiled under the failed ops folder 
She was indefinitely out of action for six months 


Benevolent was sent to assess the situation due to his friendship with Psych and Calvin. 
He learned Psych*‘s condition wasn’t an average human pregnancy 
Psych was dying. Apparently, when {CLASSIFIED} give birth 
They have their complete physical and mental life force drained from them 
In order to create enough living tissue and energy for the child. 
The same applies for {CLASSIFIED} males although they die during the conception process. 


Calvin did not take this news lightly causing another incident that left 
Transport comatose, Mr.Night seeking repairs, and Current A.W.O.L Benevolent was the 
only one to be unscathed by this incident 


Psych gave birth today in military hospital base {CLASSIFIED} 
Benevolent arrived shortly after we received word of their arrival 
The building had been detonated and Calvin and the child were not on the scene 


Psych’s body was not found 


Because of these events, Project Superhuman is shutting down and being moved to Worth 
industries which will operate as a front for the Superhuman operations. 
The team is planned to finally be unveiled to the public 
We have long held off on this action 
but with the team’s heaviest hitter dead 
and the world finally at some uneasy semblance of peace 
There’s no reason to keep our guns locked down any longer. 


Speaking freely if they're even alive, 
I hope Psych’s kid grows up as far away from all this crap as possible. 


Signed: Director Leo 


| laid the paper down. 

°So?” 

Spark questioned me carefully knowing that what | had just discovered was something 
deeply personal. | took a deep breath before breathing out a quick answer 

“Nexo was right, The Superhumans are aliens, and my Mother was one of them.” 


O shouted over the radio “The next Check went in you’re exposed! You need to ge..!” 


His Mic went out as the doors opened. 


Recording 24 


(Benevolent) Although already in motion it was Transport's death that led Mr.Night to put 
the plan in motion ahead of schedule. After all this time the goal we were sent to Earth to 
accomplish would finally be achieved. 


| noticed something was wrong as soon as | saw him in the restaurant, his movements 
were less stiff, his actions braver and less thought out, the harsh edge of his voice was 
gone and he now spoke with a sense of duty, like a soldier ready to follow orders. 

| suppose in some ways Mr.Night now seemed happy. After they were sent to retrieve me 
| left with the Superhumans to our home base, the sub-basement under Worth tower 
which equivalented to a large sewer tunnel in a sort of dome shape.It was completely 
open except for a massive hologram projection table in the center tunnel. Mr.Night had 
hooked his wired body up to it while Current hung idle next to him providing an electrical 
power source. | flew in from the manhole cover landing straight across from Mr.Night and 
Current, who barely seemed to notice my presence. | floated in the coarse air with my 
arms crossed until | finally decided to make conversation 

“You wanted me here you might as well tell me why.” 


Mr.Night remained motionless as bright green sewage dripped behind them. 

| heard a loud flush as more poured out from a separate grate behind me. 

Mr.Night looked up, his body now a mess of wires and metal united by the single red light 
that was his eye “Our reinforcements are on their way.” His statement shocked me. 


| fumbled out a response "| didn’t know we were already moving ahead with the plan.” 
Current was always straightforward with what they were feeling though. 

“We need to be moving ahead as soon as we kill that traitor Nexo!” 

A hologram appeared on the table showcasing a campsite in an arid desert. 

Mr.Night commented ’He’s been tricky to track down but no matter how many firewalls 
you use all it takes is a wrecking ball to knock them down.” Current continued 

“We've been looking in the wrong place. We couldn't find him in any foreign countries 
because he never even left the States. He’s been hiding in Nevada cloaking himself from 
satellites with our own tech, just like how he stole those damn laser gauntlets.” 

Current’s voice crackled like a busted Cricut as if just a few sentences were too much to 
get out. Mr.Night still had things to add “Our lord wants Nexo’s head, you know how close 
they were to Psych.” He said her name with an air of distress. It had been years and yet 
the pain of her absence still ate at him, but he was back to being his old cold self in an 
instant almost like he was embarrassed for letting his emotions slip. 

Current was definitely the opposite “What about the kid!?” 

They shouted like a toddler having a tantrum. 


| could hear the scene transpiring at the records vault miles away with my enhanced 
hearing, | relayed this information to the group, hoping to stall our now inevitable plot. 
“Anthony is at the records vault now.” Mr.Night instantly shot down my attempted mission 
proposal “He is not our concern anymore, besides...” He shut off the table’s power while 
rearranging himself into something more humanoid after which he finished his sentence 


“It's only a matter of hours until this entire planet is drained anyway.” 

He left with Current as | stayed hovering above the table with my arms crossed. 
Completely, 

and utterly 


powerless. 


Recording 25 


(Spark) “We need to hide.” 

| ordered Anthony as we heard the door open at the opposite end of the room. He tucked 
as many of the papers as he could into his pockets. | took out my handgun, readying it for 
blood, lots of blood. | joked with him trying to lighten the darkened mood of the room 
“Feel free to try that mind trick again at any point.” He gave his best attempt at a smirk as 
he sprinted over to another row of file cabinets. | did my best not to laugh at his social 
failings but the sound of teargas being thrown helped me realize the true gravity of the 
situation. 


That was also when it hit me, aliens, real aliens, and Anthony was half alien too. 

| suppose it explained the powers and why Nexo was so secretive and defensive. 

If aliens were real though, how many species were really out there, what were their 
societies like, why did they come to earth, and more importantly, who had the power to 
make a decision like that? Aliens would have to wait though, right now my main priority 
was to get out of this faculty as soon as possible. | worked my way to the end of the row of 
filing cabinets but turned back as quickly once | saw a guard at the end. The tear gas was 
working its way to me. | evaluated the situation. The guards must be wearing gas masks 
which means their hearing will be muffled, so | can be loud just not too loud. | turned the 
now smoke-filled corner holding my breath as | shot to the side of one of the guards he 
turned to look behind him scanning for who fired the shot. He passed my row of cabinets 
giving me the opportunity to sneak up behind him and take his mask. 

| put it on in approximately three point thirty-five seconds. It only took me one to sweep his 
body for a radio, something | didn’t account for when | took him out, | was in luck he didn’t 
have one. | left him to be knocked out by the gas as | snuck my way over to the next row 
of cabinets. When | reached the end of the row | peeked the corner to see another guard 
headed toward his buddy's location. In fear of being exposed if he found his friend 

| quickly shot him in the shoulder. This was a horrid decision though since the bugger 
didn’t go down with the first shot and sprayed his gun off in every which direction. 
Thankfully he couldn’t see me through the gas so | just turned the next corner and shot 
him in the back. He finally slumped up against a wall dropping his gun and holding his arm 
as it bled out. The door was in view now. | looked around for Anthony but he was nowhere 
in sight. | decided to work my way to the door myself but another guard was blocking the 
way and | noticed they had shut the door in order to contain the gas. | figured that I’ve had 
enough of stealth and figured it was fine to just charge him head on but he immediately 
saw me and started shooting. | ducked, and attempted to sweep his legs, he jumped. 

A challenge. | grabbed his gun as | hopped back up off the ground. 

| shoved my knee into his groin after that | hit him with his own gun and unloaded what 
was left of my magazine into his knee. | then fully took his gun from him and ripped off his 
mask as he hit the floor. “That's how we do it in Britain hamburger boy.” 


“That is somehow the *COUGH* most badass and dumbest thing anyone has ever 
said...” Anthony limped towards me until he flopped to the ground trying to crawl to the 
door. | ran over to him, took off my gas mask, and slipped it on him. 


| put his arm around my shoulder as | walked us to the door. 

Gunshots pierced the air behind us. Both of us turned to see a cowering guard aiming 
their gun towards us rapidly firing bullets, one of which grazed my arm as | held out my 
empty handgun to shoot him only to have it knocked from my hand as a bullet pierced it. 
| slowly treaded for the door as the guard changed mags. | braced for impact when all of a 
sudden out of the corner of my eye the doors began to open and... 

(O) | opened the door and shot the guy. 

(Spark) O! 

(O) You were taking too long. | wanted to get to the good part. 

(Spark) | was building suspense! 

(O) Ok sorry. 

(Spark) Fine. O had saved us and much to our surprise “You're not dead!?” 

(O) “What are you talking about? | saw a squad heading for you guys so | grabbed 
Anthony’s stuff, and took off.” Anthony did his best to get out another question 


“But *COUGH* your mic...” | answered that as well 
“| just switched it off there wasn’t any time to explain.” 


(Spark) As O finished speaking | regained control of myself as | took the mask of Anthony 
“Let's go.” 


(O) As we carried Anthony out | curiously asked “What'd you find?” and Anthony 
responded with the perfect summary “Nothing really. Just proof that the Superhumans are 
aliens and my Mom was one of them.” 


| could only say one word 


’Cool.” 


Recording 26 

(Spark) The Vault’s staff fled out of the building like scurrying rats as the emergency 
services arrived. A group of paramedics hopped out of an ambulance dashing to the aid of 
the guards we had fought in the vault. | dropped Anthony down on a wayward stretcher 
that had been lost in the shuffle and scrambled the three of us into the newly abandoned 
ambulance. O sat in the back by Anthony’s side as we sped off. After driving for about an 
hour | parked us in an open field right outside El Paso. Once we had made sure we hadn't 
been followed | began patching up my bullet wound, while O went off to ensure that the 
area was truly isolated. 

(Anthony) | lost consciousness as soon as | was put on the stretcher. | woke up about two 
minutes after we reached the field. | probably could’ve reacted better when | did 

“Where the hell am |?!” 


(Spark) Heh. | forgot about that. | reached over to Anthony, with my right arm wrapped in 
bandages. | rested it on his shoulder. “We stole an ambulance.” 


(Anthony) That only made me more confused. 
(Spark) It was a long day. 


(Anthony) | sat up on the stretcher, Spark took her arm off me as | slid on my glasses 
| didn’t know | could get hurt like that.” 


(Spark) “| guess only your skin is invulnerable.” 


(Anthony) “That... Actually makes sense, but | suppose I’m screwed if someone blows 
smoke in my face.” We both laughed until | exploded into a coughing fit. 


(Spark) | waited for you to stop before finally asking “Did you hear any thoughts?” 
(Anthony) | took a deep breath. Still recovering from the tear gas “Yeah. They were ugly.” 
(Spark) “Did you hear any of mine?” 


(Anthony) | turned over to her now more relaxed 
“| don’t know, what do you usually think about?” 


(Spark) | lurched closer to him “Do you want to find out?” 


(Anthony) | didn’t know how to feel about that request. | felt my spine chill the white 
medical equipment-filled walls pushed toward me, as | searched for a response. 


(Spark) | only realized | should have put more thought into it the moment after | shot it out 
“I’m sorry | shouldn't have...” | quickly backed away as | saw the concerned regret drench 
over Anthony’s face. 


(Anthony) “No! No. It's fine. | need to get better at this anyway.” 


(Spark) | inched back to him slower this time as | felt a sharp pain stab its way into my 
head. 


(Anthony) | left my body and began to sense Sparks’ thoughts as | entered her mind. 
Unlike Sir Screamy from the vault, it didn’t all come at once. 

| saw only one thing at first. Fish and chips, how perfectly British. 

| saw Spark as a young girl with her family, her Mother, and her Father. Who told her that 
he had gotten a promotion at work and that they would be moving to America. 

She sat in first class with her family, her Mother had insisted on a public airline. 

She was eating fish and chips again. 

The plane passed through a thunderstorm, her Mother told her that everything would be 
fine. The world seemed to drop as water flooded into the plane. 

Her Mother’s head appeared odd now, peculiar chunks of liquid poured from it as it slowly 
cracked further and further. Spark screams but her Mother doesn’t answer. 

Spark cries on a rescue boat as her Father sits in silence next to her. 

That was the last time Spark cried. 

In the soaking rain of an ocean where her tears felt at home. 


Then she poured herself into my mind 

Schoolyard fights, anger, absent overworked Father, loneliness, burdening, pain, so much 
rage, even more, fighting, lecturing, training, maybe now you'll care, | should have been to 
one to die, | won't let anyone else die, discrimination, this is my job, my birthright, you 
can't take it from me, no one else’s Mom is going to die, vengeance, justice, anger, do it 
for your damn country, | can fix everything if | have this job, just a Trainee, just a Rookie, 
just a kid, 

who’s Anthony? 

| saw myself then | had seen everything from Spark's eyes including myself, and | was... 


(Spark) Perfect. 


(Anthony) It's definitely something special when someone actually believes in you, 
looks up to you, needs you. 


(Spark) | could say the same thing. 


(Anthony) | exited her mind and suddenly everything was quiet. 

| couldn't hear so much as a single thought as | regained myself, it was the best | had felt 
in years. It was like | had finally emerged from an ocean after spending my entire life 
trying not to drown. It took all my willpower to hold back the floods of tears mounting 
behind my eyes. 

(Spark) “Guess | do have friends.” 


(Anthony) She exited the ambulance only looking at me once before turning her head 
back. O walked in just as soon as Spark left “What was that about?” 


| didn’t have an answer. 
| just smiled like the idiot | am, 
and for the first time, 


| was ok with that. 


Recording 27 


(Anthony) | spent the night going over the rest of the files | took from the records vault. 
Essentially... 


Hold on, I'm gonna get Benevolent to help me with this. 
“Footsteps* 

Door opening* 

Footsteps’ 

Door closing’ 

(Benevolent) Sure | can talk about this. 


(Anthony) Ok, from what | understand the Superhumans were an alien race known as 
the... 


(Benevolent) Krytall, when we arrived on Earth we had a mission to harvest the minds of 
organic life, in order to gain energy from their neurons which are the main power source 
of our planet. 


(Anthony) To extract neural energy and to deal with the locals, a specialized team was 
selected. The extractor, my Mom/Psych, Current who absorbs the neurons Psych extracts 
and places them into storage containers, like Mr.Night, then for security you had the 
transportation and main footsoldier Transport, and in case anything went haywire with the 
locals the muscle Benevolent, you should know how powerful he is by now. 


(Benevolent) Be that as it may, when we arrived on Earth we immediately met humans 
who imprisoned us, until they eventually saw applications for our abilities, 

as Government-funded Super soldiers able to run operations regular human agents 
wouldn’t be able to. After the Moscow mission that ended the Cold War, we proved our 
worth, and the U.S. government gave us full access to the Pentagon and its database 
giving us the information and leverage we needed. 


(Anthony) Setting up the Human race for invasion. 
(Benevolent) Not exactly, we still had to wait to gain full influence and public trust. 
(Anthony) But Psych died before that could happen. 


(Benevolent) Yes, things got complicated after that, the U.S. didn’t see any reason 
to continue the Superhuman project so we went commercial. 


Worth industries won the bid for our employment and likenesses, they also gave us 
cultural consciousness. Suddenly the entire world knew the Superhumans, they began 

to trust us enough for our plot to finally begin. We no longer had a mental extractor so we 
would need an army for an even mildly successful Extraction, It would be bloody though. 
Just Imagine if the Neurons in your brain were forcefully yanked out, every bodily function 
would stop instantly. There would be no chance of survival. 


(Anthony) Earth was about to have a catastrophe bigger than anything it had ever seen. 
And in some small way, | was a part of it. 

(Benevolent) Need me for anything else? 

(Anthony) No, you can go. 

(Benevolent) Ok. 

(Anthony) Thanks by the way. 

(Benevolent) Anytime. 

Footsteps* 

Door opening* 

‘Door closing* 


(Anthony) | was thinking over what to do now, if all of this information was true then the 
Superhumans were planning something, | didn’t know about the invasion yet. 

Obviously, they wouldn’t tell the government about that. | looked over the documents one 
last time before calling everyone back to the Ambulance. 

”| think | know where we’re going next.” 

Spark had some sarcasm up her now bullet-torn sleeves “You think?” 

She had her hands on her hips like she was about to crack some skulls. 

O was more relaxed, his hands were in his pockets and though he showed little interest 
he was still prepared for anything remarking “Just tell us what to do boss.” 

| looked over at both of them surprised that | was somehow the one in charge. 

| grabbed my night vision helmet, spanked it on my head, and laid my finger down on the 
Worth transaction file. “My father spent his whole life trying to destroy these guys, now 
we're gonna try our hand at it.” 


Recording 28 


(Rachel) After Benevolent got picked up by the Superhumans | decided to take some time 
to enjoy myself a little. So | went to my favorite club in downtown El Paso. 

It was the coolest place ever! Their bar had all this fancy imported shit you can barely 
pronounce but it all tasted great, the dance floor was gigantic and had a small balcony 
overlooking it that was like just a line that went directly across the place, they had these 
very nice booths to sit down which were kinda like the ones they had at restaurants but 
more rugged | guess. 


Uhhh... 

They also had this epic DJ who played this one song that went like... 
DUN DO DUN DO DO DUN DUN! 

(O) ? 


(Rachel) Ok yeah, | guess it was just a standard warehouse with some neat stuff in it. 

| should also mention the lights inside flashed on and off with the beat of the music, that'll 
be important later, trust me. Anyhow after | changed back into my work clothes it's where 
| chose to go for some me time and to avoid the prying eyes of the media. 


It worked, 
for about two seconds. 


Ya see | may have gotten just a li'l too drunk and taken a few pictures of myself which led 
a few certain people to my exact location, Benevolent was the first one over since he was 
already looking for me as soon as his meeting with the Superhumans was over. 

He was feverishly scanning for me through the crowd of people thrashing into each other, 
he flew above them scanning the room at a steady yet nervous pace, once he found me 
he slowly glided down still slightly above the ground. | was surprised but glad to see him 
”Oh, “heh’, look, “hek*, who it is! It's the cape man! “COUGHI*” He quickly slapped me 
across the cheek, which seems to be a bit of a pattern in all of my Recordings. 

He gained a furious look on his face as he threw his hand back down to his side. 

”You idiot, where'd you go!? I’ve been looking for you forever!” | recovered from the slap, 
| also vomited on the floor but that's not important. 


“Why, “hek*...?” 

He picked me up by the shoulders and dragged me over to the men's room where he 
tossed me in a stall. Logically everyone ran out as soon as they saw us. 

“| know you're drunk but #@!$ it! We don’t have much time so if you remember one thing 
from tonight it better be this...” 


l immediately started to zone out as he explained that the Superhumans were aliens who 
were gonna invade Earth and Psych was Anthony's Mom and yadda, yadda, etc, etc. 

It was probably all very interesting stuff I'm sure but | was too busy trying to keep myself 
from barfing while | watched a purple elephant run laps on the floor. 


Benevolent picked me up off the toilet seat by the shirt collar, | swallowed my puke, 

yes | am trying to see how many different versions of vomit | can say thanks for noticing 
kid, he gritted his teeth as he raised himself higher to the roof “Got all that?” 

| tried to follow up with a proper response but my comedic side got the better of me 

“So you're a vampire?” He dropped me back on the floor. 

Something in my body snapped as | hit the ground. Benevolent unholstered a pistol from 
his side. I'm guessing he got one after his chat with the Superhumans. 

| attempted to speak again but he quickly shushed me holding his pistol to the door along 
with the action he whispered “Someone’s here.” He stood on guard in the air for almost 
a full minute. 


There was a bang on the door, 

then another one, 

then another one, 

and another. 

The door fell down revealing... 

a very annoyed muscle head who really had to take a leak 

”Some of us have to use the bathroom too you know!” 

An entire crowd cheered behind him in triumph of his lavatory revolution. 

Benevolent lowered his gun as | got back on my feet and exited back to the dance floor 
while a crowd of rowdy party people made their way to the urinals and stalls. 

When | reentered the floor | looked up, noticing a sniper on a balcony. 

A sudden rush of adrenaline filled my veins as | screamed some incoherent alcohol babel 
at the top of my lungs. It was too late though. As soon as | opened my mouth an 
ambulance smashed its way through the wall on the right sending the crowd running in 


every which direction as | heard a voice stab its way into my head 


*Rachel Worth I'm gonna need you to come with us.* 


Recording 29 


(Spark) While Benevolent was explaining aliens to Rachel, or whatever they were doing in 
that bathroom, we had put a plan in motion to capture her. 

We arrived in downtown EI Paso close to Worth Tower with the full intent of busting in 
there and grabbing Rachel so we could question her about her involvement with the 
Superhumans but first, we had to know if she was even in the tower, to begin with. 

So | politely asked a person for their phone, and it actually worked. 

| just asked for it like really | did and the others still don’t believe me! 


(O) That's because when you want something you typically resort to punching. 
(Spark) | still ask first though. 

(O) ... 

(Spark) Come on! | do! 

(O) Sure you do. Now let’s get back to it. 


(Spark) Alright, whatever. 

| would’ve used the guy’s phone to call Worth Industries but his social media was already 
open and just a page down was a picture of Rachel at a club downtown. We sped over to 
the club, parking to the west of the building as we saw Benevolent fly in. Anthony and O 
rushed to disable the security system as | incapacitated the bouncers. O made his way 
back to the ambulance stating he had an idea for a distraction. | assembled a makeshift 
sniper out of Anthony’s handgun by using a laser pointer that one of the bouncers had 
confiscated along with an empty beer bottle that | duct taped to the rear sight for a more 
accurate scope. | then headed for the balcony. If Rachel tried to run | would put a round 
in her leg. Anthony took two tasers from the bouncers, he was the one who had the most 
personal stake in this matter so he wanted to be the one to face Rachel and Benevolent. 
Shortly after he entered the club O crashed the Ambulance through the wall and we pick 
up where Rachel left off. 


Rachel tried to make a run for it, before | could shoot her, Anthony shocked her with one 
of the tasers knocking her unconscious. Benevolent charged Anthony but the music, and 
lights, were still going so he missed by a mile. They both did their best to strike each other 
but the lights made that practically impossible. | waved around the laser searching for 
them but they seemed to change positions with each flash of light. Benevolent had super 
sight sure but he didn’t have night vision, he was relentless, doing his best to pummel 
Anthony, who did have night vision, he suddenly remembered this as his helmet tipped 
back trying to dodge one of Benevolent’s punches, he flipped the goggles down only 
having seconds until the next light burst he found Benevolent in the darkness, tasing him 
in the back he put his goggles up as he slid to the side. Benevolent spasmed with 
electricity as he reached for his gun firing it blankly into the distance. 


Anthony tossed his goggles back down lunging at Benevolent hitting the gun to the side 
but the light burst hit too quickly. Anthony was dazed by the blast and was hit by 
Benevolent, he went flying into a booth chair doing his best to hold onto the tasers while 
he leaped off the chair steadying himself as Benevolent flew at him again. 


| stopped following the fight for a second to time the light flashes. 


One.... two... three... four... flash... one... two... flash... One... two...three... four... flash 
repeat 


| relocated Benevolent who was dodging Anthony’s strikes and fired four rounds at him 
after which | ripped off my left sleeve and tied it to the balcony using it as a sort of 
impromptu bungee cord to cushion my drop down to the floor, Benevolent was still looking 
for who fired the shots which gave me time to talk to Anthony “Four clicks then two then 
four again.” Anthony was obviously confused “What?” 

| shouted back at him “The time code for the lights dumbass!” 

A look of sudden realization hit Anthony's face as he jumped up and sped towards 
Benevolent, he flipped the goggles down halfway through his run and swept Benevolent’s 
legs once he reached him | saw him mouth to himself as Benevolent hit the floor “Three... 
two... Click.” He tipped his head back letting the goggles fall into place as the light 
flashed; he quickly hit them back over his eyes and tased Benevolent again. Goggles went 
back up as Benevolent regained himself. Goggles went back down as Anthony got ready 
to shock Benevolent again he hit the button on the tasers but... 

no shock. 


Benevolent seized the opportunity, grabbing Anthony by the leg 
°My turn.” 


| shot him again but he ignored me as the lights flashed again. 

Anthony was caught in a daze as Benevolent flew him up to the roof before slamming him 
to the ground. Benevolent then landed on top of him pounding him with a flurry of rapid 
punches crushing the night vision goggles on his helmet until eventually making his way 
to his face. Out of ammo | desperately shined the laser in Benevolent’s eye to at least 
distract him long enough to get him off Anthony. The laser burned its way into his eye. 

He stumbled backward as | ran over to Anthony whose glasses were broken in half across 
the seam, he held both sides together in his hands like a child gripping a broken toy. 


“Are you ok?” | asked hastily as Anthony stood up his face scuffed with dusty soot 
“Grab Rachel, we need to get out of here before...” 


Benevolent regained himself rushing over to us at an inhuman speed striking us aside 
“| don’t know why you want her, but you’re going to have to go through me to get her.” 


| slung Rachel’s unconscious body over my shoulders as Anthony approached Benevolent 
once more. “You’re becoming quite the nuisance for me, Anthony.” 


“Nuisance? Come on, | thought | was a little worse than that.” Anthony joked but the 
humor was more strained now, less refrained. He stared down Benevolent still holding his 
glasses in his hands as the pair circled the room keeping their eyes locked on each other 
while | loaded Rachel into the ambulance. “You remind me of Someone, now she was 
worse than a nuisance.” Benevolent’s comment enraged Anthony, his body pounded, 
nearly irritated red while he gripped his glass holding hands into fists. 

“I'll show you worse.” 

“I’m waiting, Assassin.” 

Benevolent sprung into a guard stance as Anthony swung toward him launching into the 
air his fists of glass swinging behind him drenched in a pulsating red as he shouted over 
the music.Somehow the single strike was enough to send Benevolent into the ground, 

a full crater of it. The music and lights were rendered inert as well, with a sudden shock of 
electricity that seemingly came from nowhere. 


O started the ambulance’s engine up again as | stepped out to retrieve Anthony who 
kneeled over Benevolent as he repeatedly laid his fists into him 


“YOU THINK | WANTED THIS!” 

A spatter of blood sprayed itself across the floor while | walked forward 

“| EXPECTED MORE FROM YOU! MORE OF A FIGHT!” 

“Anthony...” My calm words couldn’t reach him. 

“| REMIND YOU OF HER DON’T I?! IS THAT WHAT YOU MEANT!?” 

Another sputter of blood erupted from the impact of Anthony’s fists 

“SHE NEVER EVEN CARED ABOUT ME DID SHE! SHE WAS SELFISH!” 

| tightened my grip on his gun which hadn't left my hand 

“SHE MADE ME LIKE THIS! IT’S ALL HER FAULT! SHE GAVE BIRTH TO ME!” 
| examined the gun in my hand, my finger wrapped around the trigger 

“WHY WAS | BORN! | NEVER WANTED THIS! | NEVER WANTED TO BE DIFFERENT!” 
Anthony was relentless 


“| NEVER WANTED THIS!” 


| fired into the air, “Anthony!” 

“” 

My actions seemed to bring him back to reality. | marched over to him as he finally took 
his hands off Benevolent’s comatose body “I thought he was stronger... I... 


| don’t want to be like this. I... | was made wrong. | was born wrong. 
| don’t want to be like this, Spark. | don’t...” 


He was a wailing delirious mess, | snatched him by the shoulder and dragged him to the 
ambulance “He... he broke the glasses. Her glasses.” 


| set him down in a seat in the back of the ambulance. | wasn’t sure what to feel. 
Part of me wanted to be sad for him, sorry for him but after seeing what he did back 
there... 


| wasn’t sure. 


| just wasn’t sure. 


Recording 30 


(Anthony) Rachel was still unconscious by the time we got back to our old warehouse. 

It would be a while before she woke up so Spark and O got some sleep in while 

| microwaved some pizza, grabbed a soda, and watched a couple of old science fiction 
movies on one of those satellite Tv stations. The two of them hadn’t spoken to me since 
we left the nightclub and honestly, | couldn’t blame them. It was like something just came 
over me. It wasn’t the first time | had felt a sensation like it before. 

Sensations of anger, of scorn, of a bloodied lust for violence. 

This was different though. The feeling was different. 

| didn’t just want to kill Benevolent, | wanted to kill everything. There was nothing | wanted 
more in that moment than for everything in the world to simply go away. 

Was that so wrong? The fact that | wanted to be free for just one fleeting second and that 
| would do anything to accomplish that? 


It doesn’t feel wrong. 
It feels like the only way to be happy. 


| tried to fix my glasses as the low hum and glow of the Tv overtook the room. 

The best | could do was stitch both sides together with duct tape. Now that felt wrong. 
Almost like | had betrayed someone. 

| stared at them well into noon when Rachel regained consciousness. 


| woke up everyone and turned off all the lights except for a lamp which made for some 
foreboding mood lighting. Spark raised the stretcher till it was standing straight up, Rachel 
vomited as we did this. “Sorry, I’m a bit hungover.” She looked around the room as if she 
thought she was among friends, once she realized she wasn’t, she asked in a surprisingly 
serious tone “What the hell did | do last night?” O started with scare tactics. 

He had bought a voice changer about a month back and he really wanted to use it. 


(O) | loved that thing. 
(Anthony) It was pretty cool. You remember what you said? 


(O) Of course, | did, it was badass. “Attention Mortal! You are in our domain now you will 
answer all our questions or be executed by the high council!” 
| still don’t understand why she laughed. 


(Anthony) Yeah, scare tactics clearly didn’t work, so | just put on my duct-taped glasses 
along with my smashed helmet and stepped forward into the light. 

Rachel's face lit up in terror “It’s you, the man everyone’s been gunning for, you gonna kill 
me or just hold me for ransom?” | decided to play the good cop this time around 

“Maybe both, but right now my friends and | are just looking for some info.” 

Spark stepped forward next, taking the role of bad cop 


“Info about how the Superhumans are aliens.” 
Rachel looked on as if in some sort of bewildered nirvana “Hey!...You’re Yalvin’s kid!” 
Spark slapped her. 


(O) Damn, it really is a pattern. 
(Anthony) What? 
(O) ...Nevermind. 


(Anthony) Uh ok, Spark circled Rachel as she began her monologue “We believe the 
Superhumans are aliens and are plotting something, is this information correct?” 
Rachel easily answered “Yeah | think Benevolent said something about it.” 


“Really we got an answer that easy!?” 

Spark turned over to me after the shocked comment 

“It feels weird doesn’t it? We had to go through hell at the records vault and now we get 
a quick answer just like that? Somethings definitely wrong here right?” 

O rushed over to a computer screen that somehow lit up out of nowhere. 

“Something is. It’s Exo Anthony, they’re on their way here.” 

| ran over to the monitor and instructed O “Pull up the traffic cams.” 

He did just that as Spark came over to see five black windowless armored vans making 
their way to us. Spark muttered to herself “We shouldn’t have come back here.” 


| nodded “Yep.” 

O mumbled “| just wanted to see home one last time.” 

| went over to Rachel, unstrapped her from the stretcher, and took out the Roswell picture 
“Do you know who this woman is?” She shook her head “No.” | knew she wouldn't but 
figured it was still worth asking. “Grab a gun, load it, and stay as far away from the walls 
as possible, O keep us updated, Spark prepare to kick ass.” Rachel in her typical fashion 
tried to shave off the stress with conversation “Great, I’m gonna get kidnapped twice in 
a row! Believe it or not, this isn't the first time it's happened to me. One time | was at...” 

| pushed her aside which quickly silenced her and walked over to a weapons rack where 
| grabbed a rifle for myself. After that, | huddled up with Spark. 

We stood back to back as | popped a magazine into my rifle. 

O threw on a pair of noise-canceling headphones and grabbed a submachine gun while 
taping his tablet to his arm. Rachel also snatched a rifle and stood with us. 

We all got back to back in a similar formation to the one at Goldface’s compound except 
now we had an extra person. O took a look at the tablet which had views of the cameras 
outside the warehouse “Two vans pulling up now, brace yourselves.” 

Rachel panicked “How do | put the bullets in this thing!” 

O gave status ‘They're unpacking, | count at least two dozen.” 

Rachel screamed “Where’s the $#@ling trigger!” 

O continued “There are more on the other sides, get ready!” 

Rachel let out “Don’t you people have manuals for these!” 

“Turn off the safety, load it, cock it, pull the trigger it's not rocket science!” 


O gave one final status “They have detonators on each wall prep for breach!” 


The walls cracked open in a burst of fiery wood and dust. An onslaught of Exo troopers 
each lined up for us as we pumped lead into each of them. The only audible sound over 
the flood of bullets was a scream declaring “BREACH! FALL IN! FALL IN!” 

Rachel vainly attempted to break the tension once we ran out of ammo 

“Typical Tuesday for you?” It didn’t work. 

A grenade was thrown at us Spark tossed it back before rolling over to a weapon rack. 

| motioned for O to get Rachel to safety as | ran over to the remaining troops, 

they seemed to only have basic firearm training so some quick judo was enough to put 
them down. Right chop to the neck, kick to the groin, they're out. | repeated it twice before 
shoving one of them at another squad trying to get inside. 

| looked over at O who had now secured Rachel behind a now flipped-over couch, 

it wasn’t the best cover and looked more like the side of a cheese grater than any piece 
of furniture, but it would do for the time being. | suddenly jolted at a frantic noise behind 
me, | immediately recognized it as someone’s thoughts and gave a quick backhand 

to whoever was behind me. 

| looked down to see an Exo trooper now lying on the rubble and bullet-ridden floor. 

| then looked back up to see a large brick of a man who somehow thought a muscle shirt 
was safer than a bulletproof vest. He was headed right for me with a big ol shotgun which 
he cocked with one hand before gripping it properly with both. 

This guy must’ve thought he was some sort of action movie Macho Man clearly, he didn’t 
realize that he was just another target. | ran directly at him, he tried to shoot me but as 
soon as he positioned the shotgun | slammed myself down on the ground using the speed 
| built up | was able to stay in motion long enough to slide straight between his legs and 
jump right back up behind him, once | was up | grabbed one of my model kits off a 
collapsing shelf and shoved it right into Mr Macho’s eye, he was immediately 
discombobulated, which gave me the chance to take the shotgun right out of his hands 
and use it on the two other Troopers running right at me. They both shot me, obviously, 
they hadn’t learned that bullets can’t hurt the bulletproof guy. The two Troopers shot right 
through my previous dance partner, leading him to finally fall to the ground, giving me an 
opening to spin around and fire off the shotgun at both of the Troopers. The shotgun had 
some kick to it, sending both the Troopers flying before gravity took its course. 

| looked down at the shotgun and smiled remarking “Now this...This is a damn good gun!” 


| looked back up to see Spark still over by the weapon rack, using its contents to her 
advantage as she rapidly switched between the various guns Goldface had provided me 
with through the years to tear through every enemy that approached her. 

It was like watching a blender chop up all the fruit you could put in there and in the end... 
the blade was still sparkling. 


Once Spark had finished up disposing of the last few Exo Troopers she made her way 
over to me as | reloaded my new shotgun which she commented on 

“It’s not nice to take other boy’s toys y’know.” | kept with the joke 

“Well if they didn’t want me taking it they shouldn’t have played so rough.” 


She smiled just like how she had at all my other frail attempts at humor while the last 
dozen Exo Troopers moved in on our position however, we both noticed that they were no 
longer focused on us. We both exchanged looks of terror before commenting at the same 
time, “Shit! They got Rachel!” We gazed over to the wrecked table to view a Trooper 
holding a grenade to her head ready to pull the chord. O was down on his knees beside 
her in front of the other Troopers. | steadied myself, flexing my shoulders as | slowly 
approached them. | was about ten feet away when Nexo suddenly dropped through the 
roof. Debris scattered across his impromptu landing zone as he made his demands 

“We just want Rachel! You can leave son.” 


| rebelled “You don’t get to call me that!” 
He flinched in disgust. | went a step further “Why didn’t you tell me about Mom?!* 


“You're using your powers now? About time! Your Mother was the only decent one 

of them you know! She was the world to me but they didn’t care. No one did! 

They have to pay! It's too late to expose them, but | can still stop their plan!” 

So | finally had the same goals as Nexo. It seemed like the most horrible thing in the world 
to me but now that | knew the truth behind the Superhumans, | saw that this man who 

| had hated and blamed for all the pain in my life had been right this whole time. 

Which made what | said next disgust me even further 


“You'll need help.” 


Recording 31 


(Benevolent) | awoke next to Mr.Night and Current in the sewer base, they were very 
understandably upset with me. 

“You got your ass handed to you by a human and a halfling. Pitiful.” 

Mr.Night essentially spat on me and walked away. Current stayed, however 

“We're leaving for Nexo’s camp in an hour.” Current then freed me from the electrical 
restraints that were holding me to the hologram table. | sat up but Current stopped me 
before | could get off the table “Why do you care about these insects? 

You keep trying to help the people of this planet when they’re so obviously beneath you.” 


Were they beneath me? 
Was anyone? 


| was certainly different from the humans and even my own teammates, yet | felt 

a compulsion, a duty to them. | pondered the question before articulating my response, 
“You've never wondered why some of them look up to us? Why that kid asked me to save 
his dying father? These people need hope. They have created stories of saviors, people 
like them watching from the heavens, I’ve seen how they live, they need that hope more 
than anything. They may be bad now, but they can change, as long as they keep that 
light in their lives, as long as they keep looking to those saviors for inspiration things will 
get better.” Current stared blankly at me as if processing what | had just said it was a full 
minute until they spoke 

“l’m nothing more than an algorithm, a device. | have no definition of hope.” 


I smiled 
“Maybe you just haven’t found it yet.” 
Current scoffed and walked away. 


| threw myself off the table and put both my feet on the ground. 


Recording 32 


(Anthony) Nexo drove us over to an airfield and flew us in a lush private plane to a camp 
in the Nevada desert. During the trip, the only thing | could think about was how he could 
have kept such a big secret from me. He never mentioned my Mother that much and 
you’ve seen how defensive he would get when | asked him about her. 

| suppose | just always assumed that the Superhumans killed her. Now that | knew the 
truth | wasn’t sure how to feel about it, because let’s face it kid at face value he knocked 
up an alien and got her killed by doing so, but the more | thought about it the more 
complex it got. 


He did love her, but he also knew that having a child would kill her and he knew | would 
have a mind that | couldn’t control, that would fight against me every day to the point 
where | could never live a normal life, that death would seem like the only escape, 

and still they chose to go through with it. Why? 


It had to be the most selfish arrogant thing | had ever heard of, did they not care about 
how their own child would turn out? That he would never even get a chance to be like 
everyone else, that he would be forever damned to live out an existence of perpetual 
death, violence, noise, hate, pain, and despair, in a world that just refused to leave him 
the hell alone! 


Maybe they did know, 
but they just didn’t care. 


Alright... 

| suppose | should get on with it. 

Nexo’s camp was an isolated village of interconnected tents and vehicles, not to mention 
makeshift runways and shooting ranges. We touched down on one of those so-called 
runways which was just a paved patch of gravel surrounded by sand, a blanket of which 
covered the plane when we landed. A crew of five rushed out to fuel the plane up as we 
exited into the closest tent which was only a few feet away. Nexo began monologuing as 
we passed through a series of tents leading to the main one ‘Satellites, that was the first 
problem we faced with this base so we installed serval hacking terma...” | cut him off 
“Please, don’t start.” He turned around in disgust “Why?” Rachel hit us with a joke 
somehow sensing the tension ’! don’t mind sir, | quite enjoy you’re evil speeches.” 

Nexo waved his hand to point at Rachel “That’s the type of attitude | like, | look forward 
to watching the Krytall slowly kill you.” Rachel gulped “| thought old men, were supposed 
to be nice.” Nexo smirked and returned to leading us to the main tent. 

We each took seats around a gray cylindrical table with blue glass over it. Rachel kept 
talking, more cautiously this time “What is this?” Nexo responded smugly “I got it from 
your little alien friends, you're not the only one who worked with them.” 

He clicked a button on the table showing a holographic map of the solar system, as well 
as a handful of small purple ships, flying toward Earth. 


Nexo explained “I’m gonna get right to the point since we don’t have much time. 

Those ships are the Krytall extraction fleet. In about Three hours around ten dozen of 
these will descend upon Earth’s most densely populated cities. 

The Krytall’s technology is powered by neural energy. Which is why they place such an 
emphasis on Psychics. Each ship has an Extraction team. A Transport they’re the main 
foot soldiers. They have the main purpose of grabbing people and getting them up to the 
ships almost instantly, don’t let them touch you. Next, are the Currents, they're beings 
made entirely up of constantly firing Neurons which is why they have an electrical 
appearance and powers. They’re the hardest to take down but they do have a cluster 

in their abdomen which acts as their main control unit so to speak if you can find that you 
can take them out. Currents have the job of directly absorbing neurons and placing them 
in a storage unit. Mr.Night is a sentient version of one of these so | have no doubt he’ll be 
leading the attack from...” Nexo tapped a button on the table with his fingers pinched and 
then expanded them which made the hologram zoom in on the fleet to expose the ship at 
the center of the fleet. It was by far the most basic compared to the almost abstract nature 
of the others, and by far the largest. 

Nexo continued “Here. This is the command vessel. Its purpose is to land within the 
center of the extraction and destabilize gravity throughout the planet. Once this baby fires 
down its destabilizer beam things are gonna get real weird.” 

O fascinated by the whole situation asked Nexo “Where’s it going to be?” 

Nexo turned off the hologram and pointed outside. 

“Right here. In Las Vegas. That’s why | set up here. So | would be ready, in case | wasn’t 
able to expose the Superhumans, in case what | had always feared would come to pass. 
I’m glad you're all here. The world needs us. | suggest you all get ready for a fight.” 
Everyone got up to grab weapons and gear which left me alone with Nexo. 

“I’m glad you’re back.” He was grinning ear to ear | could tell he was holding back tears 
as well. | began my interrogation “| found the files, the ones you were going to use to 
expose the Superhumans.” He dropped the grin. “So you know about your Mother then?” 
| got straight to the point “Why was | born? You knew she’d die. She knew it too! 

So why the hell am | alive!” 


| slammed my hand down on the table in frustration, the impact left a dent behind. 

Nexo sighed “To tell you the truth son, | don’t entirely know either. We were in love. 

We had spent our entire lives surrounded by death. We had been planning for a while to 
put something, anything into the world, just to see what it could become, what it could do, 
it wasn’t even going to be a child at first. It wasn’t about leaving a mark on the world but 
rather having something exist outside of us, something that could reach people in a way 

| never could, | was never good with people. Neither was your Mother, she wasn’t even 
Human she couldn't live a normal life. | guess it was selfish. 

We wanted something neither of us could have, it wasn’t until | first saw you that | realized 
you couldn’t have it either. It made me angry. | wanted to blame something, anything. 
They erased your Mother from this world, an entire person, gone. 

We can tell ourselves all the lies we want but the truth is that one single person can’t 
change the world. They can’t leave an impact, not alone. 

Maybe that’s not such a bad thing. History only tends to remember men who leave 
legacies of violence and bloodshed after all. 


| left that behind, and that was remembered more than my own family. We all have hate 
and anger inside us Anthony, it’s in our blood. You inherited my violence, my vengeance.” 


| snapped back at him “I’m done killing.” 

He grinned again “Funny that’s not what my troops told me, it’s your nature Anthony.” 
| was furious with him, but | tried to keep my cool “! had to.” 

He laughed “Then why didn’t your friends take any of them?” 

| screamed “You have no idea what | hear every time | break concentration! | can hear 
exactly what every single person thinks right when | kill them! That stays with me! 

| never forget it! | know all their names! | know what | took from them and | hate it!” 


The look on Nexo’s face plunged my soul down to the fiery pits of hell. 

It was his turn to vent his anger now “You kept with it though, you kept killing. It's a drug! 
It's your drug. You love the thrill of pulling that trigger of having power over your fellow 
man, and whether you admit it or not you like the screaming too. You're a psychopath, 

a relentless warrior obsessed with slaughter. You don’t care about other people, you hate 
them all, just like your old man.” | stood still thinking up a response, Nexo was stuck in his 
smug Satisfied state, taunting ’What is it? Do you have something else to...” 


He knew | was thinking something up he was just lying in wait and he waited a good long 
while until | formed the words “You're right | am a monster but | have help, 

| have hope because | have two people in my life who are everything you’re not.” 

| got out of my chair and looked him dead in the eye through my mother’s glasses, all that 
was left of her, all her hope. 


Looking at Nexo’s face, my father’s face | saw an expression | had never seen on him 
before, 


regret, 

| added to my previous statement “You lost all that when she died didn’t you?” 

He nodded, doing his best to look away from me. | hugged him as he began to cry, still 
doing his best to hold back the tears he wept out I’m so sorry Anthony...I’m so sorry, | 
should have seen you... 


| should have been better.” 


| reassured him “There's still time.” 


Recording 33 

AClap* 

(Anthony) Alright, big team up! 

(Rachel) Hell yeah, the whole gang together at last! 

(Spark) Yeah, the whole gang together, to have another big fight amongst themselves. 
(O) We had a lot of those. 

(Rachel) But this was one of our best. 

(Anthony) There’s no such thing as a good fight. 

(Rachel) Even If you win it? 

(Spark) She has a point. 

(Anthony) The ends never justify the means. If any situation turns violent it immediately 
shows a lack of understanding and empathy between both sides the moment someone 
gets hurt or dies is the moment that we lose our humanity and become nothing more than 
savage beasts. 

(Rachel) Ok, | get it violence is bad! Can we just get on with it?! 

Door opens* 

“Footsteps* 

‘Door closes* 

(Benevolent) What part are you all on? 

(O) Superhumans versus us and Nexo. 

(Benevolent) Alright, should | go first then? 


(Rachel) Yes, please! 


(Benevolent) Ok, since Transport was dead we had to just fly over to Nexo’s camp, which 
meant | had to carry Mr.Night. 


(Rachel) ‘Laughing’ 


(Anthony) He must've hated that. 


(Benevolent) He really did, it was probably why he began shooting at the Exo troops the 
moment we landed, which sounded the alarm. 


(Anthony) Yep, | heard it sound as soon as Nexo and | exited the tent we were in, Spark 
was standing outside with O. 


(Spark) | fished out my makeshift sniper and looked into the distance 
“It's the Superhumans.” | informed everyone as | took my eye off the bottle scope and 
lowered it down just as Benevolent charged Nexo in the air. 

Current followed flying behind him. 

The wind split the air sending sand dunes flying like clouds of dust. 
(Benevolent) | drove Nexo into a small mountain. 

(O) Hill. 

(Benevolent) No, it wasn’t a hill. 

(O) But that's what a small mountain is. 

(Benevolent) It was too big to be a hill though. 

(O) How big was it? 

(Benevolent) It was about medium-sized | guess. 

(O) Define medium. 

(Benevolent) About the size of a two-story house. 

(O) ...That’s still a hill. 

(Benevolent) It was made of stone though, not dirt. 


(O) That’s a monolith, you could’ve just said monolith. 


(Benevolent) I’m gonna be honest with you O up till this point | had no idea what 
a monolith was. 


(Rachel) Neither did I. | guess you learn something new every day huh? 


(O) ...Let’s just get on with it. 


(Benevolent) | pinned Nexo to the side of it as his armor formed over him, the helmet 
expanded from his shoulders, and his wings spread out from his back as he charged up 
his gauntlets and fired them into my chest, my shirt burned as | tossed him to the side. 
He steadied himself in the air, his wings flapping like some dark angel. Current attempted 
to zap him but Nexo dodged taking cover in the clouds. | flew up to face him. 

Current followed suit. | grabbed the rifle | had strapped on before | left the base under 
Worth Industries and opened fire as Current became a thunderstorm of lightning doing 
its best to strike Nexo. 


(Spark) The desert stormed with rain and lightning turning the sparkling sand into dark 
muddy dirt as we all ran into the tents grabbing weapons while doing our best to follow the 
fight from the tents. We had our guard down but Mr.Night shot it back up again. 

We saw him with Rachel in his grasp, he had his arm in the form of a gun which he held 
at her head. 


(Rachel) Damn, I’ve sure had my ass handed to me in all these recordings. 
(O) It is definitely a pattern. 

(Benevolent) How’d he even get to you? 

(Rachel) It's a funny story but | don’t think we have time to talk about it. 
(Spark) He just snuck up behind you, didn’t he? 

(Rachel) Yeah... 

(O) Spark? 


(Spark) Mr.Night started some monologue that went something like 

“You know what we are, you also know that in a matter of hours, several ships will enter 
your atmosphere and...” No one was listening though because at that moment Nexo had 
resumed his skirmish against Benevolent, which everyone was now watching. 


(Benevolent) After failing to strike Nexo as a storm, Current reconstructed themselves 
into a humanoid and charged him head-on, but he dived down, and Current flew straight 
at me instead. | quickly parried diving down to where Nexo was flying. 

| grabbed him again and bombed him into the tent where the others were, cracking 

a crater into the ground in doing so, which the tent was now sinking into. 

Current zapped back to the ground while | traded punches with Nexo. He countered all of 
them, ducking, dodging, and weaving until he eventually grabbed one and slapped his left 
wing at me. | twisted his hand, breaking it as | backflipped over the wing. 

| had dropped my rifle when | grabbed Nexo so | took out my pistol and shot two rounds 
at him. The first missed but the second hit Nexo’s helmet causing it to collapse back down 
which left him open for Current to clip his wings, and Mr.Night to jump-kick him. 

We had him now but he refused to fall. 


Mr.Night and Current brutally beat on him with several punches and kicks as | performed 
several strikes against his chest. 


(Spark) Desperate to stop the fighting We leaped onto each of the Superhumans Rachel 
snagged Benevolent’s legs while O yanked Mr.Night’s wires, which left Anthony and | to 
figure out how to deal with Current. | quickly noticed all the electricity in their body was 
flowing from one concentrated spot. | unstrapped the bottle scope and threw the end with 
the hole on it towards the area. The bottle passed through their body filing itself with 

a pulsating light as Anthony caught it. He tucked the bottle into his jacket as Current's 
electrical body faded into the dirty glass. 


(Anthony) As | steadied myself | realized that something was wrong. The walls of the tent 
slowly melted into the space we occupied like candle wax while | turned to the translucent 
plastic window to see that the combination of sand turning to mud and the sheer weight of 
everyone and everything in the tent was making us sink slowly into the ground. Upon this, 
Mr.Night reached into his trench coat pulling out a grappling hook which he fried up to the 
tent’s roof sending himself flying out with O still mounted on his back. | rushed over 
grabbing Night’s foot as he flew out lifting me outside the crater along with O and Night 
himself. Gravity tossed me aside when we crashed back down, | was able to use my 
momentum to punch Mr.Night straight in the face knocking off his fedora and breaking the 
glass which his one red eye stared behind. | fell to the ground as the muddy sand kicked 
up under my movements. The storm's effects were still felt under the pitch-black sky and 
the running mud. O snagged Night’s grapple and handed it to me. 

| used it to latch onto the tent, standing up to use what was left of my strength to pull it up 
as the others wrestled inside. 

O gripped my shoulders pulling with me while the downpour continued. 

| heard a flash of thoughts behind us. The Exo troops had joined us. 

They grasped the grapple line helping us to lift up the tent. These people | once hated for 
taking my innocence, my childhood, now helped me save lives. 

The only sound | could hear was their unified thoughts, each chanting yearning for this 
one goal to be accomplished, it was unlike anything | had experienced before. 

We had over thirty people helping us. 

It took just a minute to get the tent back up to the ground but it felt like an eternity, 

of pure brotherhood. 


(Benevolent) | didn’t notice we were being lifted up until we reached the surface. 

| stopped attacking Spark and Nexo before exiting the tent, as | did | noticed everyone 
was staring at me. | had fought them, even killed some of them, and yet they helped me. 
Nexo walked out, then Spark, then Rachel. | looked at her, feeling her eyes gaze into my 
soul and telling me exactly what to do, | nodded. Spinning to the Exo troops | began 
“We aren't the same. When | first came to earth | thought nothing of you humans. 

You all face the same problem, life. It is the things it tosses at you and how you deal with 
them which is your only difference. Today we stand together, facing the same problem. 
In approximately one hour an extraterrestrial military fleet will breach this planet's 
atmosphere, and they will kill every single human on this planet, for nothing more than 
fuel. This species is not defined by what you do to each other but by what you do for 


each other.” | felt the rain pour together on top of all of us. 
The lightning flashed behind me. 


| wasn’t going to stop 


“You lift each other up, you give each other hope. Each and every one of you is there for 
the other. | don’t always have faith in the human race, it is destructive, sometimes quite 
stupid too, but it is in moments like these where its true nature is shown! Together we will 
send these war-mongering assholes back to their planet! | was not born human, but today 
| sure as hell feel like one!” The entire crowd cheered at the top of their lungs as they 
rushed over to their weapons and vehicles ready for a fight. Nexo put his left arm on my 
shoulder and whispered to me two simple words “I’m sorry.” He didn’t even look at me. 
He stood beside me for a moment before taking his broken hand off me, walking over to 
command his troops. Rachel stepped over to me to deliver a hug. 

She released as quickly as she spoke 

*“That was awesome, dude! | feel like | could take on a whole army!” 

| brushed her aside “Good cause, that’s what we're about to do.” 


(Anthony) | looked over to O standing next to me he shivered in the icy rain as he told me 
what was wrong “That was kinda loud.” | took off my helmet “That's fine, take this.” 

| put the helmet on him covering his ears, | explained “Blocks out sound, is that better?” 
O nodded | responded “Good.” | started to take a few steps before asking him a question 
to cheer him up a little “You gonna be ok fighting whole buncha aliens?” 

O smiled “I’ve trained for it my whole life.” 

I smiled too “Yeah man, you gotta give me a turn on the PC eventually.” 

O laughed. He walked over to the others Spark came over to me “Where's Mr.Night?” 
My eyes scanned the area but | couldn’t find him... 


That’s when | saw the first ship. 
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(Rachel) You know even though it was an alien ship, sent to enslave mankind, it sure 
looked cool. 


(Anthony) Yeah, it was a very bright almost neon purple, and had a whole bunch 
of curved edges, it looked like a sports car crossed with a tank. 


(O) It's pretty hard to describe. 

(Spark) Not really, It was an alien spaceship, boom done. 
(Rachel) Ok, but what if the kid is dumb and unimaginative? 
(Anthony) They won't be. 

(O) Alright. Who wants the next one? 

(Rachel) Me! | haven't done one in a while. 

(O) Ok Rachel you take it. 


(Rachel) The ship slowly descended onto Las Vegas stopping around midway through its 
descent as five other similar ships flew down next to it. They did look cool, but it was a 
horrifying sight at the time, yep it definitely didn’t look neat at all when several smaller 
dropships came out from the hangars of those ships and started shooting lasers, in the 
middle of a thunderstorm, over one of the strangest looking cities in the world. 

That would never look cool....ever. 


(Benevolent) Ok since she laid that on thick as mustard, who wants to take over? 
(Rachel) ‘Laughing’ Mustard! 


(Anthony) I'll take it. The ships ripped apart the city in the distance, several explosions 
and fires could be seen as we all stood towards the lighting, watching the carnage. 

Nexo instructed his troops “Get in a car, a plane, whatever, we’re saving the world today!” 
He laid an assault rifle in his hands, strapped himself into a jeep, and drove off as we all 
followed behind him. In Jeeps, tanks, cars, planes, anything we could find we rode into 
battle. When we reached the city we quickly realized this wouldn't be easy. 


A Transporter teleported onto one of the tanks dropping a grenade into the open gunner 
seat, blowing the thing apart from the inside, other Transports appeared on all our 
vehicles, and on the streets, every one of them was wearing boxy gray armor, kind of like 
a knight except more streamlined and advanced they all had purple highlights on certain 


spots of their armor that glowed whenever they moved. They all had guns too, 
triangle-shaped laser pistols that shot purple bursts of energy that detonated on impact. 
They all fired at us but Benevolent and Nexo blocked the blasts. Benevolent flew in front of 
each individual blast at super speed. Nexo simply channeled his glove beams into a sonic 
burst bouncing the beams back at the Transports. 


We continued speeding to the center of the city where the Krytall control ship was 
hovering. Two Currents in the form of lightning bolts struck one of our planes, cracking it 
in half as they reconstructed themselves into humanoid forms that appeared only slightly 
different from the Current we had just defeated. They flew towards us, their electricity 
tearing apart buildings and the pavement as they did so. 

| stood up in the jeep | was in, took a water bottle from the cupholder, and tossed it at the 
Currents as their electricity struck it and they both fell to the ground. 

We were only about three miles away before a giant purple beam burst out from the 
control ship into the ground.Gravity became irrelevant as the rain pouring from the sky 
curved into the ship along with every vehicle and object in sight, an entire office building 
slowly ascended to the sky as it was graphically torn apart. 

Our vehicles began to float into each other, a few collided in the process resulting in 
several explosions. Thankfully Benevolent grabbed ours right before we crashed into 

a chunk of what used to be a casino. O who was in the jeep with me and Spark who 
instructed Benevolent “We need to get to that plane.” She pointed towards Exo’s last 
flying vehicle, which was the same plane we had used to arrive at Nexo’s camp. 
Benevolent dragged our jeeps with him as he ran towards the plane, parkouring over 
rubble, minivans, and things that once resembled buildings until he eventually reached 
the plane which was now, nearly halfway toward the control ship. We all got out of the 
jeeps jumping onto the top of the plane | grabbed O and Spark in my arms holding them 
close as we slid up the plane making our way to the pilot's cockpit crashing through the 
glass and falling into the interior, Rachel and Nexo followed with Benevolent who 
gracefully flew in better than any of us. 

| let go of O and Spark as we were brought closer to the ship. 

| took out the bottle, Current was trapped in grasping it firmly in my hand waiting until we 
were about to enter the ship. The plane made it halfway through the hangar; which had 
a purple transparent force field that locked everyone inside. 

| motioned toward everyone “Once | let go of this, run like hell, ok?” 

The group started questioning me, demanding an answer, an explanation of my plan. 

| let go of the bottle once the plane was halfway through and everyone ran anyway since 
the whole plane was now electrified and quickly lighting on fire. 

The electricity short-circuited the force field completely, leaving us an open window to get 
in, and out if we needed to. 


(Spark) Anthony tripped halfway through our run. 

| snatched his hand before he fell as the plane faded into dust around him. 

His hand was wet from the rain and he was quickly slipping. 

| struggled but eventually lifted him up into the hangar. He crawled his way over to me. 
Standing up to stare out at the war before us, he gave his final command “Let’s end this.” 
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(O) This is it. Our second to last recording, on this tape. 
(Rachel) Man, it’s been a journey. 

(Benevolent) Sure has. 

(Anthony) | guess that leaves only one question. 
(Spark) Who wants to do this one? 


(Benevolent) | will, after all, | had been on one of those ships before. 

It was cold and dark. It felt bleak. While the outside may have been appealing, everything 
on the interior was flat unpainted metal, with purple light shining through some of the 
cracks which powered the ship. Our plane stunt had confused the guards and placed us 
above the prison hangar. | hovered over to a door as the guards ran in the direction 
opposite to us, more occupied with securing the prisoners. 

| ripped the door open with my bare hands, tossing it down behind me. 

| waved for the others to follow as | headed for the control deck. 


(Spark) We realized something was wrong when we saw the door to the control deck was 
already wide open. | pushed myself up against the doorway, everyone did the same after 
me. | could hear a voice from inside the room “| knew you would manage to get up here 
somehow.” It was Mr.Night. His voice was more fluid than before, almost organic. 
Benevolent slowly walked into the room, his footsteps careful and quiet. 

“What do you want with us, Night?” Benevolent was cautious, too bloody cautious. 

Nexo charged his gloves, the rest of us grabbed our guns as we waited for the perfect 
time to strike. 


(Rachel) Which never truly came, we had to wait a while for anything to happen due to 
the strategic stalling on Benevolent’s part, thanks by the way. 


(Benevolent) Anytime. 


(Rachel) It was mainly a lot of ’! want to torture them and rip apart their human flesh!” 
and in return a lot of “No, That's not cool bro, don’t do that!” 
Sorry, am | ruining the mood? 


(O) Not really things didn’t really pick up until Benevolent told Mr.Night “You won’t win.” 


(Rachel) That’s right, It seemed like standard heroism stuff but Night somehow took 
offense to it and grabbed Benevolent by the throat, choking him. | heard his gasping 
breath over more of Night’s threats “WE! Will win, these humans have made you soft! 
You forgot our species! 


Our people, these humans are nothing! For this heresy, | SHALL KILL YOU FIRST!” 

| heard a blade switch and Mr.Night transform. | tried running out to the control deck but 
Anthony grabbed me by the shirt and pulled me back into the doorway. 

| wrestled him off and rushed over to Mr.Night. He was in a humanoid form but connected 
to the ship, by way of several wires and other steel bars. He gave out a loud piercing 
shriek when he saw me pointing my gun directly at him. He dropped Benevolent and 
charged over to me at inhuman speeds impaling me with his blade in place of Benevolent. 
The blade craved right through my stomach and out my back, the blood splattered out 
from behind me, | couldn’t even see it until it leaked onto the floor in front of me. 


(Benevolent) | shouted at Night to let Rachel go but he simply drove the blade in deeper, 
as he did so two Transports teleported in to restrain me. 


(Anthony)The rest of us rushed into the room and hurled everything we could toward 
Mr.Night, he released Rachel from his blade. She fell to the floor, her blood pouring out 
like a flood as she tried to cover the wound with her shirt. Night expanded into a wall of 
metal wires and circuits, blocking all our bullets, and Nexo’s gauntlets, which were then 
taken from him by a squad of Transports who appeared behind us removing all our 
weapons and shoving us down to our knees. 

Night shifted back into a humanoid form as he approached me, standing over me 

“At last the Bastard son, your mother was one of our only psychics, She was a Queen, 
you are nothing.” Spark stuck up for me “Says the machine.” 

Night ran over to Spark “You humans, are imbeciles, he is a monster, a killer!” 

*A freak, I've heard all of them, hell I've called myself all of them.* 

Night spun over towards me in shock he shuddered in fear as | entered his mind. 

It was horrifyingly empty, a blank system of ones and zeros, he was in all essence a 
machine, and for the first time since | had been in someone's mind, | had the advantage. 
| felt a security protocol try to drive me out, | broke through it, he still had a mind | just had 
to push further. | heard a voice in the distance *So you do have power.* 

| made my way towards it. | gazed upon a red dot floating in an empty white space. 
*What is this place?* as | said that | heard no other thoughts or noises; it was a place of 
icy emptiness that chilled my veins, a hollow echoing voice responded *This is my mind, 
this is all I've known, all | am is here.* | was in shock “It’s empty.* 

| held myself still as the words left my mind, | simply decided to speak to Night, maybe 
stall for the others to figure something out. 

Our conversation went like this. 


| told you what he said right O? 
(O) Yeah, | got it, I'll play his part. 


(Anthony) Alright. 


(O, Night) *Of course it's empty Anthony. | have always simply had my mission; everything 
else is secondary.” 


(Anthony) *Your mission?* 

(O, Night) *To mine the neural pathways of humans for fuel.* 

(Anthony) *That doesn’t bother you, sacrificing people?* 

(O, Night) *Not at all, empathy is for the weak.* 

(Anthony) *This is all that matters to you?* 

(O, Night) *Killing is all that matters to you.* 

(Anthony) *I did it for money.* 

(O, Night) *You think that justifies it? You already had a home.* 
(Anthony) *I’m...trying to make things right.* 

(O, as Night) *You can’t. What do you think will happen when this is over, you go back to 
prison? Run away with Spark and O, pretend to have a normal life? No. 
They'll make you into a weapon. You'll never stop being a weapon.* 
(Anthony) *| am so much more than just a damn gun!* 

(O, as Night) *What are you then!? No family! No Friends! 

This charade won't last Anthony how much of you is really human!? 
You don’t think like them! Your mind is so different! 

It's your identity, your behavior, you aren’t normal, you never will be!* 
(Anthony) *You're right | never asked for this but then again, neither did you.* 
(O, as Night) *What the hell are you talking about?* 

(Anthony) *Have you ever been inside someone's mind before?* 

(O, as Night) *Why do you ask?* 


(Anthony) *Because when you’re in someone’s mind, 
you can see everything they’ve ever done.* 


(O, as Night *What are you...* 


(Anthony) *You were a Krytall storage unit rejected because you gained sentience, you 
hated your creator, so you made yourself a body.* 


(O, as Night) *Stop! NOW! | WILL NOT HESITATE TO...* 


(Anthony) *You lived a life of service, you saw family for the first time. Friends. 
Relationships.* 


(O, as Night) *’M GOING TO KILL YOU...* 
(Anthony) *You still think about your creator, you cry out in your sleep, for them.* 
(O, as Night) *DIE!* 


(Anthony) *So you stop sleeping, stop trying to have friends, you stop it all. 
For a mission.* 


(O, as Night) *Who...* 


(Anthony) *You're a machine, that's what you tell yourself, you don’t have emotions, you 
don’t have hope, but that’s not true. 
You refuse to admit what you are, broken, feeble, lost, just like everyone else.* 


(O, as Night) *Who are you?* 

(Anthony) *My name is Anthony Assassin, and | am everything you aren’t!* 
(O, as Night) *You’re...* 

(Anthony) *Hope.* 


| dragged myself out of his mind, to see myself standing, no, flying above him. | was 
covered in a glowing purple light, Night was lying on the floor unstrapped from the ship. 

| raised both my hands as | saw every individual Circuit and wire pull apart from his body. 
| spread my arms out as | felt the ship bend to my will. | heard every mind on the planet in 
unison, they each reached out to me at once with all their darkness and light combined. 


| closed my eyes,and in that moment everything suddenly made sense. 


| could feel every single atom, every single cell on earth. 

As | opened my eyes | spread out my arms dragging the ship apart, cell by cell, atom 
by atom. | lifted my friends, my family in the air. | split every atom of the ship an infinite 
number of times until they were on such a small subatomic plane that they may as well 
have been destroyed. | was defying every law of physics. Laughing at the face of God 
while | wrote over his canvas. 


The world was mine. The galaxy was mine. The universe was mine. Reality was mine. 
All because of them. 


The ship was completely gone, | held everyone who was on it in the air, slowly bringing us 
back down to earth, | made every enemy Krytall vanish back to their home, | saw stars 
being born, black holes collapse, but none of it mattered. 

All that mattered was that my friends were safe, 

| still feel funny saying that word today, friends. Huh. 


| still genuinely can’t help but feel stupid sometimes, but somehow, | manage. 
(Spark) Anthony made every single Krytall ship disappear from Earth along with all the 


invaders, and all he had to say when he brought us back down to Earth was 
“Is everyone ok?” He fainted onto the pavement as | rushed over to him. 
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(Anthony) | woke up in a military hospital, which is basically the same as a regular hospital 
just with shorter waiting times, doctors wearing fatigues, and more guns. 

The bed | was lying in was like a soft cloud, it felt like | was floating on thin air, something 

| thought | was doing not too long ago. | don’t remember most of what happened while 

| was in that state exactly, just how it felt, the power. 


The all-consuming, enthralling... 
power... 


| turned to my side to see Nexo in a chair next to me, holding Mom’s glasses, her legacy. 
“You really duct-taped these?” | slid on a smile at the comment as | sat up to get a better 
view of him. | had more than a few questions “How long was | out?” That was the first. 

| sounded very out of touch like | had just awoken from some sort of cryosleep like in 
those sci-fi movies. He answered “A month.” That sure as hell woke me up. 

My eyes widened and my jaw fell onto the bed sheets. | recovered, turning back to Nexo 
after staring at the floor in shock. | was surprised that he was the first to speak 

“You know the reason you could never read my mind was because of the psychic 
blockers your mother gave me. | can still hear you in my mind, you just can’t hear me. 

| wanted to tell you this. | wanted to tell you so much but | was scared. 

Your Mother was all | had and when she died it was like a light went out. 

But when | saw you up there doing what she did, and after that talk we had | finally 
realized it, you're not just my son, you’re a part of her, and that was a mistake. 

You are Anthony Assassin You are not me and you never will be. 

The world never needed you, but you just helped save it despite all the pain it dealt you. 
I’m glad this whole thing helped you build yourself up, I’m glad you have friends, I’m glad 
you knew | was wrong, and I’m glad to call you family.” 


| didn’t shed a single tear, there was no shock, no hug, no comfort, but there was still 
something °! was actually going to thank you, Dad, you helped bring me here. 

| realized because of you that | didn’t want to die, | just wanted the screaming to stop, but 
| didn’t need it to, | just needed to find a place | could run to.” Nexo did cry on that one. 

| didn’t find out why until after he died, but whether on purpose or by complete accident 
that was the first time | had ever called him Dad. 

(Rachel) Damn, dude.... 

(Anthony) Ok Rachel you did ruin the moment with that one. 


(Rachel) Sorry. | guess It's my turn to share. 


(Benevolent) Actually, if it's ok | want to take this one. 


(Rachel) Umm...Ok sure. 


(Benevolent) Things were tough after the Krytall invasion, they launched an attack on the 
whole world, and in helping to stop it | had betrayed my whole species. In all my eternal 
life | had only felt truly like myself when helping people, but now | was labeled as an 
outlaw, an enemy of humanity. | was now among the most wanted fugitives on earth. 

| had a plan though, | bought a pair of glasses to hide my eyes, along with several pairs 
of civilian clothing, and | changed my name to... well you can probably guess. 

However | still had one last thing to do before | began my new life, a final visit to Worth 
Industries, | walked into Rachel’s office as she was cleaning out her desk 

“What are you doing?!” she leaped in her skin as though my sentence had given her 

a heart attack. She instantly dropped the box she was loading her belongings into and 
faced me to say “Well at least a friendly face is good! | sold the company. 

Apparently, a corporation that once employed a group of alien invaders doesn’t look too 
good in the face of the public, not to mention I’m stuck in this damn chair now.” 

She motioned down at the wheelchair that the hospital had placed her in after the incident 
in Las Vegas, she commented on it “But then again, | shouldn’t be complaining about 
surviving an alien robot stabbing a sword through me like that, besides the chair’s only 
temporary after this | get to carry around a cool stick for a few months.” 

She chuckled to herself a little before | picked up a photograph of her long-dead Mother 
and Father off the ground. The Superhumans stood with them, Rachel was next to her 
father looking into the camera as | stoically hovered over them. 

| set the picture down “What are you gonna do?” She was slowly watching my every 
movement only falling back to reality after the question “Dad owned a beach house up in 
California, | figured I’d give that a try. What about you?” My response was swift 

“| think I’m just gonna just try living for a while.” Rachel had the usual answer though 
although this time it seemed more humble, organic “Cool.” 

| was just about to leave when she called back for me “Wait Benevolent! 

| have seen some insane ridiculous crap, ever since | was put in charge of this company, 
and after all the insanity with, the Krytall, getting stabbed through the chest and needing 
like a gazillion stitches. | just wanted to say thank you, | haven’t had a lot of people 

| could trust in my life, especially considering the way | live it, but you were one of the few 
and the only, even if you turned out to be an alien trying to harvest human minds for fuel 
or whatever. I’m still glad | could consider you a friend Benevolent.” 

| set the photograph back down on the desk before making my own statement 

“I’m glad to Rachel after Nexo, | wasn’t sure about humanity but then | met you and 
began to learn to serve the people of Earth. | learned to love them, thanks to you. 

| don’t know what I’m going to do with all this, my entire life has changed, it's like I’m 
beginning to see for the first time. The only thing | know for sure now is that I’m going to 
do whatever | can to help people however | can.” 

She smiled remarking “Benevolent, | know exactly what you are...” 

Confused | asked her “What is that?” She said something then that would completely 
change my life “You’re a goddamn superhero.”! shrugged it off “No, I’m just Ben.” 

| began to walk out of the room, one foot after the other. 

As | exited the room | put on my glasses, | was going to stick to the ground for now. 


(Rachel) Ok! WOW! | am so happy that you did that one! 
| could not have done it that well! 


(Ben) Thank you. 
(Anthony) O, did you have something to say? 


(O) | got a letter from Z a couple of days after the failed Krytall invasion. 

She thought Anthony killed Dad since she never saw me do it and that Mom was going 
to take his place in the “World order.” | loved my Dad. 

| kept telling myself | killed him in self-defense. 

| keep replaying it in my mind to this day. | know | could have done something, anything, 
better, but we can’t change the past. We can only accept it. I’m glad we did this. 

It helped me face what happened, and who | am. 


(Anthony) That’s nice O. I’m proud of you. 
(O) Thanks. Spark? 


(Spark) Yeah, | guess it's my turn now. My Father was found on one of the Krytall ships 
as a prisoner, he took a while to recover but he returned to work about a week after 
Anthony woke up from his coma. | walked into his office and apologized, for everything 
“Director Yalvin, I’m sorry, | disobeyed orders, | killed a bunch of people who were trying 
to kill me, |...” My father stood up wearily with a big smile across his face. 

| quickly stopped talking as he surprised me in every sense of the word. 

“You did everything perfectly, Field Commander Yalvin.”He limped out of his office toward 
a board meeting as | stood completely still in shock, a damn promotion! Hell yes! 

He turned to me right as he left he gave one last request “And Spark, Call me Dad.” 

| waited my entire bloody life for that. Once | had finished my meeting with him | went 

to see Anthony who was waiting in the main hall. “Must feel weird being in a place you 
were imprisoned in, huh?” Anthony turned to me “Well, | also broke back in, and then out 
again, and | also killed a bunch of people. You’re sure they’re ok with that, by the way?” 
| nodded “Consider it a training exercise, and you only killed three of them.” 

Anthony shrugged “Guess you can count that to intuition.” | smiled before telling him 
“They made me a Field commander.” Anthony seemed impressed “Field commander? 
That’s good.” | also subtly tried to tell him something else. “That means | outrank you.” 
He was confused “What do you mean?” 

| then directly told him °P.o.t.u.s wanted you to be under government supervision from 
now on, he figured you could do some good as an agent.” 

Anthony stood there for a second in thought “Not sure how it would look if the C.I.A 
employed someone whose last name is Assassin.” 

| rolled my eyes “Your best friend's name is a single letter, that’s not a good excuse.” 
He smirked “It wasn’t a no, and besides O’s not my best friend.” 

| crossed my arms, looking around the hall filled with portraits of former Agents and 
politicians, it’s brown walls and almost royal decorations really placed it above some of 


the other rooms in the airbase, the red carpet and various potted plants also helped with 
that | did all this since | was waiting to come up with a response, | found a question 
instead “Then who is?” Anthony gave his answer faster than | gave my question but he 
still took his time. “That should be obvious by now.” | uncrossed my arms and pointed 
down the hall to the briefing room. “I’m going to go get debriefed on a new mission. 
Apparently, someone got their hands on some Krytall weapons and is selling them on the 
black market, and it's up to us to stop them. Feel free to join us.” 


As | walked away | turned back to yell at Anthony 

“We got O working for us too y'know!” Before | spun back around | saw him give a slight 
smirk toward me, and that was all | needed to make me smile. 

You wanna finish it off, Anthony? 

(Anthony) Yes Ma’am. 

| walked right into the meeting in a brand new suit that looked just like my old one along 


with a new night vision helmet. Yalvin greeted me “Welcome Agent...” 
He expected me to answer so | did “Assassin, Call me Agent Assassin.” 


End of Recording List. 


Tape Two. 
MINDGUN 


Recording 1 

(O) Anthony Assassin has been in my life since the day | was born. 

He had the full intention to kill the ruthless Russian family mafia the Gold’s but it was only 
when he saw them exit the hospital with me, a newlyborn infant, that he decided not to, 
and that’s where | personally believe this story really began. It was on that day that the 
course of history was changed forever. Without Anthony choosing to spare my family, 
there would be no one to stop the Krytall there would be no redemption for Anthony, no 
Commander promotion for Spark Yalvin, the superhero Benevolent wouldn’t have 
betrayed his fellow Superhumans and saved the Earth, and there would be no peace for 
the billionaire Rachel Worth, but most importantly... 

There would be no World War Three. 

I’ve always been an outcast. | was never able to relate to people that well, or even talk to 
them. It's going to be hard to defend my actions here, and you’re probably going to think 
less of me by the end of this, but kid trust me.... 

Peace was never an option. 

There is that good? 

(Anthony) Works for me. 


(Spark) Of course, you’re always going to defend him, you did it then, 
and you’re doing it now. 


(Rachel) Don’t pretend like you’re innocent in all this. We all know what the U.S. did in the 
war, and you just stood by and went along with it. In my eyes, you’re both just as guilty. 


(Spark) All | did was follow orders, and if | had to do it all over again, the only thing that 
would change is that | wouldn’t have hesitated. 


(Anthony) Does that go for everything? 
(Spark) Why are you asking? Would you have changed anything? 
(Anthony) | would have changed everything. 


(Rachel) Whatever, at least we can all admit that one of us was able to make the right 
decisions. 


(Ben) Don’t look at me, Rachel. | did just as much damage as the others. 


(Anthony) Ok, everyone, | think that’s enough. 


(Rachel) This was a stupid idea, we should have just jumped into it like last time. 
(O) The context is still important though. 

(Spark) Justice is important too but you didn’t seem to care about that either. 

(O) Justice? HE HAD TO PAY! For what he did to us, to them! It was the only way! 
(Spark) That’s No %$#!ing excuse for..! 

(Rachel) No excuse for what?! You both let innocent people die on your watch! 
(Spark) *%$#, this is about Z, isn’t it? 

(Rachel,O/simitonausly) Don’t bring her into this! 

(Ben) I’m going to just turn this thing off. 

(Anthony) *%$# it. Go ahead, I'll take the next one on my own. 

(Spark) And where are you starting exactly? Paris? Le Havre? England? Washington? 
(Anthony) Hawaii. 

(Spark) See this is about Z. 

(O) She’s innocent, she still is. 

(Rachel) You don’t know a &$# thing about innocence! 

(Spark) *Sigh* Ok this is getting out of hand now. Turn it off, Ben. 

(Ben) Yes, ma’am. 

(Anthony) Took you long enough. 


(Spark) Don’t start. 


Recording 2 


(Anthony) Alright, kid, | Know you’re probably anxious for me to jump right into things but 
| feel like | need to set the stage for you first. It had been exactly one year since the failed 
Krytall invasion, and to say the world had changed would be an understatement. 

It was rocked. Every world government instantly went on edge fortifying borders and 
setting up new ones, all the world powers had been hit, at least a quarter of the world 
workforce was dead and over half were displaced or homeless. 

Most major cities were in ruin with the only exceptions being Shanghai, Dubai, and 
Washington D.C. Most people immigrated to smaller countries, to escape the chaos, 

or join their other family members while they looked for work. Politics became an even 
more frustrating nightmare, especially in the U.S. both political parties were locked in an 
endless stalemate over how to build the country back up again, relief programs couldn't 
do anything because the entire world economy had gone down the drain, and any other 
attempt to employ citizens or boost the economy at all failed miserably and sank the 
country even further into debt. Protesters began to amass in every nation, whether in 
protest of their governments, the Krytall, or any other issue, they became a daily 
occurrence to the point where most people just tuned them out. As for the intelligence 
communities, the F.B.|. was shut down just three weeks after the economy collapsed, 
they thought about scrapping the C.1.A too but Director Yalvin fought like hell to keep it 
active, eventually, one of the supreme court justices gave the secretary of defense the 
idea to keep the C.I.A intact as long as it merged with the military, no one was happy 
about the decision but it was definitely better than being axed entirely, and it proved to be 
a good idea anyway because after that the entire world began to turn violent, fast. 
Revolutionaries, terrorists, and gangsters began to run rampant in every country, we ran 
missions every day, stopped political assassinations in Japan, prevented bombings in 
Sweden, stomped out human trafficking in Mexico, terminated a rogue terrorist cell in the 
Middle East, and dismantled the entire emerging Canadian drug trade. 

In the States, though? It was even worse, we would have to run multiple sting operations 
in a matter of hours just in time to make it to the next debriefing, in fact, most of our 
debriefings had to happen on-site because there just wasn’t time to relay information in 
person. Luckily since we had become a branch of the military our numbers grew 
exponentially, and joint operations with other branches like the Army, and the Marines, 
were relatively normal, and extremely helpful. Anyway, that brings us relatively up to 
speed, and to the first week of September twenty-twelve, the one-year anniversary of the 
Krytall invasion, when the president decided to step down, which surprised no one, with 
pressure mounting from the upcoming election and the endless protests against 
government inaction, it was really only a matter of time, so this wouldn't really have been 
that big a deal the only thing is, none of the backups wanted the job, and the two primary 
candidates were busy campaigning in Louisiana, and supporting charities for the 
rebuilding of Paris, respectively. So until the candidates could return to the states, 

the U.S. had no president, and all the government higher-ups were scrambling to come 
up with some sort of press announcement, and | got a front-row seat watching all the 
news unfold with Spark and O in the Pentagon’s luxurious break room, but none of us 
were really paying that much attention, to be honest. 


| was working on a new robot model kit figure I'd gotten a few weeks ago, since O, and 

| had lost most of our collection when my dear ol Dad decided to blow our safehouse to 
kingdom come. O was on his laptop as always, and Spark was sharpening her knife while 
going on about how we needed more funding for better guns or something like that. 

After the president's live resignation address wrapped up Director Yalvin barged right into 
the breakroom almost like he was being commanded by some higher power, and to be 
honest, he may have been, after all, he sure spoke like it 

“Everyone get to the hangar! We have a situation in Hawaii.” His orders sent us and 
everyone else in the room to the hangar almost instantly. We geared up in seconds and 
were on the plane in less than that.O set himself up in the Pentagon’s control room as we 
flew off and the game began. 


Little did we know what awaited us, and the road it would set us on. 


The plane was spaciously cramped. If that makes any sense. Probably the best way to 
describe it is to just say that it looks like everything you’ve seen in blockbuster movies, 
an elite team of field agents crammed into a cargo plane outfitted with all the military 
hardware you could want, and an eerily haunting red light being all that illuminates the 
eternal darkness. The unit was seated on two sides, right and left, | was on the right, with 
most of the C.I.A guys, and on the left were the transfers from the Marine Corps. 

The reason for their transfer being a brutal drug raid in international waters that went 
completely undocumented, details on it are still scarce, the only thing anyone knows 
about it for sure is that the boat they raided somehow drifted into San Francisco Bay, and 
the ship inspector who found it had to be sent to severe trauma therapy after seeing the 
aftermath of whatever they did. These guys were no joke kid, some of the things | saw 
them do rival even me in my prime Assassin days, and keep in mind | had the title of the 
world’s most dangerous man for a while. Anyhow, I'm sorry for getting off-topic, let’s get 
back to the plane. Spark was the only one of us standing up. She was holding onto one 
of the roof safety handles while she read us the debriefing off of a tablet she was holding 
in her other hand. 


“Alright, Ladies listen up, because this one’s gonna be tricky. 

Today at fourteen hundred hours just minutes after P.O.T.U.S’s resignation one of our 
nuclear missile silos in Hawaii failed to run an hourly check in, a Pentagon hacking team 
tapped into their security cameras only to discover that they were offline, along with the 
entire silo’s network. The timing of this with P.OTt.U.S’s resignation is far too convenient 
to be a coincidence. The U.S. has feared a mass attack since the Krytall invasion, and 
the suits fear this may be it.” 


She spoke with authority and power. It was obvious that she was born to be a leader, 
sadly not everyone saw Spark that way. Especially Chuck, one of the Marine Corps 
transfers who was always quick to make one of his so-called witty remarks. 

This time being no exception “Krytall attack huh? | guess that’s why the Director thought 
we needed a Krytall freak of our own on this one.” Some of the other Marines laughed at 
that one but for us, C.I.A guys my inherited neurology had just become a fact of life one 
that was still greeted with some anxiety and hesitancy sure, but nonetheless, it was 


something that had to be accepted especially considering how valuable my psychic 
abilities were in the field. This is all to say that | had a witty remark of my own to throw 
back at Chuck “That’s funny considering your sister also needed a Krytall last night.” 
That got the C.I.A guys laughing and Chuck was definitely a lot less witty after that one. 
As Spark tried to hold back laughter she continued on with her debriefing 

’Can it, both of you, and listen up, we don’t know what's down there, or who, so we’re 
going to be dropping in by air on this one, along with going silent, and nonlethal. 

That means if any of you go loud or get a sudden bloodlust, you will be court-martialed. 
So no slip-ups understood?” The entire plane responded in unison “Yes commander!” 
She stepped back, turning around to grab a parachute that was resting next to the release 
button for the cargo door. 


“Alright then, let’s move.” 

she then hit the release button opening the rear of the plane, we all got up and joined her 
at the cargo door we each grabbed our parachutes and waited for the green light, the 
wind flooding in as we eased every so carefully toward the ground until the plane began 
to graze the leaves of palm trees. As the silo came into view the green light flashed and 
Chuck jumped right out, showboating with a back flip, before somersaulting around to 
give us the “Rude finger” as Rachel puts it. | sighed while the rest of the Seal team 
transfers followed in a similar narcissistic fashion before our fellow C.I.A agents hopped 
out like gymnastic divers. 


Eventually, when Spark and | were the only ones left on the plane she turned to me to ask 
a rather unexpected question “What do you want for dinner when we get back?” 

| was confused by the question but played along thinking it was a joke 

“Same as always, whatever’s in the mess hall.” 

She smiled raising her eyebrows as if she had to register | was joking 

“Come on, Sarcasm's my thing. What do you actually want for dinner?” 

| had to ask the obvious question “We can go out? | thought they wanted to keep me 
hidden given the whole half-alien thing.” Spark began to walk backward toward the edge 
of the cargo door the wind blowing at the seams of her clothing and bombarding the rest 
of her gear as her grin widened “We could get you a wig, maybe even some makeup.” 

| slowly walked out to the edge where she stood the wind hitting me like a freight train as 
| struggled to keep my feet planted. The light of the moon pierced the night sky shining 
onto Spark’s dark skin and reflecting back onto the blue lenses of my glasses. 

| spoke over the wind “Only if we can convenience O to do the same.” 

That made O finally chime in over radio “The only thing you two are convincing me to do 
is stay inside. Now | suggest you both jump before our window closes, that is unless you 
want to explain this to Yalvin?” | shrugged“Alright, ladies first.” Spark began to move 
towards me “I’m no lady, I’m your commander and | say, you go first!” 

She playfully grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me off the edge of the cargo door 
but she didn’t notice my arms on hers until it was too late. We both entered a conjoined 
free fall spinning down as the air broke across our bodies, we separated about halfway 
down spinning out from each other like torpedoes as we descended. 

After that, | started counting down the seconds, One, | passed the leaves of the highest 
palm tree, two, | passed the second highest, three, | was nearing the ground, four, 


| reached for the ripcord, five, | pulled it and... 

Nothing happened. No piece of cloth deployed to yank at the air, no sudden noise in the 
wind, nothing. | flipped back around to see Spark deploy her chute, she looked down at 
me, and well | didn’t have to read her mind to tell that she was concerned. 

| decided to play it off as showboating, crossing my arms behind my head and twisting 
my legs over each other in a relaxed position, to disguise how panicked | actually was. 

| gave a sly faux smile before turning back over, grabbing my knife, as | began to scan for 
the nearest penetrable surface, which took the form of yet another palm tree | was 
approaching, rather rapidly, too rapidly, in fact. | kicked at the empty space trying to use 
the wind to propel myself to the tree, | attempted to stretch my arm out just enough to 
stab at the tree, but it was no good, my knife slipped out of my hands and | let off a good 
silent swear before | continued to plummet towards the Earth. 

| pawed at the chute opening but it was still no good. | threw the chute away and started 
to panic further, as the panic took me, my mind left me. | lost concentration completely 

as | felt a thousand thoughts from foreign minds creep into my own. 

| soon discovered that | was slowing down. | looked down at my hands to discover they 
were glowing purple just like during my fight with Mr.Night during the Krytall invasion. 

| moved my hands up pushing back on oxygen and carbon dioxide particles as they now 
bent to my very will. | soon made it to the ground completely unscathed. 

My hands stopped glowing and | regained my concertation. 

| looked over to Spark who had just landed not far from me, she looked back at me with 
confusion, and | simply nodded in response, she just shrugged and motioned for us to 
join up with the rest of the team who were standing behind a sort of small hill of sand, it 
doesn’t sound perfect, but that’s probably the best way to describe it. 

Spark and | walked up to the others kneeling down behind the sand hill, or was it a ditch? 
Man it is really weird doing these without anyone else, I'm just going to meet in the middle 
and say it was a trench | don’t know what to tell you, kid. Chuck and two of the other 
marines seemed very puzzled at my arrival, but this bewilderment soon turned to more 
“wittiness” Chuck giggled a little before asking me in a joking whisper “I guess you didn’t 
need your parachute, huh?” | think you’re smart enough to put the pieces together after 
that comment, and to say | was upset would be an understatement, | was furious. 

Spark pulled me back though, she grabbed a pair of binoculars off of the back pocket of 
my vest and began surveying the area “There are four men stationed around the silo’s 
entrance, unmarked gear, urban weaponry, Semi-automatics, and bolt actions, type of 
rubbish any ol wanker can get from a gun or hunting shop.” 

She gave the report in a quiet deep tone so as not to alert them, one of our C.I.A guys 
commented in a similar vein “Probably just amateur mercenaries, most likely unemployed 
veterans just looking for a job.” | hopped into the conversation 

“But if that’s the case, what are they doing at a nuclear missile silo?” 

Spark shot back “Why don’t we go find out, you all know the drill, Bm eighty-nine.” 

We split off into two groups, Spark led one, while | led the other, my group made it over to 
another sand trench before the Marines split off from us, | looked over to Spark’s group 
as they did the same. The full battle maneuver involved us surrounding the enemy in a 
square formation before moving in from all sides, which quite plainly, is what we did. 
Spark threw out a flash grenade that exploded in a burst of blinding white light stunning 
the mercs, the full team then sprung out of their trenches like vultures sweeping down on 


their prey. | ran right into one of the mercs tackling him before grabbing his head and 
holding it as close as | could to my own. | entered his mind. | only went surface level, 
looking at his memories from the past twenty-four hours, and what | saw just confirmed 
what we had already suspected, he was an amateur gun for hire who lived in a town 

in Hawaii not far from the Silo, he and his friends had been hired by an anonymous 
individual online to guard them while they retrieved something, the strange thing was 

| couldn’t see the person they were with, it was like something was blocking me, | just 
wrote it off as the guy’s memory being fuzzy. 

| exited his mind to report my findings to the squad. 

“The leader’s in the Silo, it should be a simple tag and bag.” Spark replied with further 
instructions “Alright, you, Austin, Reeves, and | will go down into the Silo, the rest of you 
stay up here.” | pushed myself off the ground and brushed the sand off my clothes as two 
other agents took the merc and cuffed him. Austin, who was another one of our fellow 
C.I.A agents kneeled down over the Silo’s hatch which was this circular manhole-type 
thing with one of those knobs you turn, hate to say it again, but you’ve probably seen it in 
movies. Anyhow Austin turned this knob and lifted up the hatch which exposed a spiral 
staircase enveloped in darkness. | finally decided to flip down my night vision goggles 
from my helmet, Austin, Reeves, and Spark pulled out their strap-on goggles, and well, 
strapped them on. We then began our descent. It was a good five minutes of just walking 
down creaky metal stairs. We all expected it to be a long descent like that, this was a 
nuclear missile silo after all, but for some reason, it felt like an eternity. 

O chimed in over the radio about a third of the way down 

“| found some info on those Mercenaries, apparently whoever hired them must have been 
extremely wealthy because two of them were paid upfront over a billion dollars cash, and 
they also were very convincing with their sales pitch, talking about things like a new world 
order, and that they were hired by the people who really run America, whatever that 
means...” He then switched over to a private channel the two of us had set up. 


“Anthony, | have a bad feeling about this.” 
| tried to reassure him while trying not to draw that much attention to myself 


“It ll be fine, we’ve dealt with enough of these weirdo political extremists, they're all the 
same.” 


He continued after a brief pause now even more anxious 
“Maybe so, but still, this seems. ..different.” 


We reached the ground floor and broke up to sweep the area. 
| waited until | was alone to respond to O. 


“O, trust me it'll be fine, besides, what’s the worst that could happen?” 
At that moment the lights flickered into life blinding my green night-vision eyes, | flipped 


the goggles up and took off my glasses to rub my eyes. | tore my hands away blinking 
feverishly to get my senses back in order when | heard a sudden scream in the distance. 


| slapped my glasses back on and readied my rifle, just as | had done when | walked 
down the stairs. | slammed my body against the open doorway of the room | was in. 
Peeking out of it as quickly as possible to try to get a bead on exactly what the hell was 
going on, but | found that the adjacent hall was completely empty. | carefully stepped out, 
aggressively sweeping the area through the sights of my gun, and as | did so my thoughts 
began to race, | kept telling myself that Spark could handle herself, but my head told me 
otherwise, it also told me that if either Austin or Reeves had died, that it had been on my 
watch, and it was just another death on my bloodied hands. | did my best to refocus, as 

| threw open the door to what | could only assume was the security room, | looked up at 
a large wall of computer monitors all linked to the Security cameras. 

My eyes jumped from screen to screen, as | desperately tried to find the source of all this, 
sure enough, the one on the bottom left displayed Reeves’s dead body front and center, 
| breathed a sigh of grief and relief, before catching out of the corner of my eye what 
appeared to be the blade of a sword, a rather familiar sword. | then heard the distinct 
sound of bullet fire right outside the room, | hopped out into the hall with my rifle in hand 
to see Austin firing into another room about two doors down from the security room | was 
in, | sprinted over to him standing next to the doorway in the middle, which Spark ran out 
of with a nervousness | had rarely seen, it was just then that Austin ran out of ammo. 
Just as he was about to lean back up against the doorway, a throwing knife struck him 
right in the shin, blood went flying right out the other end due to the incredible power of 
the throw, there was no mistaking who this was now. Spark dived over to Austin, setting 
him up against the doorway as | entered, to finally get a view of our attacker. 


“Z, haven’t seen you in a while.” 


“I'd hardly call a year a while, Anthony.” 

Z, which is indeed pronounced Zed. Like O she is Russian, they’re siblings after all, now 
looked completely different from when | had last seen her, the casual urban ninja motif 
had been abandoned for a tactile samurai loadout. She wasn’t the type to wear rock band 
t-shirts over body armor anymore, choosing to be decked out in an arsenal of weaponry 
instead, she had zero kevlar or any other type of bulletproof armory on, but she was 
strapped with nearly every type of gun holster, over a slick jet black jumpsuit, similar to 
the white one Ben wore in his superhero days, she also had a sash which held her 
signature katana along with other bladed weapons, but the thing that stuck out the most 
about her new outfit was the variety of large whip like grappling hooks which were strung 
across her body like vines. Z holstered her katana as she switched to twirling one of her 
grapples and began to circle the room taunting me. 


“Or should | call you Agent Assassin?” 

Her long bleached blonde hair trailed behind her, | followed it with my rifle as | tried 

to focus on what she was thinking, but her mind was scrambled, | couldn’t get a good 
picture of any of it. | couldn’t even make out a basic internal monologue, it was like trying 
to watch a show through Tv static. | still forced out a response to Z, trying to throw her off 
of my mental intrusion “You can call me whatever you want, it doesn’t change the fact that 
I’m bringing you in.” 


She laughed me off 

“You’re even talking like one of them, | have to admit you’re more committed to this than 

| thought you would be. | still find it hard to believe that after all you’ve done, you think you 
can just slap on a Kevlar vest with a flag on it and go around pretending you’ve changed. 
You're just doing what you’ve always done except now you think it's for some just cause.” 
| slowly lowered my rifle as | saw Spark approach Z from behind in a crouched position, 
trying to keep her occupied | continued the conversation “Well, I’m not the one raiding 

a nuclear missile silo.” She replied with a question, “Is that what you think I’m doing? 
Because right now I'm waiting for your friend to get close enough for me to do this!” 

Z spun down to the ground throwing her leg out for a good kick to Spark’s legs throwing 
her off balance enough to be grabbed and strangled by Z with one of her grapples. 

Z stood up with Spark still in hand and approached a table in the center of the room 
where a gray metal suitcase was resting. 


“| grabbed this from one of the vaults, I'm just a courier, let me leave with that case, 

and I'll let her go.” Spark gasped out for breath screaming through agony “Shoot!... Her!” 
| raised my rifle just as O screamed in my ear through the radio 

“Drop the damn gun, and do what she says!” | desperately muttered trying to idiotically 
get something, anything, out of my mouth “But She’s..” 

O screamed back “My sister! Stand the hell down, Anthony!” 

Z came to a sudden realization “You should do what he says, after all, you and I... 

we’re practically family, and you’ve already killed enough of us, haven’t you?” 

Goldface. Z still thought | had killed her father, when in reality, it was O, her own brother, 
who had killed their father out of self-defense. 


The memory made me hesitate, Spark gasped out again as a malevolent smile crept 
across Z’s face, she repelled her grapple into her hand and dropped Spark to the ground 
before grabbing the case and running off. | walked over to help Spark but she pushed me 
away and ran after Z, firing at her widely with her pistol, as they ran through the blank 
eerie circular halls. | followed as well although slower and further behind, my thoughts still 
lingering on the standoff. 


The chase ended at a hangar next to the nuclear missile at the lowest level, Z hopped 

into a singular jet fighter that seemed to have been waiting for her and flew off into the 
night sky. Spark continued to shoot at her as she flew away. The rest of the team met up 
with us just as Spark fired her last bullet, she tossed her gun to the ground, before finally 
addressing us “Everyone get back up top and wait for extraction.” The team took off, doing 
as she said. Spark was out of breath, exhausted. | stepped over to her. She pushed me 
back, lashing out “You and | are going to have a talk when we get back!” 

She walked away, and | was left standing on the cold metal ground, alone. 

Kid, | gotta tell ya 


| genuinely can’t help but feel stupid sometimes. 


Recording 3 

(O) Alright kid, | guess O get the next one, now look What I’m going to tell you is... 
Door slams open’ 

(Spark) Get out, it's my turn. 

(O) You don’t know how to work the recorder though. 

Footsteps* 

(Spark) Sure | do. You just press a button right? 

(O) It's a bit more complicated than that, | had to learn some sound mixing and how to 
simultaneously record digital, physical, and printed versions of these all at the same time, 
and | didn’t even mention the beeper. 

(Spark) Of course, you’re $4@‘ing beeper. | don’t think the kid is going to care if we 
swear, hell by the time they look at these | bet they’ll already have a full and colorful 
vocabulary. 

(O) | don’t think it's too unreasonable though. 

(Spark) Come on, you won’t even let us say $#!%. 

(O) Censorship is necessary sometimes. 

(Spark) Really?! This $#!% coming from you of all people!? 

(O) ...You can go, but | stay here, the same as last time. 

(Spark) Yeah, but last time we did this you... 

(O) | was what? In the background being the quiet little pushover? 

(Spark) ...%#*, let’s just do this. 

When we arrived back at the Pentagon my father immediately called me into his office, 
which was somehow worse than his old one, the paint was peeling on the drywall, there 
were exposed pipes that were busted and dripping, and electrical wiring going in every 
direction, and in the middle of all this was a basic rectangular wooden desk with a junker 
Pc and several photographs of his awards and meetings with other high ranking officials 
and politicians, that wouldn't fit onto the already cramped walls. | sat down in the chair 


across from his desk as he limped over to his own chair, setting his cane against the desk 
to make sure it didn’t fall. He had gotten slower, but that tends to happen with age. 


Even our own bodies and minds eventually turn against us. 

He opened his mouth, his dark skin warping around the hole in his cheek left by 

a grenade wound as if some fiery demon was trying to escape from his flesh. 

He finally began to form sentences in a low harsh tone that he had always worn and it 
was with these sentences that our little Daddy, daughter, scolding session began. 


“On October sixteenth, nineteen sixty-three, an American spy plane captured photos of 
nuclear missiles in Cuba that were being supplied by the, at the time Communist, Russian 
government. Worried about a potential nuclear threat, the U.S. government chose to send 
its own little secret weapon to Cuba in order to investigate, this weapon was of course the 
Superhumans, and as you know they disarmed the nukes, eliminated the Soviet group in 
Cuba and helped supply information which led to the joint battle of Moscow which ended 
the cold war, it was a turning point not just in American history but world history, it helped 
shape where we are now.” 


“| don’t need a history lesson, just get to the part where you tell me | screwed up, and 
you’re going to punish me.” 


He shifted his shoulders back like he was offended. He huffed out 


“What you don’t know, is that when the president received the news of the nukes in Cuba 
he... panicked, he became a complete nervous wreck and scrambled off to the head of 
MI6 who was a close personal friend of his and told him all about the nukes, in response 
to this the head of MI6 sent the organizations best agent, into Russia to obtain information 
on the soviets nuclear capabilities.” 


He looked ready to continue but struggled to cough out the next sentence 
“He died.” 
He resumed with the same tone as before 


“Of course, at the time no one knew this, so the C.I.A. sent a group of agents to recover 
him, but it was a suicide mission. The real purpose of the battle of Moscow wasn't to 
smash the Soviets, and we weren’t there because we found information that could bring 
them down, it was a rescue mission that went horribly wrong, but with the Superhumans 
behind us, one of our worst mistakes became one of our greatest victories. | hope this 
turns into one of those moments in history Spark, because if it doesn’t, well let’s just say 
that the fallout will be nothing compared to what we’re going through now.” 


| slumped back further in my chair, and let the lecture sink in, | could only come up with 
one reply “$#!% | swear sometimes | can’t tell if you’re trying to encourage or warn me.” 


“Why can’t it be both?” He coughed out with a raspy yet harsh voice, | smiled at his 
comment before he spoke again this time to simply dismiss me. | got up and walked out 
the door where Anthony was waiting for me. 


| addressed him with a snarl “Walk with me, and don’t even think about reading my mind.” 


| took him to the gym, the boxing ring to be more exact, and this action definitely left 
Anthony confused. 


“Fighting helps me think better.” 


He cracked a smile at the statement 
“You’re sure this isn’t just an excuse to beat me up?” 


| tossed him a training knife, a plastic imitation of the real thing. 
“No, it’s an excuse to work on my knife techniques.” 


“Well, don’t you need one too?” 
| lunged at him “Nope.” 


He twisted himself to the side avoiding my lunge, but it was just a trick to get his arm 
exposed for me to take the knife from him and give him a faux stab in the chest. 
“That’s minus one point.” | exclaimed. 


“Three-point system?” 
“You guessed it.” 


He kicked me away from him. My hand launched the knife into the air. 

Anthony reached his hand up, catching it and shoving it down toward me. | threw myself 
on the ground, sweeping his legs and taking the knife. | landed on top of him as he fell to 
the ground of the ring. | struck his chest again 


“Two.” 


He took my hand wrestling the knife away from me as he rolled himself off the ground 
striking me in the arm with the knife while doing so. 


“One. I’m about to make a comeback, you just wait and see.” 


| flipped myself off the ground, kicking Anthony in the face while doing so. 
| landed my feet on the ground, snatched the knife in the air, and prepared to strike 


“A comeback assumes that you were doing well in the first place.” 

| moved in, but Anthony blocked my arm with his and used his other hand to punch up 
against mine, freeing the knife and sending it airborne once again. We juggled it for a 
while until Anthony finally caught it again and held the blade just inches above my neck, 
where it hung idly as he taunted “What was that you said about a comeback?” | took his 
arm and twisted it taking the knife while doing so, and shoving it against his back 


“You have to have something to come back from.” 


We broke away from each other. 

As | put the knife back | said my piece. 

“You should’ve shot her when you had the chance.” 

He stabbed back at me “It’s not that simple, this isn’t just another target, she’s O’s sister, 
we both grew up with her.” | stopped dead in my tracks right after he said that. 

After all, | was just flattered that he put a known terrorist above me, one of his 

best friends. By the way O, that was sarcasm. 


(O) ...| know. 


(Spark) “Sigh” 

“She’s not who you grew up with. People change. You should always put the mission first, 
when you joined you took an oath to protect the U.S. from all enemies foreign and 
domestic, all of them. | get it you didn’t expect to see her, but one of these days you’re 
going to have to make a decision, and you better not hesitate.” 

| had assumed | had achieved a verbal victory but Anthony wasn’t done just yet 

“| couldn’t read her mind.” 

This was obviously new information to me but | was too caught up in my emotions to care. 
“That doesn’t change anything.” 

He shot back “You don’t understand | didn’t know what she was going to do, or what she 
was doing there, and she had to get that technology somehow.” 


“And you decide to tell me about this now?!” 

My tone may have been a bit out of line, but it did seem appropriate, considering 
Anthony’s social blindness at the moment, which he commented on with a basic 
“Well... Yeah.” 

| grumbled, almost sinking into my own skin in frustration as | turned around and walked 
away “Whatever | need to go talk to the rest of the team, I'll see you later.” 

| could hear Anthony shrug audibly behind me before making one last comment 
“Alright, but you still owe me that dinner.” 

(O) Heh. 

(Spark) Something funny? 

(O) No, it’s nothing. 

(Spark) Whatever, I’m done anyway. You take it. 

Footsteps* 


Door opening* 


‘Door closing* 


(O) Alright, kid listen up, because this is important. After the whole incident in Hawaii, 

| was asked to comb through everything in the facility’s system, to try to figure out what 
was in that suitcase, it was a cakewalk for the most part since | had been given full 
administrator privileges and access to the system but when | viewed the registry, 
something was off. The settings were all extremely tight for a government CPU, most 

of them are pretty loose because of all the stretching that needs to happen for everything 
to work smoothly, for instance, you’d usually want to keep the tracker on for security 
purposes, but this and all the other security and system sharing type settings were all 
turned off. | got worried and decided to break down further to the coding script, which 

| already had open on another monitor. It was basic binary code, nothing too complicated. 
| skimmed through it looking for a bug or something, maybe the inputs just got stuck 
because one of the users accidentally downloaded something sketchy. | did find 
something eventually, an irregularity in the coding that had somehow found its way in. 

| rolled the dice and clicked on it which expanded to reveal an incomplete coding script. 
Someone was playing with me. 

I quickly, and efficiently completed the script, and when | finished the entire system 
crashed and reopened, normally this would’ve been cause for panic but something told 
me that this was supposed to happen. New files appeared in the system one of which 
was a full inventory list, one item simply labeled, case, had been marked off, | noticed 
something else, it was placed in a file labeled Project: Mindgun. 

Just as | was about to call Anthony, and Spark to report my findings, the files all closed 
on their own and launched me right back to square one. | slumped back in my chair trying 
to comprehend what | had just seen when | caught something out of the corner of my eye. 
My second monitor had turned back on but instead of displaying the script, it had the 
commands list open, where a message was displayed. 


Hello 0. 


| leaned over, sweating, unnerved by the situation but not panicked. | typed down the one 
thing on my mind. 


What the fuck was that?! 
They responded quickly, and after that, an uneasy dialogue began to form. 


That was my warning to you. 


Warning? 


I figured it was best to show you, even if my time was limited. 


You're implying that this was an inside job. 


Whoever wanted Z to take the case is in the gov and already had it 
ready for her to take. 


You're catching on. 
Good. 


Why is that? 


The world’s changing 0, and I want to make sure the right people 
come out on top, and frankly, I’m hoping you're one of them. 
You're special O. 


I've heard that exact same thing from too many people to count, 
the thing that links them all together 

is that they all wanted something from me. 

So whoever you are. 

What do you want me to do? 


What do I want you to do? 

I want you to pretend this never happened. 

In approximately three hours all the mainstream news networks will 
report a sighting of Benevolent in a town in Louisiana, one of the 


presidential candidates also happens to be visiting the town. 

A hit’s been put out on him, so naturally they'll deploy the C.I.A 
u 

b 


nit you're a part of to protect him. I also have reason to 
elieve Z may be in the area during this time for reasons unknown. 


The fact this is all happening at the same time can't be a 
coincidence, I want you to report back to me every detail of 
what's happened the second I contact you again, but under no 
circumstances are you to tell anyone we spoke. 


Even if I choose to believe you, 
or even do what you say, 
Anthony will still find out. 


You let me worry about Agent Assassin. 


Sure, have fun taking on the 
highly trained bulletproof psychic alien hybrid Assassin. 


Believe me, I will. 
You're crazy, chances are you're 


just some basement-dwelling whacko who found some 
unsecure software and decided to play a joke. 


What do you know, you're funny too. 
Just watch 0. 
I want to help you but I can only do that if you let me. 


I'll talk to you soon. 


And then, just like that our conversation finished and the monitor went dark, before 
sparking back to life once again, displaying the system’s code as if nothing had happened. 


Recording 4 


(Ben) After the invasion, | reconsidered a lot of things. | wanted to try to live a normal life, 
at least as normal a life as someone like me could, and yet every day | was reminded of 
the horrors that | played a part in. The Superhumans and | were once these incorruptible 
beacons of hope, something to aspire toward, | like to think that we helped people, 

but after failing to stop Mr.Night, seeing him hurt Rachel like that, and then watching 
Anthony be the one to kill him and stop the invasion, it made me feel something | had 
never felt before. | once looked down on Earth, listening in on humanity, questioning and 
philosophizing it, now | walked on the ground with my own two feet, meeting the same 
people | used to watch from above. 

During that time though no one seemed to care about the little things. 

Most of the conversations | had with people would usually turn into what | would call the 
screws because that’s all that seemed to be on people’s minds 


“Screw the Krytall.” 

“Screw the President.” 

“Screw the Protesters.” 

“Screw everyone who’s not protesting.” 

“Screw the Republicans.” 

“Screw the Democrats.” 

“Screw everyone leaving the country.” 

“Screw everyone still in the country.” 

It was like you couldn't find a single person who didn’t have hate on their mind. 

| did try looking for work which was nearly impossible. I'm sure Anthony already told you 
about the politics of it all, but when it comes to things like the economy especially you just 
had to be there to really understand the desperation of it all. All the small businesses in 
the country had gone bankrupt, and even the largest, most cutthroat companies were 
struggling to hold on. | did finally find a job working at a sandwich franchise that seemed 
to be hanging on by a thread financially. They desperately took me in as soon as | told the 
manager | was looking for a job. With the money | earned, | rented an apartment across 
the street which was actually very easy considering how many people were leaving the 


country on a daily basis. 


| still didn’t feel right though. Every time | would watch the news or even go for a walk, 
| would be reminded of my past mistakes. 


One day | went for a walk through the park and stumbled upon an anti-alien protest. 
It seemed like the entire state had come out to participate. 

They marched through the streets with cardboard signs and vandalized Superhuman 
merchandise. They reached the center of the park and strung up a large doll of me... 
of Benevolent and threw all this merchandise on it before burning it, chanting, no 
screaming, 

through the entire event... 


“Broke our homes, we’ll break your bones!” 

“Killed our families, we killed yours too!” 

“Earth was never meant for you!” 

| just stood there and watched the whole thing, until the last man left. | had no thoughts 
no emotion, | was just empty. A camera recording a scene that | would never take active 
part in but still be forever connected to. 

The next day after work | was on my way home when | heard something just a few blocks 
down, | couldn’t make it out at first since | really hadn’t needed to use my enhanced 
senses for quite a while but | was able to tell what it was soon enough. 

Partially because of how recognizable it was to me. 

The sound of a person crying for help. 

| dipped into an alley and discreetly flew to the roof of the nearest building to try to get 

a better look at the situation. It was a house fire. | tuned my hearing to try to get a lock on 
where the closest first responders were coming from. | finally caught the sound of a siren 
in the distance, however, when | looked at the location it was coming from | realized it was 
nearly twenty miles away. The firefighters would never make it in time. 

| turned away muttering to myself. 

“Idiots, won’t make it in time.” 

| turned back. 

“They'll see you, you know what will happen when they see you.” 

| turned again. 

“They need help.” 

| felt like | was going insane. 


“IL can still go home.” 


| had to decide on something before | made talking to myself like a lunatic a habit. 


“Screw it.” 
| picked my feet off the ground. 
“Idiots, won’t make it in time.” 


| flew through the air toward the fire. As | pierced through the night sky the glasses | had 
used to conceal my identity broke and fell to the ground and the coat | was wearing was 
torn from my arms and left to the elements. That left me with just a T-shirt and a pair of 
blue jeans. | knew | would be recognized at this point but there was just no time to try to 
string up a disguise. No. There was no time at all.| arrived at the burning house to see a 
small group gathering around the building. A woman ran out of the house and joined the 
crowd, she was panicked, almost delirious. | overheard them say that everyone else had 
gotten out but the woman was screaming, no, pleading, begging for someone to go back 
in the house.Her son was still in there.| moved from my sentinel position in the sky and 
into the building itself, going through the open window on the third story and touching 
down on the fiery floor. | once again tuned my senses and in doing so picked up on a faint 
noise below me. | rushed downstairs and began ripping the house apart searching for any 
sign of life at literal inhuman speeds. | finally reached a closet tucked away in the corner 
of a small bedroom. | opened it to find a young boy who couldn't have been older than five 
curled up in the middle of it. He looked up at me through tearful eyes. 

The floor cracked and | heard the roof begin to collapse shortly after. 

“Kid listen to me, you need to get up!” | blurted it out anxiously as if he would just 
instinctively know what to do, but he was only a child and his response to me was a flow 
of frightened tears. The ceiling gave way. | threw my hands up to catch it, the weight 
pushing me down to my knees. The kid noticed this, stumbling up slowly onto all fours 

so as to stay low to the ground. “How...How are you doing that?” | came to a sudden 
understanding, | now realized the approach | would have to take if | wanted to get us both 
out alive. | slowly shifted my head down to look at the kid, giving him a smile “I’m...” 

| struggled to get the words out of my mouth, | had simply never expected to have to say 
them. 


“ma superhero.” 


The kid fully stood up, as a large look of awe took him away “No way...” 

| responded “Well how else do you think I’m doing this?” | motioned my head up to the 
ceiling, which fell further onto me gaining inches on my back every time | so much as 
breathed. | had to get this kid out of here. “What’s your name?” The kid was eager to 
respond “Jake.” | could tell he was still holding onto some shred of fear, | had to remain as 
calm as possible to make sure he didn’t collapse back into that fear, and lose his life to it. 
“Look, Jake, I’m going to need you to be brave ok, can you do that for me?” He nodded. 

| looked over to the window closest to me, thankfully it had already been opened. 

“As soon as | let go of this | want you to hop out that window, and I'll catch you, ok?” 

He froze. “You...you promise?” 

| was beginning to wear down. 


The weight of the ceiling and the heat of the fire were making for a dangerous 
combination, one that could take me at any moment. | still struggled out a short answer 
“| promise.” 


He frantically nodded again before running over to the window standing by it dutifully. 

| waited for just a fraction of a second before dropping the ceiling and punching through 
the floor and breaking through the front wall to come out the other side and catch Jake 
who had jumped out the window as | had told him to. He landed in my arms as | slowly 
landed on the ground to return him to his mother, she eagerly grabbed him and spat right 
in my face. 


“Stay away from my son, you alien freak!” 


| saw that the first responders had arrived, the firefighters, the paramedics, and the police, 
who had their guns all trained right on me. “Stand down, Krytall!” 
| took one step forward “Look, officer...” 


“HANDS BEHIND YOUR HEAD RIGHT NOW FREAK!” 

| did as he said, shifting my hands slowly behind my head. 

| heard Jake in the distance “Mama, why are they...” 

Someone in the crowd must have also overheard him because they felt the need to stand 
up for me “Hey, man he saved that kid, what’s your deal?!” 

That comment didn’t go over too well. “What are you an alien lover?” 

was the only response | heard that wasn't a scream or a slur. 

The police were growing distracted and anxious, the firefighters were unsure of if they 
should move to extinguish the flames or not, and the paramedics were still trying to figure 
out if they were even needed. It was in this uncomfortable standoff that a news van 
arrived, the crew bursting out to record footage, all the police had turned their attention 
away for a brief second to catch a glimpse of them, this gave me a brief window to flex my 
legs and leap off into flight.The police still noticed this quickly shifting back their focus and 
firing at me aimlessly, but | was already too far gone. 


The sky was my haven once again. 


Recording 5 


(Rachel) Hey kid, this is my first full recording on this tape, and well before | get started 
| wanna get some things out of the way. First of all, the others are full of crap. 


(O) Really, you’re gonna start this now? 


(Rachel) %$#* Yeah, hell if we weren’t doing this in order I’d just say what you did right 
now, but lucky for you | follow the rules. 


(O) Why do | get the feeling that most of this is going to be directed at me? 

(Rachel) Uhh, | don’t know... because most of it is! 

(O) You know what, I’m going to just leave. 

AChair screech’ 

“Footsteps” 

(O) For what it's worth though, Z was... 

(Rachel) That’s funny, | keep hearing noises, but none of them are the door opening. 
Door opening’ 

(O) You know, you can be a real asshole sometimes. 

Door closing’ 


(Rachel) ...Look kid, maybe | was a little rough on him, but trust me... 

you'll understand later. Anyhow I'll get back on topic. The thing you need to understand 
is that believe it or not a lot of people lie, shocker, | know, and it's those lies, that 
deception, that manipulates people into doing things, bad things. 

I’m probably not the one that should be giving this whole preamble, but | figure someone 
has to, and no one else here is interested in doing so. 

So | guess | have to be the one to do it. Our whole story, or history 

| guess can be seen in a number of ways, but in my opinion, the entire thing was a 
confusing shitshow clouded in a smokescreen of secrets, lies, and blood. 

Kid | know | seem like the type of person who doesn’t care about that much, you may 
think, I’m shallow, empty, basic, and any other words you may associate with a privileged 
rich dumb, possibly alcoholic, party girl such as myself, but | do have one value that 
always separated me from my peers, a value | would only ever see in one other person, 
and that’s truthfulness. 


The truth matters more than anything else. 

| hadn’t been doing much since the whole invasion incident, | was mainly recovering from 
the massive stab wound Mr. Night left me with, the one that went all the way through my 
stomach clean out my back, and left me paralyzed for a good few months. 

| was lucky enough to heal quickly, but | was permanently numb from the waist down, and 
my back still hurts like hell even after all these years. | was strung to a wheelchair for a 
few months which | was eventually able to trade in for a pair of crutches. 

A pair that | was with for pretty much this whole story, so | wasn’t really doing a whole lot 
of the crazy action stuff at this time, not that | would’ve in the first place. 

It may have actually been a good thing | had that stab wound though, because after the 
invasion a bunch of reporters were scrambling around for statements from me, and it was 
pretty easy to just say that | had no idea what the Superhumans were doing and once 

| found out they wasted no time kicking me out to the curb, and if anyone questioned that 
statement | could just point at the massive scar left behind. 

It was of course only the partial truth, considering all the crap with Ben trying to redeem 
himself and whatnot, speaking of which | hadn’t spoken to him at all since our last 
meeting at Worth Tower, which basically boiled down to “Look thanks for being my best 
friend and whatever, but I’m kinda wanted by every world government now, so I’m gonna 
dip, and don’t even try looking for me.” 


And | was like 


“Ok, that’s cool, | guess I’m gonna just learn how to walk again at my Dad’s old beach 
house in California since that’s the only place | still technically own after your alien death 
squad decided to invade the planet and leave me and my company bankrupt, so | guess 
I’m gonna just go waste away until all that’s left of me is cheap wine and incredibly 
fashionable sunglasses.” 


So you can imagine my surprise when | turn on the Tv one day and the first thing | see on 
the news isn't the usual fear-mongering political gossiping leeches smiling at me like 


soulless meat puppets, but a report of Ben saving a kid in some small town in Louisiana. 


What happened after | saw the report was base instinct, | packed a small suitcase, drove 
to the airport, and booked the next available flight to Louisiana. 


| didn’t know what | was really thinking besides maybe that | could help him in some way, 
or maybe it was something else, maybe just maybe... 


| knew what was coming. 


Recording 6 


(Anthony) After | had my talk with Spark, | started thinking some things over, it had been 
one year since the invasion, and since we met, so | kind of wanted to mark the occasion, 
y know. Especially taking this dinner into mind which would be the first time | had really 
gone out as a civilian since | joined the C.I.A. So of course my dumbass thought that this 
would be a good occasion for gift-giving. 


(O) You’re going to talk about the gun you gave Spark? 
(Anthony) Well, there you go, spoiling it. 


(O) | was just trying to verify if that’s where you were taking this. 
What was that gun called again? The fang? 


(Anthony) Yeah, it was the fang, and that is where I’m going with this which means we’re 
going to have to talk about Colton Ansaldo. 


(O) That's right | don’t think you’ve said anything about him yet. 


(Anthony) Well, that’s only because he was off in the Middle East during the invasion on 
some Exo assignment. 


(O) You know what, | hate getting off-topic, but you really need to explain this, before the 
kid gets lost. 


(Anthony) Agreed. 

Ok, kid, you know about Exo, the terrorist group my father, Calvin, built and led under the 
name Nexo to take down the Superhumans, and trained me to lead one day. 

Calvin was only in charge of a portion of Exo, he had a second in command, a lieutenant 
of sorts dedicated to running all the wetwork, this man was Colton Ansaldo. 


He was an ingenious gunsmith, a devoted catholic, a skilled martial artist, a chain smoker, 
the best sharpshooter I’d seen, and overall just one of the oddest men | have ever met, 
and considering that this is all coming from me, the Psychic alien hybrid Assassin, has to 
mean something. | hadn’t known much about the past Colton and Calvin shared at the 
time, but | later learned that they had met during a Superhuman op in the seventies, in 
Estonia where Colton was making a living selling old Soviet tech, leftover from their 
occupation, more specifically W.M.D’s, weapons of mass destruction, which is a pretty 
fancy term for nuclear weaponry. The interesting thing was Colton was only a teenager at 
the time and already running a full weapons trade, which caught the eye of some very 
powerful people. The C.I.A struck a very questionable deal with Colton that let him 
continue his weapons trade as long as he agreed to one condition, all nuclear arms trades 
had to be approved by the U.S. Colton didn’t like the deal but went along with it anyway, 


so after my mother’s death, and my birth, he took the opportunity to destroy almost all of 
his remaining nuclear materials and used the money he had made to build up Exo as 

an organization. The thing is, in all that time he ran his weapons trade, he had found the 
time to find a family, he married a woman from his home country of Colombia, and they 
had two children together, a girl, and a boy, Colton had made the decision to side with 
Calvin knowing that it meant he would never see his family again. 

As | grew up Calvin, had found several mentors to train me, but Colton insisted on 
teaching me everything about weaponry, he was a brutal teacher, but a fair one, he 
learned about my bulletproof skin early on when he fired a point thirty-two magnum at me 
when | had my back turned, he said that “| needed to learn what bullets feel like.” 


| was five at the time. 


He made me learn the ins and outs of every mass-market firearm. Most kids complain 
about having to memorize math equations, but | had to memorize bullet casings, spring 
specifications, gunpowder types, and weapon frames. Colton took teaching weaponry 
so seriously that he would only ever speak to me if | was talking about guns, at least until 
| was eight when he told me his favorite brand of cigarettes, before forcing me to 
participate in a live fire practice with thirty ex-mercenaries. 

He did pray though. Like | said he was religious, and he was very serious about his faith, 
he never swore, he never raised his voice, and | frequently heard him compliment me 
behind Calvin’s back. Even through all this, his thoughts still dwelled on his family, it was 
always easy for me to refocus myself when | picked up too much noise from other minds 
because | could always Identify Colton’s, Which is probably why | always preferred him 
compared to all my other teachers, he was strict, sure, but he was... 

Consistent. 


(O) That’s probably the best way to put him, of course, | didn’t meet him until... 
much later, and even then it was very briefly. 


(Anthony) Yeah, well kid, now that you’ve been through the Colton Ansaldo crash course 
| guess we can get back to... this. | didn't talk about this mainly because it wasn’t 
important at the time, but the last time | saw Calvin, | asked him to tell Colton to get the 
handgun that Spark had used in Vegas during the invasion, the one she strapped the 
bottle and laser pointer on to, you know all that. She had lost it somewhere in all the 
chaos and | thought it seemed like just the thing Colton would want considering how 
much of a gun nerd he is. A few weeks before where we are now, with Z and the Hawaii 
mission, and Ben’s public return, | had gotten a call from Colton off a burner phone telling 
me that he had found the gun and to contact him if | ever wanted it for whatever reason, 
so tying it all back up now, with all this stuff with Spark and wanting to do something for 
her | decided to call Colton back for the gun. 


I’m sorry this got so confusing, kid, believe me, I'll try to not do anything like that again. 


(O) It was kinda needed there though. 


(Anthony) Yeah, you’re right it sort of was. Anyway, | called Colton on a spare untraceable 
burner O had whipped up for me, thanks by the way. 


(O) You're welcome. 


(Anthony) | dialed the number Colton had given me into the burner and | was met with 

a feigned response “Who is this?” He was doing his best to lay on a fake American accent 
but | still knew who it was right away “Only your best student.” He laughed over the phone 
“Anthony, since when did you have a sense of self-worth?” 

| indulged him “What can | say, Colton, I’m in a good mood.” he kept up the joyous tone 
“Ha, Perhaps miracles are real after all. | suppose that this is about the gun?” 

| gave a quick “Yes.” Before he elaborated “Well, I’ve been busy trying to hold Exo 
together, considering that your Dad’s in jail, and we achieved our glorious purpose an alla 
that, but I'm finally back in the States for an Assassination gig on some politician in 
Louisiana.” Right before | could continue the conversation, | noticed a large group running 
into the breakroom, which | was standing just outside of. Spark followed shortly at the 
same frantic pace as the others, she grabbed me by the shoulder, and | covered the 
burner as she dragged me into the room “What is it?” | asked the question right before 
receiving the answer in the form of a television report, you can probably guess which one 
at this point, it shined in the middle of the room like a bright bastion of doom, | pushed the 
phone back up to my face “I'll call you back.” 

The room erupted into chaos as soon as the report was over. “You think it's really him?” 
Spark said still in shock, she probably hadn’t even noticed | was on the phone. 

| overheard Chuck in the back of the room riling up his fellow marines saying things like 
how “We should have killed all those alien %#!&ers when we had the chance!” 

his friend replied “I told you, man, they’re still here, and they’re breeding too, that 
commander's weirdo boyfriend is proof of that.” next of course came a comment from one 
of our own C.I.A guys “Wait, that Assassin guy? | thought he and his hacker friend were 
both just mental or something.” | stormed out of the room with Spark following behind me 


“You’re going to talk to Yalvin?” 

“No, | just want to make sure he isn’t going to do anything stupid.” 

(O) | remember you continued walking to his office while Spark stopped for a second, 

and | approached her from behind “I saw the news.” My comment caught her off guard 
but she refocused very quickly “Yeah, one of the presidential candidates is there too, 
campaigning, what are the chances?” | felt my skin crawl. “Yeah, what are the chances...” 
Spark and | followed Anthony into the briefing room, where Yalvin was currently residing, 
as he watched the chaos all unfold before him... 

(Anthony) Do you think | should get Spark in here, to help us? 

(O) No, | think we’re doing fine. 


(Anthony) Yeah, it's just she’s pretty important for this part, so | just thought... 


(O) What’s wrong with just you and | doing this? 


(Anthony) Nothing, but... look | know you two don’t see eye to eye but, 
she’s a part of this too, 


(O) Look, I'm not stupid, I’m fine with you just saying you’d rather be with her, over me. 
(Anthony) It's not like that, you’re making this too personal. 

(O) You’re just lying to yourself. 

(Anthony) And you just don’t want to have to debate with someone. 

(O) Is that wrong? | thought avoiding conflict was good. 

(Anthony) Well...It's a good thing to have humane conversations about hard topics. 


(O) She doesn’t want to be humane though, | respect Spark but we can both agree civil 
isn’t exactly her thing. 


(Anthony) She can be nice if you give her the chance. 

(O) ...Did you ever give her that chance? 

(Anthony) | wouldn't be alive if | didn’t. 

(O) ...Yeah %#!* it. Go get her. 

(Anthony) Alright. 

(O) I'll just skip to a new recording so we'll talk over the details, away from all this. 
(Anthony) Details? 

(O) She wants me to stop censoring stuff. 


(Anthony) Yeah, | mean we talk about extreme violence like it's nothing, so | don’t think 
bleeping out calling someone a son of a bitch seems fair. 


(O) Yeah, and the violence only gets worse. 
(Anthony) Yeah... we'll talk about it later, I'll get her in here. 


(O) Ok. 


“Footsteps* 
Door opening’ 
Door closing’ 


(O) ...l swear, kid, those two are going to be the death of each other. 


Recording 7 

(Spark) Ok, so no more of that bloody beeper, right? 

(O) Yep. 

(Spark) Fuck yeah. That shit really pissed me off. 

(O) Just be conservative with it. 

(Anthony) And, stay on topic. 

(Spark) We are going to have to eventually touch on that though. 

(O) ...l agree it’s just inevitable. 

(Anthony) We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. Let’s just get going. 

(Spark) Alright, you two said you picked up in the briefing room so I'll take it from here 
since we are talking about my father and all. 

The briefing room was basically this dark damp room with this cylindrical monitoring 
platform in the center of it, which is code for a glorified stepping stool that overlooked a 
crap load of computers, and televisions, it did have one thing on it though, a chess board, 


that he was setting up for a game as | walked in with O. 


(Anthony) And | was already talking to him “Look, Director, | know you want to go in guns 
blazing but our best option is to keep this quiet.” 


(Spark) Then he glanced back at you and questioned “What are you proposing?” 


(Anthony) “Just let us talk to him.” That was when he noticed you two in the room, 

and you could see the gears in his head begin to turn, as he spoke. “Fine, but one of the 
presidential candidates has been campaigning in that town, he'll need to be secured 
beforehand, we have intel that a hit was placed on him not too long ago, | know it's a long 
shot but it may be connected to all this Benevolent nonsense. Secure the Candidate and 
then locate Ben, clear?” 


“Clear.” 

| replied as | suddenly remembered what Colton said, he was in Louisiana to kill a 
prominent Politician, and there was no doubt in my mind that this was the Presidential 
candidate. 


(Spark) But of course, you’d wait to tell us that. 


(Anthony) Well, | didn’t really think it was a good idea to say that a world-renowned 
sharpshooter, who just happened to train me, was going to kill probably one of the most 
important men in the U.S. at that time. 

They would’ve sent everything after him, and he wouldn't have even broken a sweat. 


(Spark) | didn’t say it was a bad thing, | actually think just negotiating with him was a good 
idea. 


(Anthony) Was that supposed to be a compliment? 

(Spark) Take it however you want to. 

(Anthony) Well, now you have me thinking that you were being sarcastic or something. 
(Spark) Trust me you’ll know when I'm being sarcastic. 

(Anthony) Was that sarcasm? 

(Spark) Let’s just get on with it. 

(O) Good idea. 


(Spark) So, we agreed to secure the presidential candidate and took off for Louisiana with 
the same team that we had for the Hawai mission. We took a plane ride that was only 
around two hours arriving at a Lousianian airport and then driving the rest of the way into 
the city, where we reached a very large house, a sort of manor really, near the city park. 
The building was massive, old, and deteriorating, it was grand but seemed like it could 
come apart at any second. It seemed very out of place compared to the bold monolithic 
modern architecture covering the rest of the city. Our team approached this foreign 
building as | relayed my orders. “I want the Marines to form an armed perimeter, Chuck 
lead a small unit in civilian garb to scan the park, the rest of us will enter the house.” 
They all did as told, following my instructions to the letter. | waited a minute for them all 
to get into position before walking up to the front door. 

| knocked on it and awaited some sort of greeting or response, but it never came. 

| turned to Anthony “Are you picking up anything from inside?” 


(Anthony) | shook my head “A small thought, its faint though, could be anything.” 
| reached for my gun, | noticed a few of our teammates do the same as | spoke. 
“It's your call, commander.” 


(Spark) So it was. | took out my handgun and shot the door’s lock. 
“Sweep the building, find him!” 


The team split in all directions searching frantically for our unusually seclusive politician. 


(O) | walked into the house shortly after you breached it. 


(Spark) Is that right? | didn’t see you. 

(O) | did, you all were sweeping through it like rats scurrying blindly through a maze, 
checking all the open main rooms, you didn’t even think to check the most obvious spot 
of all... The bathroom. 

(Anthony) Yeah, we can be pretty stupid sometimes huh? 

(Spark) Maybe you can. 

(Anthony) Now that’s definitely sarcasm. 

(Spark) Congratulations, Anthony, do you want a medal? 

(Anthony) Ok, no need to patronize me, Sparky. 


(Spark) | hate that nickname. 


(Anthony) Well, what else am | supposed to call you? It's not like you can do much with 
Spark, to begin with. 


(Spark) You can just stick with Spark... Tony. 

(Anthony) Ok, that was uncalled for. 

(O) Can we just get back to where we were? 

(Anthony) Yeah, sure, right. You found the Presidential candidate in the bathroom, but... 


(O) He was dead, very dead. | called everyone over to see the body, which was laying in 
the bathtub with a very large cut on the neck indicating some sort of struggle, but this was 
of course when you took off. 


(Anthony) That’s right. After we all saw the body you began setting up your equipment in 
the living room on the right side of the house while Spark was on the radio with the units 
outside trying to locate the assailant, | already had my own lead though. | stepped outside 
and honed my mind to locate a singular thought pattern, it was easy enough to find since 
it was so recognizable to me. Just as | had predicted. 


Colton Ansaldo was nearby. 


| made my way into a trashy alleyway just a block away. It was steaming with filth, the 
concrete ground was covered in mud, and other... fluids, and | thought | saw some sort of 
dead rodent there too. Overall, the type of place | never want to go to but have been far 
too many times in my life. 


| slowly drew my handgun once again and scanned the area when | reached the end of 
the alley, | still hadn’t found Colton or any trace of him. Just as | was preparing to leave, 
when | caught the whiff of something... The distinct smell of a burning cigarette | then 
heard a sharp thought behind me along with the subtle click of a loaded gun. 

| spun around to face my attacker lunging out for them with a quick punch which they 
dodged and countered with a pistol whip. | grabbed their arm before they could hit me and 
disarmed them, they then did the same to me. 


“Seems as if we’re evenly matched, amigo.” 

My eyes finally met Colton’s face, he had aged since | last saw him. He wasn't up to the 
amount of wrinkles and warts of Calvin, but he was definitely on his way. He used his teeth 
to move the cigarette he held in his mouth away from my face, puffing smoke out as he did 
so, the vile smell made my head flinch back. 

Moving away from him | dropped my arms and handed him back his gun. 

“You said you were here for a job Colton, have you done it yet?” 

He seemed confused by the question “Job?” | did an odd combination of a nod and a 
shrug hoping that his memory would catch up to him. “Oh yes the idiot who wants to be 
president, no | was actually on my way when | spotted you and your friends pulling up to 
his manor. Sorry, Anthony, it's just... | guess | didn’t expect you to look so old.” 

| held out my hand for my gun, which he promptly returned to me. 

| holstered it as Colton reignited the conversation, silence seemed to bother him 

“Why are you asking me about the Job, | thought you were seeing me for the gun.” 

| explained with a simple response 


“Your hit is already dead.” 


He shook his head, while chewing on the still burning cigarette and swore at the ground, 
well | say swear, but Colton never swore so much as he frustratingly mumbled, sort of like 
an upset cartoon character, or a child who hadn't gotten their way. 

He pressed his right hand across his face and slid it down remarking 

“Well that... that complicates things.” 

| had to ask the question. “How so?” 

“This hit was ordered by a, uh... rather important client who hired me to kill the candidate 
here, along with another job in Paris.” He sighed, his navy blue coat seemed to flow with 
his breath as the t-shirt that hid a Kevlar vest flexed against the cross around his neck. 

| didn’t have to read his mind to know he wasn’t telling the whole truth, but when | went in 
to see what he was hiding from me, he quickly changed the subject. 


“| can’t do it alone you know, running Exo | mean. With your Father in prison, they’re 
looking for leadership, a symbol, something | can’t give them. The only leader | believe in 
is the lord after all.” | quickly shot down Colton’s offer 

“Look, | know | was supposed to take over Exo, but that’s just not who | am anymore.” 
He insisted “Well who are you now, Agent Assassin? No, we all have our destinies, | was 
born to be Colton Ansaldo, legendary gunsmith, and you were born to be Anthony 
Assassin, the world’s deadliest killer, and leader of the largest private military on the 
planet. At least... that’s the dream. Ey?” 


| shrugged again, shaking my head 

“No, trust me, Colton, this is who | am now, and I’m happy with it.” 

He stepped back and took out a relatively average-looking jewelry case. 

“Ok, you’ve changed, | can see it, that look in your eyes, | know what it means. 

Do you want to tell me who she is at least?” 

Unaware of what he was hinting at, | questioned him “She?” 

He smirked “Or he, the lord doesn’t discriminate, and neither do I.” 

A sudden realization came over me “Look, | didn’t change for anyone, this is all me.” 
He laughed “Oh please, the gun gift, this sudden restraint, I’ve seen it all before. 

I’ve gone through it before, you love someone, it's nothing to be ashamed of.” 

| reached for the case, but he threw it into his other hand before | could grab it 

“| mean it doesn’t have to necessarily be romantic, it could be someone you protect or 
look after, a child perhaps. Either way, you need them, just admit it, and I’ll give you this.” 
He shook the jewelry case taunting me. 

| responded. 


“Alright, you win, | admit it, now give me the case.” 

Colton’s grin expanded to the point where his cigarette was now slipping out of his mouth, 
as his wrinkles grew around it. “That’s a cop-out, | want to hear you say it. Amigo, | want 
for you to say the words, because | can just see it in your face, that you want to, you want 
to scream it out at the top of your lungs from the highest mountain for everyone to hear.” 

| shifted my shoulders back and cracked my neck, in order to still seem like | wasn’t 
vulnerable. He tested me further “I don’t remember you being this hesitant before, you 
never hesitated while killing, even when | would’ve. You know what | think? | think you’re 
scared.” | took out my gun and spun it from the trigger, like a cowboy from a spaghetti 
western. | stared at it in my left hand as it went by turning and turning, | stopped it before 
spinning it one more time. 


“I’m in love Colton, but that’s not why I’m scared.” 

He handed me the case, | holstered my gun again as | took the case from him. 

He began to walk away from me, backwards, doing a sort of faux salute before turning 
away “That’s good enough for me Amigo.” 

| gripped the case, turning it over in my hands before shouting back at him. 


“You know those cigarettes are gonna kill you, one day!” 


He laughed 
“What makes you think I’m going to live long enough for that to happen amigo?” 


(Spark) You told us you just reasoned with him, | knew nothing about that last part. 
(O) Neither did I. 


(Anthony) Well, that’s why we’re doing this right? So that everything’s clear? 


(Spark) Yeah... 


(O) Speaking of clear. Just before you returned to the manor | had finished setting up my 
surveillance equipment so we could find Benevolent, | turned it all on and sat down ina 
large lounge chair that just happened to be in the room | was sitting in, when | had gotten 
comfortable | looked up to my monitors which were automatically wired to the manor’s 
security cameras, because of course, a place like that had them. | was about to tap into 
the citywide feed when | figured that perhaps | could see who killed the candidate if 

| rewinded the footage. | suppose this thought hadn’t occurred to anyone investigating his 
death, or maybe they just didn’t feel like talking to me. | set the footage back to the last 
night, then | watched it, and then | watched it again, and again until | finally processed 
what | was seeing. | ran over to the coroners now inspecting the body in the bathroom. 


(Spark) Yeah, | remember seeing you run in there, and | joined to see what the fuss was 
about. You pushed the coroners aside as they asked what you were doing there. 

Then you put your hands on the neck of the body, where the cut was. 

The skin mushed around your fingers like jelly as you stuck your hands in and began to 
move it around, blood spilling down like jelly. 

Then you dug it out, and the coroners asked you what it was. 


(O) “It’s a kunai, a type of throwing knife, the gold pattern on the handle, the weight of it, 
the sharpness, the depth of the wound, it’s custom built, and | only know one person with 
the skills to make it.” 

Then we heard some commotion coming from the other room, where my equipment was. 


(Anthony) Which was when | came back from my talk with Colton. 
(Spark) That’s right. We all walked over there to see what was going on. 


(O) But before that, | quickly handed over the Kunai to the Coroners and washed my 
hands. When | made it over to the other room we saw that everyone was gathered around 
my equipment, | bumped into Anthony and Spark as we slowly approached to see what 
everyone was looking at. 


(Spark) It was a traffic camera which was pointed right at an apartment building that 
Benevolent was walking into. “Where is this?” 

Chuck, who was now sitting in the lounge chair responded 

“Just a few blocks from here.” | clapped my hands together once to gain the attention of 
the crowded room full of meathead idiots with Kevlar and automatic weapons and spoke 
in my loudest deepest tone “THEN WHAT ARE YOU LADIES WAITING FOR LET’S GO 
GET THIS SON OF A BITCH!” 


Everyone simultaneously sprang up and out of the room, before filing into their vehicles. 


(Anthony) Yeah, we all left but O stayed with the coroners. 


(O) ...I did. | hadn’t changed the feed so | just wanted to see who did, that’s it. 

(Spark) Well, who did it? 

(O) ...No one, |, uh... | must've just changed to the city cameras without realizing. 
(Spark) Ok, we can call it there then? 

(Anthony) Yeah, we’ll need Rachel and Ben for the next one, but yeah, we’re good. 

(O) I'll cut it off then, see you two later. 

(Anthony) Alright. 

“Footsteps* 

Door opening’ 

Door closing’ 

(O) | didn’t change the cameras. | waited until everyone was out of the room before | sat 
back down, even then | still looked over my shoulder to be sure, | saw that the coroners 
were also leaving with the Candidate's body in a bag, when | was sure they were gone 


| closed out of my surveillance program to see a message waiting for me. 


What did I tell you? 
I take it you changed the cameras? 
I did. 
How do you have access to my programs? 
I'm talented, like you. 
Don’t you want to know how 


I knew all this would happen? 


You planned it 


Close, but no cigar. 


I knew Z would be in the area but I didn’t know why. 
I suspected she would kill the candidate but I didn’t know for 
sure. 


Well, if you aren't Z 
how do you know all these things? 


I've had time to obtain certain 
information. 


What type of information? 
Are you some sort of government insider? 


You keep asking for my identity as if it matters, 
though I suppose you could call me an insider. 


If you would like to. 
Why does it matter what I like? 


Because if this partnership is going to work I need you to trust 
me. 


This isn't a partnership. 
What would you call it then? 
I've helped you more than Agent Assassin and that brutish British 
woman. 
They're my friends. 
Friends? Really? 


They drag you along like you're a sick puppy. 
They only care about you when you're useful to them. 


You're wrong I've known Anthony for as long as I can remember, 
he cares about me. 


No, he only cares about his little sidekick. 


You're a tag-along, he wouldn't care if you were in any real 
trouble. 

He just pity’s you, the socially inept computer prodigy, that's 
the only reason he puts up with you. 

Spark's the one he really cares about, she redeemed him after all. 
They're like star-crossed lovers caught up in a miraculous 
adventure, and you? 


You're just the third wheel. 


| began feverishly typing up a response, but | quickly deleted it. | slumped down in my 
chair only able to think one thing, as much as | didn’t want to admit it, whoever this was... 


They were right. 


Recording 8 


(Rachel) When | arrived in Louisiana, the first thing | did was obviously get something to 
eat, well actually | think | used the bathroom before that, no wait, | got something to eat, 
and then | used the bathroom, and then | ate again, and then | took a nap, and | did that 
all at the airport. Which seems odd, but kid trust me if you’ve ever had Jet lag and had to 
sit in coach you would understand. Anyhow after all of that, | double-checked the news 
report for the location of the fire, and then | hailed a taxi, and... 

Wait before that | think | changed my clothes since my other outfit got all wrinkled on the 
plane, yeah | did that after the nap, but before | ate again? 

Ok, just so we're clear | took a plane to Louisiana | landed I... 


(Spark) Oh, bloody hell, would you get to the point! 
(O) ...Did you say my name? 

(Spark) What? 

(O) What? 


(Rachel) Ok whatever, the point is | arrived at the scene of the fire that Ben was spotted at 
and started asking around, | eventually worked my way to that sandwich chain restaurant 
he was working for where | got an address, to an apartment complex a few blocks away, 

| then walked over to this apartment, and walked up to the front door where there was one 
of those room caller thingy’s, y'know the ones with the names and the buttons underneath 
where you can press the button and be like “Helloooooo, let me in!” Yeah, | was about to 
press that when all these unmarked government vehicles pulled up behind me, and the 
immediate thought going through my head was of course if | remembered to pay for my 
food, and the other was if | left my stove on back home, and of course the whole business 
with Ben, | had a lot on my mind that day, | guess you could say | was acting pretty stupid. 


(Spark) “Whispering’ Sure... “acting.” 

(Anthony) *Chuckle* 

(Rachel) Did you say something? 

(Anthony) No, carry on. 

(Rachel) Alright, well this is the part where you came in because you two were in one of 
the vehicles and when you got out you were all like “Rachel, is it really you? It's been so 


long, you look great, | see you’re walking again, with crutches, sure, but still, that’s 
progress! We're both so happy to see you!” 


(Spark) Really because | remember saying “Rachel? What the hell are you doing here?” 


(Rachel) Well, | was thinking more in terms of the subtext, like what you were really saying 
underneath all that. 


(Spark) It was pretty straightforward though, | was just wondering what you were doing 
there. Not everything has to have a hidden meaning. 


(Rachel) Ok, fine, either way, my response was simple enough “I’m here to see Ben.” 
(Spark) To which | asked, “Who's Ben?” 


(Rachel) It took me a moment to realize that you hadn’t been told about his whole 
rename/ secret identity thing so | explained it in a very simple way “Well, basically after 
the invasion, | think it was a few weeks, or maybe a month, it doesn’t matter Benevolent 
visited me and explained that he finally understood humanity, or wanted to anyway, so he 
wanted to live among humans but Benevolent isn’t a good normal name, and he was, is, 
sort of wanted by every world government for obvious invading the earth reasons so he 
told me he was going to go by Ben from now on.” 


(Spark) | stood there blankly before summarizing Rachel’s answer in the form of a 
rhetorical question. “So Benevolent took the first three letters of his name and used that 
as a secret identity, like some comic book superhero?” 


(Anthony) | had to state the obvious “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.” 
(Rachel) To which | just had to say “Isn’t your last name Assassin?” 


(Anthony) | just huffed at that, and frankly, | kinda am getting sick of people bringing that 
up. 


(Rachel) Well, you do have to admit it's weird, it’d be like a janitor being named 
Larry J. Janitor or a chef being named Gordo R. Chef, or my name being 
Rachel B. Formerly wealthy now unemployed. 


(Anthony) Ok, | get it. 


(Rachel) Agent Assassin is pretty odd as well. | mean it’s two professions basically, what 
if someone named themself Doctor Surgeon, Construction Plumber, or even 
Frycook | also play the guitar in a garage band with my friends James and Lars. 


(Anthony) | said | get it! The real question on everyone's mind was how you even found 
where Ben lived in the first place. | asked you that, and you just explained what you 
already told us, and Spark said... 


(Spark) That “We should have just done what she did, instead of dealing with the dead 
candidate.” 


(Anthony) Exactly. 


(Spark) It was after | said this that | looked back to Rachel standing at the entrance of the 
very average-looking apartment complex that | got an idea, at this point our experience 
with both Ben and Rachel was limited to the Invasion and what happened before which 
was... 


(Rachel) You kidnapping me. 
(Anthony) And my, multiple, fights with Ben. 


(Spark) So | figured that Ben would be more willing to talk to Rachel than the two of us, 
especially considering... 


(Anthony) What? That, my Mother was one of his closest friends, and my Father was his 
greatest enemy not to mention | also killed Current, another one of his friends, and my 
Father, Calvin had killed Transport by blowing up her head with his laser gloves, not to 
mention of course we kidnapped Rachel pretty much his only still living friend, and he had 
broken my Mom’s glasses which | had to repair with duct tape, and | was born with her 
Psychic and Telekinetic powers which | used to kill Mr.Night another one of his closest 
friends who he had a very complicated relationship with, stopping the Invasion he had 
been sent to prepare for and in turn exposing his, mine and the entire Superhumans, 
Alien heritage, ultimately destroying their legacy of charity, and superheroics sending him 
into a life on the run. 


(Spark) Yeah, all that. | decided to signal the others to stand back while the three of us 
went into the Apartment complex. 


(Anthony) As we walked in | did a psychic scan to locate Ben, he had these Psychic 
blockers that gave off this sort of weird feedback loop, like looking at a faint blinking light 
off in the distance of a dark room. It was easy enough to find. He was on the third floor of 
the complex in the fourth room on the left. Spark and | stood behind Rachel as she 
knocked on the door. 


(Rachel) | knocked twice before speaking “Ben are you in there? It's me, Rachel.” 

| could hear talking from behind the door like two people moving around frantically, almost 
like they were panicking or shocked. 

| knocked one more time before Spark pulled me away. 


(Spark) | spun the doorknob, it was locked of course. 

| muttered to myself “I don’t like this.” 

Anthony slid his gun out. | followed his lead, we stood on opposite sides of the doorway, 
as he aimed his handgun at the area of the door where it met the knob, and pulled the 


trigger blowing off the knob allowing me to kick the door down and breach the room with 
Anthony. It was neat, well kept, however, barely any personal items were present, beyond 
the obvious clothes and other apparel. The first room, a kitchen/ living area was empty, 
Rachel stepped in behind us, | motioned for her to stay put as Anthony and | moved into 
the two other rooms, a bathroom which was empty, and a Bedroom. 


(Anthony) | was the first to reach it. | opened the door to find every, drawer, and cabinet 
opened and spilled out, almost like someone was looking for something, | then saw Ben 
tied up on the floor in a complex series of thick nylon ropes, one of which was strung 
between his mouth, his jaw being forced to bite over it to keep the system in place. 

| ran over to free him, untying the ropes as Spark entered the room. 

Ben looked out of shape, he was exhausted and his eyes wandered around the room 
desperate to grab onto something. | took him by the shoulder “Ben it's me, Anthony, 
Calvin, and Psych’s kid, we had that fight at the nightclub, stopped the invasion?” 


He was still unable to concentrate, it was as if he didn’t see me, or like his mind wasn’t 
working properly. | placed my hands on his head. Spark questioned me 

“Doesn't he have blockers?” 

| moved his head to face mine, our eyes locked as | gave Spark a response 

“| know, but | still want to try something.” 

| began my usual process of entering someone's mind. Now it didn’t entirely work at first 
but | found something to jumpstart it in a way. | was able to move my fingers behind Ben’s 
ears where a small switch-like mechanism was present | flipped it and suddenly a tsunami 
poured into my head, it was an almost incompressible number of words, and images, of 
places, and planets, | never knew existed, and at the end of it, all... 


Was a lone figure with rotting skin in a cloak, smiling at me. 


Ben suddenly sprung to life, tossing me out of his mind with an aggressive Psychic punch, 
grabbing me by the throat and slamming me against the closest wall. 
Spark raised her gun at him as Rachel entered the room. 


“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO!?” 


Rachel screamed at us like we were a bunch of schoolchildren who had just eaten glue or 
something. Ben tightened his grip on my throat 


“Don't ever do that again.” 

| nodded, as he flipped back the switch on his ear. He dropped me to the ground as | tried 
to explain while gasping for air “I was just trying to figure out what happened to you... 
someone tied you up, ransacked the place.” 

Ben turned his head back toward the kitchen while stating 

“| know. She’s still here.” 

We all fixed our gazes to the Kitchen where Z was standing idly with the case she had 
taken from Hawaii still in hand. 


Recording 9 


(Ben) | had returned home after the fire knowing that my Identity, and this so-called life 

| had built with it were compromised. | spent the night taking in my situation, and... 
planning. In the morning | went out to get my stuff from work, nothing that important really 
| only left my uniform and a pair of shoes there. | noticed a few people giving me looks as 
| walked down the street. | heard voices behind me but | didn’t bother to listen to them, 

| already suspected what they were saying. After | got my things and began the walk back 
to my apartment, | noticed a figure standing on top of a roof staring directly at me, 

| considered shrugging it off at first, | already had enough on my plate after all, but kid if 
there’s one thing I’ve learned in all my years its that if there’s even a chance of danger, 
you need to take it as an absolute certainty. 

| walked around a few blocks to lose them but the figure seemed to follow my every move, 
this confirmed my suspicions but led to even more people spotting me, | knew it was only 
a matter of time until the wrong person did so. | ducked into an alleyway and flew up the 
side of the closest building stopping right before | reached the roof. 

| then peeked over to see if | was still being followed. 

| didn’t see anyone so | climbed up fully onto the roof, only to find that once again no one 
was there. It felt eerie, wrong, something was very, very wrong. 

| suddenly heard a faint buzzing, it began to get louder until | could feel it right behind me, 
it then changed to the sound of breathing, it was on me now, the unnerving touch of 
inhaling and exhaling, | spun around delivering a quick punch while doing so, but... there 
was still no one there. | ran back to my apartment, | can normally reach speeds of six 
hundred miles per hour on foot and over seven hundred when I'm flying, | used to be able 
to go much, much faster but age has slowed me down. 

That day though, | think | may have reached at least eight hundred because | was at the 
front door of my apartment complex in under a millisecond. 

| hung at the door for a second, scanning the area before | entered, and went straight to 
my apartment where | found the place ransacked. Someone had gone through every nook 
and cranny of every drawer, shelf, and closet, searching for something. 

| dropped my stuff down on my couch and went into my bedroom, as | did so | began to 
hear it again, the buzzing. | entered my room to see Z sitting on my bed with her legs 
crossed casually, in her hands she held a glimmering silver briefcase and a device that 
seemed familiar to me, | couldn’t place it though, in fact, | still can’t. 

| stumbled into the wall on the left, my head leaving a large dent in it as | slumped to the 
ground, my head was spinning, all | could hear was the buzzing and the voice above it. 
“Hi Benevolent, or should | call you Ben? | hope you still remember me, we never talked 
that much, actually come to think of it, | don’t think we’ve ever talked, but you see my Dad, 
Goldface, he had some business with you back in the day. In fact, the day he died, and 
this is quite clever actually, he set up, you Nexo, Anthony, and the rest of the 
Superhumans to all show up at his club and fight each other, in a sort of survival of the 
fittest type deal.” She uncrossed her legs and got up from the bed, she continued her 
monologue as she approached me. “But of course, only one of the Superhumans died 
that day, along with one other man, one very important man. Goldface himself. 


Constantin Gold. After he died my mother told me everything, | know all about what you 
found in Cuba, and | know what you did with it afterwards .” 


| was choking on my own saliva now, frothing at the mouth like a rabid dog. 
| managed to shove a question out of my failing mouth “Why... are you... here?” 


She kneeled down to confront me, she was direct, cold. | couldn’t help but be reminded of 
Mr.Night. Z grabbed my head and shoved it against the wall leaning in to deliver her reply. 


*The Mindguns.” 


| couldn’t respond, not only had my brain been turned to slush, but It had been years 
since | had heard anyone even say Mindgun, mainly because there were only two other 
people alive who should have known about their existence. 

| had no idea where she could have heard the name or fallen under the idea that they 
were... well whatever she thought they were, but it brought up some memories, ones that 
| would have rather left behind. 


Z picked me up and began to tie one of her grapples around me. | didn’t know why at first 
but the reason became clear to me when | heard Rachel’s voice, along with her knocking 
on the door again. Whatever device Z had used took me after that, it felt like | was asleep 
for a full day until | sensed something touching my mind again. It seemed to kick me back 
to my normal state of being, my brain snapped back into place nearly instantaneously but 
there was a moment however brief that | was exposed, my past was exposed. | tried to 
think of something else quick enough to keep whoever it was from seeing too much, but 
there was one image | couldn't hide, and it was the worst one of all. 

| woke back up to see Anthony, Rachel, and Spark. This was of course when | threw 
Anthony against the wall, and then Z made her presence known, which brings us all back 
to where we left off. 


(Rachel) Sure does. Anthony, you said you were going to take it right? 
(Anthony) | did. | think it's safe to assume we were all shocked by Z’s presence. 


(Rachel) Well, this was the first time | ever even saw her, but judging from everyone's 
reaction it was easy to tell that she wasn’t anyone good. 


(Ben) | didn’t realize that this was technically the first time you two met. 
It seems odd in retrospect. 


(Rachel) It does, doesn’t it, especially considering... 
(O) We should get back on topic. 


(Anthony) Yeah, when we saw Z, Spark, and | had the immediate reaction of pulling our 
guns on her, Ben turned in her direction as well, while Rachel stood idly by. 


| was about to speak when Spark opened fire. Z was quick though, ducking behind the 
couch to avoid the incoming bullet storm. Spark, Ben, and | moved toward the couch but 
Z popped back up, kicking Spark in the face and somersaulting back toward the window 
where she activated that device subduing Ben again, | heard the buzzing but it was faint, 
and amounted to just a slight headache she seemed puzzled by my resistance to her 
device’s attack which left her open to receive a single bullet which | fired at her while lifting 
Spark up from the ground. The bullet went straight through Z’s shoulder and hit the 
window, shattering it and spewing blood against the fragmented pieces of glass. 

Z took the open window as an opportunity to escape, leaping out as | rushed over to see 
that she had taken to the rooftops with her grapples, | turned back over to Spark to see 
that she and Rachel were now tending to Ben who was once again drifting out of 
consciousness, Spark shouted at me 


“Don't let that bitch get away again!” 


| simply nodded and hopped out the window into the alleyway. 

Then running into the street to see Z already a block ahead of me. | looked back on the 
sidewalk to see a short bulky man with a biker jacket parking his motorcycle next to the 
curb, | launched over to it, sitting myself on top of it and flashing my handgun when the 
biker reached toward me to protest, he quickly backed off and | was free to turn the bike 
back onto the road and chase after Z who was now two blocks away. 

| gunned the ignition speeding past several cars stuck in traffic as the wind assaulted my 
tie and jacket. | reached a crosswalk where at least a dozen civilians were passing, | lifted 
the front wheel up with all my might and slammed it on top of a very spiffy-looking muscle 
car which | used as a ramp to leap over the crosswalk entirely as well as the traffic lights, 
| caught a glimpse of Z again, now not that far from me. | slammed back onto the road 
which was beginning to transform into an open highway, | smiled knowing that Z would 
have nowhere left to run, which just happened to be when a police helicopter entered the 
scene. | heard serval sirens behind me as well, | let out a swear as | revved the 
acceleration again to slip through a narrow gap between a semi-truck and a family van, 

| looked back up to see Z reaching the last rooftop before the highway the as the police 
copter moved toward her giving her the opening to toss one of her grapples onto its 
landing gear. The grapple latched on as the copter hovered over the highway. 

| thought | saw Z doing a faux salute as she dangled from the grapple's rope. 

| maintained my speed as | took out my handgun aiming it up to the grapple. 

As | hit the highway though | was forced to shift my attention back to driving around 
speeding cars and avoiding any other obstacles. | took my gun back out again after 

| reached a somewhat open space. | prepared to aim it back at the grapple only to be hit 
in the rear by a speeding cop car, which sent my motorcycle flying off the highway bridge 
as | grabbed onto a convertible just ahead of me. | positioned myself back to the cop car, 
flashing my C.I.A credentials which were then shot out of my hand by the officer in the 
police car's passenger seat. He flinched back in his seat and turned to his partner to 
correct his mistake. | turned back around to see the driver of the convertible still 
maintaining his speed although obviously disturbed by the situation. 

| tried comforting them “Just keep driving, this'll all be over soon.” 

They gulped out of discomfort as | stood back up to finally shoot the grapple. 


Lining up my sights and straightening my arms, | fired only to miss, cursing myself | fired 
again choosing not to strike the grapple but Z’s hand instead. 

Z began to freefall onto the highway, | jumped out of the convertible and onto the roof of a 
van next to it, then skipped to the car in front of it, then the jeep in front of it, | continued to 
skip across traffic on foot like this as Z fell. Right when | was about to catch her she threw 
yet another grapple at the highway bridge and swung down to the road below, landing on 
the back of a garbage truck and continuing to run away. 

| sped over the bridge railing to see all of this. 


“Damn, what the hell is she on?!” | spoke the words in an attempt to calm myself but it 
was to no avail. | knew what | had to do. | ran back as far as | could before running back 
out to the barrier and jumping over it as | took out both my standard handgun and the one 
Colton had given me, opening fire on Z who was now mimicking my car-skipping strategy. 
| hit her in the leg as | descended which caused her to slip while she was on the trailer of 
a semi-truck. | landed on top of it as well, although it was rather painful. Z knowing she 
would have to fight unsheathed her sword and used it to raise herself back up to face me 
“You just won't leave a girl alone huh?” 

| had no time for jokes 

“It's over Z, I’m taking you in.” 


A sly grin came across her face 
“You can try.” 


She slashed her sword directly at me as | spun my handgun around with my index finger 
so the handle was now pointing up and blocking the sword. | fired my other gun at Z’s 
stomach forcing her to recall her sword to block the bullet. | used this opportunity to kick 
her back which made me slip due to the high speeds of the truck. 

Z was destabilized, falling down completely and having to pick herself up again. 

| shot both guns at her which she once again blocked with her sword. 

She then moved into slash again. | did my best to counter the hits with my guns until Z 
struck the blunt end of her sword into my face hitting my night vision helmet. 

| had to drop my handgun to readjust the helmet and push my glasses back onto my face, 
by the time | had regained myself Z was three cars ahead of me. 

| suddenly heard a familiar voice next to me “Need a ride?” 

It was Spark driving one of our unmarked vehicles. Right next to the Semi’s trailer. 

| holstered my guns and hopped onto the roof of the vehicle just as the passenger door 
opened for me | then slid in, closed the door, and set myself down in the seat 

“She’s faster than | remember, especially with the grapples.” 

Spark snapped back at me “We can question that later, right now we need to focus on 
getting her, and the case. There’s a sharp turn up ahead where the train tracks are, she'll 
be forced to stop for at least a second there. | have a sniper rifle in the back, do you think 
you can make the shot?” 


“I know | can.” 


She smiled back at me as | grabbed the sniper and opened the passenger door to aim 

at Z. | had to set myself against the frame of the car and have my feet positioned in such 
a way where the friction alone would hold me. | then put the stock against my right 
shoulder with my right hand around the trigger, my left hand was supporting the barrel 
while my left elbow balanced on my knee to support my hand, it was an intricate body 
structure which could not be disturbed. Just as | lined up the sights, a passing van tore off 
the left door. | stumbled and had to readjust myself back to my former position, feet for 
friction, back against the frame, right shoulder against it as well as the stock finger on the 
trigger, Z was approaching the turn, left elbow on my knee, left hand on the barrel, | could 
hear Spark’s thoughts screaming at me that the shot was coming, | would have one 
chance, | lined up the sights, and found Z, | had forgotten something, we were at the turn, 
| quickly cocked the sniper and readjusted my sights, only to find that the moment was 
gone. 


But | couldn’t accept it. 


| dove out of the car just as Z was making the turn on the roof of a jeep. 

| fired the bullet hitting her in the stomach and sending her flying off the road into the 
empty air below. | was about to hit the road when | heard the roar of a massive semi truck 
behind me, | knew that in less than a second my head would be hit with the full force of 
a tire, the metal of the truck, and the concrete pavement of the road, my skin was 
bulletproof sure, but there would be no chance of anyone, even me, surviving a blow like 
that. Which was when | felt a large appendage grab my tie and pull me back into the car 
leaving the sniper dumped on the road, It was Spark we were pressed directly against 
each other, eyes locked, she let go of my tie as | sat back in the passenger seat and she 
focused back on the road, as we made the turn we noticed the train go pass us with Z on 
it. Spark pounded the brakes. 

“BLOODY HELL! The bitch won't die!” 

| noticed the Police helicopter moving in the space between the road and the railroad 
tracks with the grapple still attached. 

| got out of the car and ran over to the road barrier as Spark questioned me 

“What are you doing?” 


“Something stupid.” 

| jokingly answered as | leaped off the road barrier grabbing hold of the grapple attached 
to the copter's landing gear, | swung from it sending myself hurtling toward the train. 

I then let my mind go completely blank as | saw the purple glow return just like it had done 
in Hawaii, allowing me to drift through the air onto the train. 

It wasn’t a graceful landing but | made it. Z was on the train car in front of me, which was 
an empty storage space where a cargo crate would usually go, it made for a fitting arena. 
| leaped down onto it landing on my back and rolling forward kneeling down with my gun 
aimed straight at Z’s head, she laughed “You’re persistent, that sniper was clever, but 

| already planned for impact like that.” She motioned at her belt which was holding just a 
single piece of kevlar fabric above her stomach. She removed it and slid the device back 
in its place. “So are you gonna shoot me or what?” It was a blatant taunt that | was forced 
to shrug off “Well, | would if | didn’t know that you’d find some bullshit way to survive it.” 


She laughed again, obviously faking it to bait a reaction. 

| began my interrogation “What is this about Z, who put you up to this? You’re Mother?” 
She got serious. “In a way she did. From where I’m standing this is beautiful, funny, and 
horrifying, all the pieces are right in front of you Anthony, but you have no clue how they 
go together because you still think you’re on the side of the righteous. You didn’t redeem 
yourself, you just traded one devil for another. This country is built on a web of lies, and 
they’re all about to unravel.” | shrugged her off, | shouldn’t have, “I think I’ve heard enough 
crazy talk for today.” | finally pulled the trigger of my gun, Z ducked and sheathed her 
sword to take out another device, a detonator. 


“It's been fun, Anthony. | was actually hoping we’d run into each other today. 

You see, unlike you, | repay my debts. You killed my Father, and | need to return the favor 
before | go back to Paris.” 

Paris. She probably didn’t expect me to live so she let it slip, but that left the question, 
what the hell was Z going to do in Paris? 

There was no time to wonder though. Z pressed the detonator right after she finished 
talking. leveling the elevated railroad tracks ahead of us. 

Z jumped out of the Train car while pulling at her sleeves activating a wingsuit which 
allowed her to glide past the river below us, and onto a speed boat unscathed. 


| wouldn’t be so lucky. 


The train began to dive into the river, one car after another. 

| scrambled to the back of my train car, for safety but gravity had other plans, | began to 
fall gripping at the smooth metal surfaces desperate to save myself. | holstered my gun 
and accepted that | was sliding into a watery grave. 

| wondered if my powers would kick in again but they never did. 

| simply fell down further and further. 

The water splashed against my back as | prepared for the final curtain. 


| then felt a gust of air sweep itself under me and take me back to the road, It was Ben. 


(Ben) | had to get you away quickly because the conductor and a few others were stuck 
underwater. | dived down and lifted the steam engine out, where both the conductor and 
his assistant were trapped. | broke off the door after | brought them to shore and flew back 
to lift the very few passengers out of the water, thankfully most of the train was only cargo. 
After | had saved everyone | flew back to where | had placed Anthony, which was also 
where the C.I.A team was arriving. 

| landed down to see everyone now staring at me. 


(Anthony) Chuck was the first to speak “Arrest the alien freak, already.” 
(Ben) | stepped forward holding out my hands. “Go ahead.” 


(Anthony) Chuck spoke again “Was that a threat?” | stepped in front of him as he raised 
his gun, | grabbed the barrel and lowered it down just as Spark arrived, passively 


signaling for the arrest with a quick hand movement, since she seemed more concerned 
with me “Are you alright?” 

| nodded and pointed at Ben “Thanks to him.” 

She glanced at Ben once before quickly shifting back to me “Yalvin wants to question 
Rachel too, Conroy and his boys already picked her up, we'll get them booked before we 
go back to the Pentagon.” | gave a quick “Yes Ma’am.” and began to walk away. 

She grabbed me, but it was like she didn’t know what to say, so she just asked me 
something simple. “Did she tell you anything?” 

| replied quickly “Yes. Actually, she did, she’s going to Paris.” 

Spark was as puzzled as | “Paris, what the bloody hell is she going to do in Paris?” 


| didn’t know it then, how could |? How could | have possibly known that Paris would be 
the final piece to this macabre puzzle of deception, it wouldn’t come right away though, 


no... 


We'd have to be split apart first. 


Recording 10 


(Ben) It was the only time | had been arrested, well on Earth anyway, and everyone 
seemed very curious as to what my motive was for surrender, the thing they didn’t realize 
was that it wasn’t a surrender | wanted, but a meeting. 

When we arrived at the Pentagon they took me into a small dimly lit interrogation room 
with two folding chairs, a single table with a chess board on it, and a left wall comprised 
entirely of one-way glass. There were listening devices in there as well, they were 
hidden... 


Just not very well. 

One of them was up in the right corner of the ceiling furthest from the door but closest to 
the table, another was actually placed directly under the table, and | thought | saw one 
near the door although that could have been a camera. 

They left me in this room for a few minutes until he arrived, the man | absolutely had to 
speak to after my interaction with Z. 

The man behind the U.S.A’s Project: Mindgun. 


C.I.A director Theodore Yalvin 


He entered the room like a wounded dog, stumbling through the door like someone was 
forcing him to. His cane clicked the floor as he approached me. Once he reached the 
table he halted and stood completely still scanning me like some sort of ancient artifact, 
being careful not to get too close or even breathe on me. 

“Remarkable, You haven't aged a day, old friend.” 

He finally spoke and doing so seemed to only wound him further. 

| slumped back in my seat. 

“And you look like you’re about to collapse.” 

He smiled at my remark before sitting down at last. 

He caught me glimpse at the one-way glass as he did so commenting that 

“No one’s watching us by the way, or listening for that matter, as far as they’re concerned 
you’re in solitary right now, which is probably a good thing since the majority of them 
seem to want you dead.” | played it safe, as much as | didn’t want to “Thanks.” | said it as 
blankly as possible, it was always best to let Yalvin be the confrontational one. 

“| hate to say | wasn’t surprised. When the invasion happened | mean. 

| always knew you and the other Superhumans were planning something from the minute 
you rescued me in Cuba. A government panicking at something they heard the politician 
of another government say and then sending their best agent in to deal with the threat. 

| wish that brash actions like that weren’t still commonplace.” 

| shrugged “We won the Cold War thanks to that brash action, and I’m assuming Brash 
actions like that are what stopped the invasion.” Yalvin leaned his cane against the table 
“Why Earth anyway? My daughter said you helped stop Mr.Night and repel the fleet but 

| know for sure that Earth was just another in a long line of planets you invaded. 

So why did you wait until the game was almost over to switch sides?” 


| didn’t expect him to dig so deep, but | should have. Yalvin was an old man now, and age 

has a way of turning the most bold and fiery of us sentimental and nostalgic. 

We didn’t end things on good terms, but for Yalvin it had been years and he wanted to talk 
like we were old friends. 

That said | would have to choose my answer carefully because it wasn’t just one thing that 
made me want to change but a thousand that mounted until | simply couldn’t go along with 
who | was anymore. 


Benevolent, | looked at the symbol. The green B in the black octagon, and scoffed at it. 
This symbol had been bastardized into a commercial logo, used to sell products, 

action figures, comic books, and other empty pleasantries that were burned as soon as 

| had failed. The first thing | did after the invasion was burn that vile costume. 

People used to look up at me floating in the sky and see hope, little did they know that it 
was manufactured, planned to win their trust so they wouldn’t question us. | had never 
thought of what other species outside of my Krytall brethren had thought about me until 
that fateful day in Cuba, tracking through its lush overgrown jungles sent by a government 
who thought they could control us, all of us were bitter, angry, especially me. 


“| don’t understand these people, they lock us up as soon as we land then send us in 

to deal with second-level low-processed atom weapons all over what, an ideological 
dispute? A political one?” Transport always supported me “I’m with you big guy, this is 
pointless if this species wants to sit back and blow themselves up | say let them. 

Their neural energy can’t be that valuable anyway if that’s their first instinct after getting 
out of a world war.” Mr.Night would simply silence us stating that “We’ve been through 
worse, a thousand planets, in over ten dozen galaxies all of them are equally important 
and equally insignificant, all that matters is our minds and our technology, and the energy 
these lower lifeforms provide for both of them. For the Krytall, for the mind, and most 
importantly for the high lord!” Current would cheer, Transport and | would sigh, and Psych 
would stay silent as always, only speaking when she needed to. 

We set up camp that afternoon as Mr.Night received a radio transmission from the C.I.A 
director, Damian Leo, informing us that an agent had been sent to steal information from 
the Russians concerning the nukes. 

“He thinks we can’t handle ourselves!” Current threw a tantrum at the situation while 
Transport shared their sentiment in a more rebellious way “Hold on, it's not our mission to 
work with this guy, we were supposed to rescue that Mi6 agent, The door pal in | think his 
name was? These humans all have such weird names.”! spoke up “We should stick to the 
mission. We never change our objective unless it's for infiltration or disguise, that’s what 
the high lord told us.”Psych interjected no doubt tired of listening to us 

“You and the high lord, | swear Benevolent you’re closer to him than me or any of the 
other Psychics.” Her hair mingled with her purple scarf as they both clashed against the 
pouring rain, the drops of which splashed onto her glasses. 

Those famous blue-lensed glasses that Anthony seems to love more than anything. 

The ones that came from the high lord himself, a fact | was careful to point out 

“Curious that you finally choose to speak now, especially about the high lord of all people. 
He favors you, you know, he even gave you his glasses, in fact, the only reason I’m here 
is because he just needed someone to look after his pet. 


If it wasn’t for you I’d be swimming in the beaches of Charnax, and hunting the 
Grawstang, but instead, I’m here in this deadpan of a solar system with only one 
populated planet that hasn’t even achieved spaceflight yet!” 

| was brash back then, aggressive to more than anything. Psych didn’t just slump down 
and take my insults though, she was capable of biting back. 

“Interesting that you consider me the High lord’s pet considering that you’re... 


| think I’d rather hold off on what she said about me, I’m sorry kid, but it brings up too 
many memories. 


However, | will say that Psych brought up a good point after defeating me in verbal 
combat, if someone was sent to join this mission it had to be for a good reason. 

Mr.Night agreed and so the next day we went to the arranged meeting area. 

It was a small clearing in the jungle where our supposed agent was said to arrive. 

We waited for around an hour. Eventually, | got convinced that he wouldn’t show, and one 
by one the others began to share my sentiment, except for Mr.Night which was odd, for 
very obvious reasons. He ordered us to stay put where we were for at least ten more 
minutes and low and behold five minutes later a man in a raggedy bullet-torn Soviet 
uniform arrived, muttering frantically in some effort to calm himself 

“Damn commies, shooting at me. | stole the uniform, they told me | would just be stealing 
things, now they’re talking about nukes. Nukes, and commies with guns. 

Well at least it can’t get any worse...” 

He slumped down against the tree we were waiting in. 

Transport was the first to speak being careful to keep her voice low 

“You're joking, that’s the guy? He looks like he’s never thrown a punch in his life.” 
Mr.Night instructed us “Well like it or not he’s who they sent, Psych you know what to do.” 
Psych was always very out of it, her mind always seemed to be somewhere else, either 
pondering a deep question, studying something, thinking up something new, or just... 
Well, who knows really it was her mind after all, but ever since that man arrived she 
seemed more engaged, more able to respond, and she made a point of telling us why. 
“His mind is different, I've never encountered anything like it, | can’t read it from here, he... 
| think | need to get closer.” 

Mr.Night was bewildered “Does he have blockers?” 

Psych responded in unfathomable awe “No, this is... It's the closest I’ve seen to a Krytall 
mind in any other species.” 

Mr.Night’s red eye flashed through its twinkling glass dome as if trying to compute the 
statement “That’s impossible, but |’ll admit I’m curious, initiate physical contact, read his 
mind, perhaps it will provide us with some answers.” 

Psych extended her right hand as it glowed purple, she clenched her fist and raised it up 
towards her, the man’s body glowed purple and he was lifted from the ground up to us, 
being flipped upside down as well to accommodate for the trees many branches which hit 
him as he made his way up. He wasn’t willing, he tried to scream but either lost his voice 
or realized that it wasn’t a good idea to do so. He flailed his limbs wildly like an insect right 
until he reached Psych, she placed her hands on his head and entered his mind. 

It was just an instant after that when she tossed him, and all of us for that matter back on 
the ground. The man seemed, well, erratic to be frank “What the hell did you do lady?!” 


He picked himself off the ground, finally catching a good look at all of us while doing so. 
He stumbled back in shock but grabbed a hold of himself as Psych turned back to us to 
report. 


“This species...they’re far more advanced than we thought.” 

Mr.Night’s eye flashed again “How so?” The man spoke before Psych could answer 

“Hey! I'd like an explanation here! Damian said | was meeting with some team of covert 
super spies or something, not some goddamn hippies, or whatever the hell you all are!” 
We continued to ignore him. Psych continued “He’s seen what the Soviets are working on, 
what they’re doing here, really doing here, and it’s...” 

The man walked up to Psych grabbing her by the shoulder 

“Now look, I’ve seen a lot of weird stuff today, and | feel like | deserve to at least...” 

Psych didn’t like this at all she grabbed the man’s arm, the one that was on her shoulder, 
and used it to throw him in front of her landing directly on his back he coughed eventually 
clearing his throat to speak “Ok, ok, fine, throw me around, god knows | deserve it, but | 
have had a really long day lady, and | deserve to know what all this shit was for.” 

Psych looked over all of us before finally speaking “Tell them your name, your real name.” 
The man spoke 


“Calvin...” 


Psych cut him off before he could continue “Tell them what you saw.” 

Calvin responded, 

“A bunch of test tubes... with people in them. Dead bodies, Men Women, Children too, 
their heads were cut open and they had something hooked up to them.” 

Psych pressured him “What did it look like, a weapon?” 

Calvin was struggling to speak 


“A gun...it... it looked like a gun.” 


| took a large step back hovering in the air, Current took to the air as well, Transport’s jaw 
hit the floor, but Mr.Night and Psych were perfectly still. 


“Mindguns, the humans are making their own Mindguns.” 
“Well, that’s alright you don’t have to answer me, | was just curious is all.” 


Yalvin’s comment dragged me back to the present. | shot up in my chair 

“Sorry, Theodore my mind it...it went somewhere else. | just suppose | realized that the 
things | was doing were the same that had happened to me and that perhaps we share 
more similarities than differences, hell Humans and Krytall practically look identical, but 
more than anything | got tired it doesn’t look like it but I’m old, centuries old. I’ve lived a 
very, very long life and | got to the point where | was beginning to wonder what it was all 
for anyway. I’m sorry if that wasn’t a very clear response, but it’s something | have trouble 
putting into words.” 

I still do, even years later, but somehow Yalvin seemed to understand. 


“No, | get it. After the project | reconsidered a lot of things, | went back to England and 
finally accepted that MI6 promotion, had a kid, bought a house, hell | even thought about 
retiring early, but of course, fate had better ideas, and they called me back. Now look at 
me Director of a soon-to-be-defunct agency of the former biggest world superpower, 
clinging to life in this frail battle-scarred body. We used to be soldiers once, pioneers then, 
now... now we’re just old, and we can’t even catch some punk kid with a sword.” 

He was open, | finally made my move. 

“She wanted to know about the Mindguns. That’s what she was doing at my apartment.” 

| saw Yalvin’s soul leave his body as he snarled at me, in that harsh disturbed tone of his 
“And you didn’t kill her?” 


“She had a device.” 


| said it as if it would suddenly explain everything, and it may have because Yalvin 
suddenly got quiet as his face turned from furious concern to perplexed pondering. 


“A device... so that’s what she took.” 

| finally connected the dots. 

“That case she has, you don’t think...” 

He gave a slow restrained nod. 

“How else do you think she knows about the Mindguns?” 
| sank back in my chair. 

“Yalvin, 


What the hell were we thinking?” 


Recording 11 


(Spark) When we arrived back at the Pentagon, | informed my Father that Z was going to 
Paris and he told me that he would need to speak to Ben first before approving anything 
so | decided to take some time off and hit the gym. 

The Pentagon’s gym was just like every other part of it: shiny, extravagant, and incredibly 
well put together. The same went for the equipment which | probably don’t need to 
describe because well... to put it simply kid, you’re not a dumbass. | did some weight 
lifting which has been a part of my workouts for as long as | can remember. 

| don’t like bench pressing that much because you’re on your back most of the time and 
usually need a spotter to do it properly, which | don’t think is a good way to measure 
yourself, especially considering what | do for a living. 

So | just deadlift most of the time. | would do ten sets slowly increasing the weight every 
time my record back then was one hundred thirty-six kilograms which is about three 
hundred pounds if you follow the metric system, which is one of those things about 
America | just never understood. 

Anyway just as | was really getting into it, Anthony walked in. 


(Anthony) | had meant to see you sooner but | wanted to grab something to eat and that 
led to me being cornered by some higher ups who wanted to ask me a few questions, 
mainly about the railroad explosion. | think they wanted to issue a statement or work up 
a cover story, something like that. 


(Spark) It’s fine, | hadn’t exercised in a while anyway. 


(Anthony) Alright well, | walked in to see you lifting weights of course, to which 
| commented “How long have you been lifting weights again?” 


(Spark) “Since | was five. Why are you asking?” 
| began to put the weights away after speaking. 


(Anthony) “I was just curious, is all.” 

(Spark) | continued to move the weights back in place 

“Huh, | forgot you have that limited super strength thing, weight probably doesn’t faze you 
that much.” 

(Anthony) | interjected, warily, “Well, it's not exactly super strength, that’s a little 
pretentious, Benevolent has super strength, | have... well | guess it is limited super 
strength, but that’s beside the point.” 


(Spark) I’m not sure if | laughed or just chuckled at that. 


(Anthony) They’re basically the same thing. 


(Spark) Yeah, we can leave it at that. 
(Anthony) | did ask you why you were laughing though and you just said. 


(Spark) “Nothing, it's just that | don’t think you could take a bloody compliment for the life 
of ya.” 


(Anthony) Definitely one of your more British moments. 
(Spark) Oh, you just wait, | am yet to reach my full Brit potential. 


(Anthony) So it’s like one of those video game things, you need to use up enough British 
points to level up? 


(Spark) Well, the only British thing | haven’t done yet is steal a cultural artifact from a 
foreign country, once | do that my true power will be unlocked! 


(Anthony) ‘Laughing’ And after that, all your teeth will get messed up and you'll get really 
into punk music? 


(Spark) ‘Laughing’ Yeah and I'll drink nothing but tea and warm alcohol. 


(Anthony) ‘Laughing’ Alright, alright let’s get back to it. | helped you put up the last weight 
and | brought up that “It’s been exactly one year since the week of the invasion you know. 
The week we spent running around the country with O, avoiding the Superhumans, and 
Calvin, and Goldface.” 


(Spark) | went over to a bench press where | had placed my water bottle | took a swig of it 
before handing it to you and responding “Yeah, | didn’t realize that, it's kind of poetic in an 
odd way, it’s been one year, and now we're all together again.” 


(Anthony) | set the water bottle back down on the bench press “I suppose, it’s just that 
| think | did better back then. | let Z get away twice, and now we’re going to go to Paris, 
where we may just lose her again...” 


(Spark) | put my hand on your shoulder dragging you toward me yet again 
“That won’t happen, we'll get her, trust me.” 


(Anthony) | took a step back pulling away “Thanks, Spark. | uh, | had to send someone to 
find it, but that gun you used back then, a year ago in Vegas, like | said | had someone 
find it and had someone restore it, a gunsmith, an old friend, he gave it to me back in 
Louisiana, when | went off on my own.” | hadn’t exactly thought about what | was going to 
say so | just began to take the gun out as | kept rambling on like an idiot “I did have to use 
it when | fought Z though so I'm not sure if it got damaged or not but at least | know it 
works now, right?” | finally handed the gun over to Spark. 


(Spark) | examined it thoroughly. It was definitely the handgun | had used in Vegas but it 
now had several attachments such as a pretty average-sized combat knife holstered to 
the barrel with a snake tampographed to the blade, a custom laser sight in place of the 
iron one, and most perplexing of all were the custom engravings on both sides of the grip 
that had the same snake as the one on the knife but with a phrase added at the bottom. 


THE FANG OF THE QUROBOROS 


I smiled “It’s a nice gun, I'll give you that but you do know the engravings give no tactical 
advantage whatsoever right?” 


(Anthony) | looked at the gun, baffled by the statement “Engravings?” 
| leaned over to view the engravings of the snakes, but before | could get a good look at 
them... 


(Spark) | flipped the gun over before twirling it in my hand “It’s not bad, just... Thank you. 
It means a lot actually. | really do mean it. Thanks... Anthony.” 


(Anthony) | backed away further “Well, you’re welcome.” 


(Spark) | stood there, for a while after that, we both did, in silence just looking at each 
other. | began to wonder if you were reading my mind, and was actually about to speak 
to you before Ben entered the room with my Dad. 

“What are you two standing around for? | just cleared you. Get to the hangar.” 

His raspy solemn voice made me jump in my skin. | turned around to face him. 

“Who’s on the team?” 


(Anthony) Ben replied, “Rachel, O, you two, and me, we’re going to save the world again.” 


Recording 12 

(Rachel) When we arrived at the Pentagon | was taken to a room similar to the one Ben 
was in, which | was almost immediately let out of in order to join the others in this massive 
underground airplane hangar thing, that had all these cargo-type planes that were fitted 
with these jet engines that were almost as a big as a car. 

As | walked in | was pleasantly met by Spark shoving a tactical uniform in my face. 
(Spark) “Go put this on.” | told her while walking back toward the armory. 

(Rachel) | had more than a few questions “Why am | gonna need tactical gear in Paris? 

In fact, why am | gonna need tactical gear at all? 

I’m not some super spy like the rest of you.” 

(Anthony) | walked back in from the armory with a new night vision helmet, a pair of new 
dual handguns, and a new rifle and shotgun holstered on my back on top of my tuxedo. 

| passed Rachel commenting that “It’s for protection, it was either that or put you inside a 
giant indestructible hamster ball.” 

(Rachel) “You guys don’t actually have that do you?” 

(Spark) | should start marking all the times someone doesn’t understand sarcasm in these. 
(O) That’s actually not a bad idea. 

(Spark) That was also sarcasm O. 


(O) ...Well it wasn’t good. 


(Anthony) Alright well getting back to it | ignored Rachel’s comment as she walked away, 
presumably to put on her gear. 


(Rachel) More like struggle to put on my gear, seriously, that thing had more straps on it 
than strings on a guitar. 


(O) ...So more than six? 
(Rachel) What? 


(O) Guitars usually only have... You know what, never mind. | was sitting inside the plane, 
looking over some things on my laptop when | noticed Anthony walking up to me. 


(Anthony) | sat down across from him taking out the model kit | was working on before the 
Hawaii fiasco, which | had now finished. “What do you think? Hopefully, we can work on 
building the collection back up again, huh?” 


(O) | shrugged. 


(Anthony) | flailed the kit around in my hands for a while before speaking again 
“Look, | get it, you’re in a weird position right now, in fact, we both are. 
Only we know how Goldface really died and...” 


(O) | closed my laptop “What are you talking about?” 


(Anthony) | slumped forward to face him “You just seem withdrawn lately, more than usual 
| mean, you won't even talk about nerd shit, | just worry about you sometimes.” 


(O) “...Ok.” 


(Anthony) | clasped the kit tighter before sitting back up “So Paris huh? The last time we 
were there you were what Ten?” 


(O) “Twelve.” 


(Ben) | overheard you two as | walked in with Yalvin, he put his hand on my shoulder 
before | could walk away. Pulling me aside he said, “None of them can know what we 
talked about, especially not Anthony, if this goes sideways I'm relying on you to do what 
it takes. No matter the cost.” 

| nodded my head “I understand.” 

He patted my shoulder before fully letting his hand off as | walked off to the plane which 
Rachel was now approaching. 


(Rachel) Ben and | arrived at the plane at the same time, and | couldn’t help but notice the 
lack of something “You aren’t wearing your costume.” 


(Ben) | quickly scrambled to explain myself while keeping a cool and collected tone, 
“Benevolent’s still a fugitive, running around in that costume would be like painting a 


bullseye on my forehead.” 


(Rachel) He was clearly keeping something from me but still, | did what | do best and 
made a quip “Well | kind of have a costume too now.” 


(Ben) | laughed. “Well, it's more effective than the tuxedo.” 

(Anthony) After that, | just had to jump in. “Hey, Tuxedos are very effective, | can hide stuff 
under the coat and | can wrap the tie around someone's throat and choke them, or use it 
as an impromptu grappling hook.” 


(Rachel) “What about the collar shirt and dress pants?” 


(Anthony) | tried to stumble out a response before giving up and laying down in my chair. 


| do have a response now though, they look nice. I’m allowed to look nice right? 
(Rachel) Sure, just don’t insult the way someone else looks. 

(Anthony) When have | done that? 

(O) ...Ok now that has to be sarcasm. 


(Spark) Getting back on topic, | was returning from the armory when my Dad pulled me 
aside for a rather odd conversation that couldn’t help but remind me of that fateful day one 
year ago. His cane was trembling in his hands, he briefly lifted up his right hand to wipe 
his face where his gaping burnt cheek wound laid dormant. He sighed before asking me 
“You understand the importance of this operation, correct?” 

| mouthed a simple “Yes.” He continued sweating and shaking while doing so “This has to 
be perfect, there is no room for error. The board’s all set up, you just have to play the 
pieces right.”He had never been this nervous about a mission but at the time that’s what 

| pushed it off as. Nervousness. 

| couldn’t have been more blind. “I understand sir.” 

He stretched his arms down at his cane and stared at it like it was the most important 
thing in the world. Without looking up he asked me one more question. 


“Are you willing to make sacrifices?” 


| didn’t quite understand the question, and | must have taken a while to answer because 
my father felt the need to restate it 

“You heard me, are you willing to make sacrifices, if it comes down to it, what will come 
first the mission...” 

He looked back up tilting his chin in the direction of the plane, where you all were having 
the conversation about tuxedos. | heard Ben laugh as my father finished his sentence 
“Or them?” 

| shrugged off the question 

“The mission obviously, but that won’t happen. | won't let it come to that.” 


He nodded wearily one last time “Ok, | guess | just needed to hear it.” 
He then walked away as | boarded the plane and we took off. 


(Rachel) *Clap’ Alright, that was fun but I’m hungry. 
(Ben) So am |, let’s go eat. 

(Spark) I'll go to. 

(Anthony) Ok, you coming, O? 


(O) No thanks, I’m not hungry, I'll just... I’ll set up the next one for you. 


(Anthony) Ok then. 
Footsteps* 

Door opening* 
‘Door closing* 


(O) The second we got back to the Pentagon | had been trying to contact my, source, 

| guess, but they were silent, it was obvious that they were only talking to me when they 
wanted to. When we got on the plane | began thinking about the file they had first shown 
me, Project Mindgun. 


| did a few quick word searches on the plane on numerous search engines but came up 
empty-handed, so | dug into the C.I.A database which brought me to a reference on 

a now unclassified F.B.| document that was released when they went defunct a few 
months ago. The document was nothing too important but it did mention one crucial detail. 


Test subjects of Project Mindgun have been transferred to 
{Redacted} 


It was the only document | could find that had any mention of Project Mindgun, obviously 
someone must have forgotten to redact it, or... perhaps... | was meant to find it. 

| had to go deeper, | cross-referenced any documents, transcripts, reports, or even radar 
records from the time the document was made to figure out where these subjects could 
have been going, and once again | came up empty-handed. You may be wondering why 
Anthony didn’t just read my mind at any point in my research or at least overhear some of 
my thoughts, and | began to wonder the same thing as | seemed to get a pounding 
headache the further | got. 


| decided to take a break and catch a nap before we landed in Paris. 

Paris had been hit hard by the invasion, and the recovery project had displaced hundreds 
of lower-income citizens, leaving them with no other option but to protest in the streets, 
and when their voices weren’t heard they turned to rioting. The riots grew in size until they 
took up most of downtown. Which is why we had to be escorted into armored cars when 
we arrived in Paris. The armored cars were supposed to take us to a safe house we 
would use to locate Z. | was placed with Rachel, Spark was placed with Anthony as 
always, and Ben was on his only being accompanied by two soldiers sent to make sure 
he didn’t try anything. 


| used my time during the drive to investigate Project Mindgun further, but 


when | opened my laptop | wasn’t greeted with my homescreen, but a message. 
So you're finally looking into what I showed you. 


I've been trying to get a hold of you. 


I'm flattered, but IT can’t help but wonder why. 
You have been very defensive after all. 


I want to know why you're helping me. 
I thought you were just using me, 
but after all, you've shown me, 
I'm not sure anymore. 
Well, what do you think? 
You don’t see me aS a pawn, you see me as a partner. 
Exactly, that’s what I’ve been trying to say. 
Sorry, my communication skills aren't the best, 


it seems like that’s just another thing we have in common. 


I still don’t trust you, 
I'm just more willing to play along now. 


What do I have to do to get you to trust me? 


Tell me who you are. 


No 


Then tell me your name at least. 


No 


Ok, then what's Project Mindgun? 


You aren't ready. 
What is that supposed to mean? 


I'm sorry 0 but it's not up to me. 


Who is it up to? 


I can't tell you that either. 


Well, what can you tell me? 
Cause I’m getting really sick of all these damn secrets. 


We share a birthday, same year same day, 
I was born deaf, and my parents were both scientists, 
and not that it should matter but I’m a Woman. 


You could be lying. 


Expelling fake trivia 
to gain someone's trust is pretty juvenile. 


So is withholding information. 


Bailey Tech. 


My name. 

Search it if you want to, but it won't show up anywhere. 

I already trust you 0, you're the most intelligent, skeptical, 
person I know, which is exactly why I need you. 

You're special, don’t let anyone tell you otherwise. 


The messages slowly faded as | was brought back to my home screen. 
| shut my laptop and looked out the window as | began repeating the name in my head. 


Bailey Tech, Bailey Tech. 


Recording 13 

(Anthony) Ok, so you already went through the landing and everything? 
(O) Yes, we’re in the middle of the escort now. 

(Anthony) Ok, then. Who wants to take it? 


(Rachel) | will! | was in the car with O before it all went down. Ok, kid, let me set the scene 
for you Paris had been... 


(O) | already explained that too. 

(Rachel) ...SO you’re just going to take the fun out of everything? 
(O) I’m not taking the fun out of it, I’m just being efficient. 
(Rachel) You mean like how you were efficient with... 

(Anthony) Hey, we’re not there yet, let’s stay on topic. 


(Rachel) Fine, but once we do get there, we’re gonna have some words, and most of 
them are going to be four letters. Now as we were being driven to the safehouse 

| watched the streets through the window on the left side of the vehicle, spying a mob of 
rioters carrying burning Molotov cocktails along with baseball bats and other blunt 
weaponry as they approached a wall of police to begin their attack. 

We quickly passed them as O closed his laptop. 

| commented that “I had no idea things here were that bad.” 

O questioned me “You’ve never seen a riot before?” | shook my head, as | turned towards 
him and twisted my right arm up to my head in one of those weird motions people make 
when trying to explain things “Well, of course, I’ve seen protests, hell they’ve become like 
a daily routine in America but | had no idea that they could get so out of hand like this.” 


(O) “Well, that’s what happens when a government doesn’t know how to deal with an 
event like this. People’s homes and businesses are gone, not to mention most of the 
population is dead, and now they’re being told that it’s their fault for not wanting to get 

a job and work. Everyone’s wondering why the world’s broken and most of them want to 
blame the Krytall but the truth is the world’s always been broken, we just didn’t see the 
cracks until now.” It was a hell of a thing for a government worker to say, but it needed to 
be said. 


(Rachel) ...After he said that weirdly philosophical and definitely out-of-pocket thing, 
| thought to myself that maybe | hadn’t appreciated where | came from as much as 
| should have. 


| had all this money that | had inherited from my parents and instead of using it for charity 
or whatever | had just done what they told me to do before they died, which was to use 
my money to promote the Superhumans, and of course, spend on myself. 

| definitely don’t agree with everything O said or did, but that was somewhat profound. 


(O) ...Well thanks. 


(Rachel) | just gave you credit for one quote, buddy. You aren’t out of the woods yet. 
Getting back to the car ride now after O said his piece and | had my little epiphany 
because of it | leaned forward stating “We’ve met but | don’t think we’ve been properly 
introduced. It's O right?” | stuck out my hand “I’m Rachel.” 

He tensed up, gripping his laptop as he squirmed in his seat “Yes... 

What's the point of this?” | shrugged “Well now we’ve been properly introduced and can 
get to know each other better.” he stared at my hand before looking back up at me “Why?” 
| shrugged again “Why not?” That must have been enough for him because after that he 
reached forward and shook my hand. 


(O) And that’s the last time Rachel was nice to me. 
(Rachel) Well, youl... 


(Anthony) Let’s just focus on right now, please. As O probably told you, kid, we were 
being driven to the safe house in separate cars. Ben was in his own car, in the front, | was 
in the middle with Spark, and in the back were O and Rachel of course. 

Now there’s this bridge in Paris the Pont Neuf, you’ve probably seen it in photos, kid, it's 
the one that goes over the river and has that road that turns onto it which doesn't really 
have any guardrails and has a very steep dropoff to the river almost to the point where it 
looks like someone spilled their drink in front of a cinder block. 

Yeah, that’s the place, | was staring out the window while we drove on that road as we 
were about to turn onto the bridge. Spark was checking the fang again, she took the knife 
out of the holster that attached it to the gun and twirled it in her hands flipping it to an 
underhand position before holding it back up to the handgun. She was uneasy, and 

| didn’t have to read her mind to know it. | turned back over to her “You, ok?” 

She didn’t even flinch while putting the knife back in the fang’s holster, and then holstering 
the gun itself “Yeah, I’m just practicing.” 

| looked back out the window as | heard her sigh, | reluctantly returned to my previous 
position as she asked me “You know we do have to kill her right?” 

| stumbled to respond but wasn’t fast enough, Spark called me out 

“It's not a yes or no question, Z has to die, there’s no halfway here, she killed that 
presidential candidate, broke into a nuclear weapons facility, and did god knows what else. 
She’s another target, Anthony, just hit her.” | waved around my hands as | defended 
myself “I’m not disagreeing with you. I'll get it done. | just don’t understand why you keep 
focusing on it.” My hands dropped back into my lap as Spark crossed hers. She looked 
down, her curly black hair bouncing as she did so, she had it strung up in a sort of 
bun/ponytail in the back, she slowly began to look back up while speaking 


“My Father told me something before we left, something about sacrifices. | know you trust 
all these people, but | don’t think we’re a team. | think we’re a timebomb, but | somehow 
think you can diffuse it. This past year, | knew | could rely on you. | don’t care about your 
past, | don’t care about your heritage, or your abilities because | trust you. 

Sometimes | feel like you’re the only person | can trust. That’s why I’m worried about all 
this going wrong because | don’t want to lose that. | need to know Anthony when it comes 
down to it what will you choose?” 

She pointed to the back car “Them?” 


Then to herself “Or the mission?” 


Once again | was at a loss for words, | understood the question, but it was the implications 
of it that worried me. Looking back the choice was obvious, but back then... 


Back then I’m not sure | could have even made a decision. 
As | thought about all of this | suddenly sensed something wrong, an uneasy mind 
barreled its way toward us, and it was bringing something very heavy with it. 


Recording 14 


(Rachel) BAM! 

As soon as | heard the collision | looked out of the window of the car O and | were in to 
see what exactly had happened and | saw that this massive Semi Truck had hit Anthony 
and Spark’s car and thrown it into the river. Our vehicles all came to a sudden stop. 

| got out of my seat and went for the door, but right as | opened it the same truck that 
had knocked Anthony, and Spark’s car into the river readjusted itself and began hurtling 
toward us, | quickly closed my door and hopped back in. 

“We need to move!” | yelled at the driver without noticing the blockade of vehicles that 
had suddenly formed in front of us, blocking our path forward. 


(Anthony) Of course, Spark and | were unable to see any of this because we were busy 

trying not to drown, the car had flipped upside when it fell, so we were already headfirst in 
the water. | unbuckled my seat belt and flipped myself right side up to get some air before 
diving back down and tending to Spark who was bleeding through her nose and right ear. 


(Spark) I'd be fine though, just a little head trauma is all. 
(O) Isn't a little bit of head trauma still a lot? 

(Anthony) Sarcasm, O. 

(O) ...1 knew that. 


(Rachel) Sure you did. Anyway, we were sitting ducks on the bridge, we couldn’t move 
forward or back, and with that truck coming right at us, | thought we were dead for sure. 


(Ben) Which is right when | stepped in. | got out of my seat, the driver and the two 
personnel who were assigned to guard me screaming at me as | did so. 

l ignored them, busting through the roof of the armored vehicle | sped off toward the truck 
approaching Rachel, and O’s vehicle, standing directly in front of it like a sentinel as it 
raced into me. The truck collided with my body, leaving a large dent in the grill and 
stopping it in its tracks. The driver got out, dressed in full tactical gear that was blanketed 
in gold spray paint. He took out a gun and fired it at me before the bullet had even left the 
gun's chamber, | was standing right behind him. He probably didn’t even notice me 
slamming his head into the truck’s trailer, but his friends definitely did. | heard the whirl of 
the machine too late, the bullets came pouring through the hard metal of the trailer 
breaking the walls of it down to reveal a massive man-operated minigun, the exact caliber 
that attack helicopters use to mow through enemy infantry like wheat in a field. 

The operator took a second to let his finger off the trigger in order to recognize his target. 
| took the opportunity to glance behind me and view the blockade on the other side of the 
bridge which was comprised of several armored vehicles, a few sports cars, and another 
semi-truck that had begun to charge us. 


| ran over to Rachel, and O’s vehicle, as my driver and guards exited my previous vehicle 
only to be spotted by the minigun operator and hacked into slabs of bloody meat by 
a merciless bulletstorm. 


(Anthony) Which | could hear even as the car continued to sink down into the river. 

| finally got Spark’s seatbelt unbuckled and was now just struggling to wake her up, but 
the car was sinking faster than | could move, so in a moment of desperation, | slapped 
her across the face. 


(Spark) Which did work for the record, | woke up right away to slap you in return. 


(Anthony) Yeah, | did try to explain though 
“Ok, for the record, you were unconscious, and we need to get out of here.” 


(Spark) “Out of...” | did have to take a second to realize our situation 

“Uh, Ok, I'll get the door then.” | dived down and took out the fang pistol whipping it across 
the glass to break it as well as the pressure seal that had formed around us. 

| then opened the door and swam back up to deliver the news. 


(Anthony) While Spark was doing all of that, | checked the driver to confirm my suspicions, 
which were sadly true, his skull had smashed against the roof of the car, and brain matter 
was slowly floating to the surface. | was drifting away from him when Spark told me 

“The door’s open.” | dived down with her as we both began to swim out to what we 
thought was safety. 


(Ben) It was anything but that, | was leaning my back against Rachel, and O’s vehicle my 
hands were anxiously gripping the window when Rachel rolled it down her to ask me if 
I could... 


(Rachel) “Fly us the hell out of here!” Ben looked at me and stated something that should 
have been obvious, even to me. 


(Ben) “No! That gun will tear you down in seconds!” 
The minigun aimed itself at us as it began to whirl to life once again. 
| moved myself in front of it preparing for the worst, | looked back at Rachel one last time 


“Go.” 


| said it loud, but not to the point of a scream, | knew the situation needed levity, and as 
always | would gladly provide it, besides it was the only way they would follow my order. 
The vehicle speeded off toward the blockade, as the minigun fired it desperately 
attempted to aim itself toward them, thankfully my body blocked all the shots, although 
it left my already scarred clothes now shredded to the point of rags. 

| tossed my arms around the spinning barrel of the minigun and ripped it off its platform 
tossing it at the blockade, creating a cataclysmic explosion which shook the bridge 


and threw the handful of sports cars into the air, the rest of the vehicles were engulfed by 
the explosion which created an opening for Rachel, and O. 

l idly stood hovering in the air watching their vehicle speed off. 

Right as | breathed a sigh of relief | noticed that the second semi-truck had stopped and 
the trailer had opened to expose a man carrying an RPG which he had already fired. 

| was too late. 

| flinched back in horror as the Rocket hit Rachel, and O’s vehicle, leaving nothing behind 
but a fiery inferno. 


(Rachel) Well, | mean clearly we lived, but you didn’t know that. 


(Ben) That’s right, | didn’t, which is why | did what | did. 

| elbowed myself against the Semi-truck’s trailer, sending it hurtling into the river, but the 
instant before it did | grabbed the trooper with the RPG by his Kevlar vest. 

He began to beg as | slowly looked into his eyes. | then took my hand and put my finger 
over his eye as he continued to whine like a wounded animal “Please, God no!” | pressed 
my thumb into his eye socket, squirming it down until | heard it pop 


“God? I’m levitating above your very earth with the power to squish you like a bug, as of 
right now | am your God, and you... you have sinned.” 


| moved my hand around my thumb, which was now fully ingrained in his eye socket, 
gripping him by the head, as | let go of his vest and prepared to move my other hand into 
his right eye when | heard a gunshot. The trooper’s head suddenly exploded in my hands, 
the body fell into the river as | realized what had happened. | looked down to see Spark 
standing on the bridge with Anthony who had his handgun aimed right where | had been 
holding the trooper. 


(Anthony) We had swam to shore and taken the stairs up to the bridge which was when 
we saw the rocket destroy O and Rachel’s car. Ben stepped towards me, visibly unnerved, 
| thought | even saw him shaking when he opened his mouth “Anthony, they...” 

| took a deep, long breath, before responding “I saw.” 


(Ben) | looked down at my hands that were blanketed in the thick red of the trooper’s 
blood, it took me back to a time when | had nothing but blood on my hands, and a time 
when it was my blood that was taken from me, not because of battle, or sacrifice, but 
something much... much darker. 

| wiped the blood against my tattered pants and stared down the bridge to where the fire 
was now blazing through the air. 


(Spark) | stared down there as well, | even started to slowly move toward it, when | 
suddenly felt something buzz in my pocket, | took out my phone, which was a burner, to 
see a map notification. | approached Ben and Anthony to show them “Look, at this, it’s 
tracking O’s laptop.” 


(Anthony) | had to squint at it several times until | could fully believe what | was seeing 


“That's impossible. That’s over two miles away, how did they get there that fast?” 
(Ben) | had to ask “Where are they?” 


(Spark) “The Les Invalides, It's a hotel among other things, and it’s also where the second 
presidential candidate is staying.” 


Recording 15 


(O) | couldn't tell what was happening at first. One second we were driving through an 
explosion and the next an indigo glow appeared engulfing Rachel and I, taking us to an 
empty blank void that seemed to morph into a large basement-like room that was filled 
with the troops from the bridge as well as various types of wires and other large electronic 
hardware that seemed to point toward us. Once the room finished forming | felt sick. 

| stumbled against a cold metallic wall, slipping against it trying to get a grip, my arm 
rolled down and sent me to the floor instead, | took a breath, looking up to notice that 
whatever we were standing on wasn’t man-made, the technology was far too advanced, 
but still, it seemed familiar, then it clicked. 

“It's a Krytall teleporter, they used it to move materials that the Transport foot soldiers 
would normally have trouble taking by hand. It took a while to get working on humans and 
it's still a little disorientating but honestly, I'm just glad we were able to turn it on.” 

| knew the voice, and | knew the hand when it came down to reach for me. 


“It's good to see you, O.” 
| locked eyes with Z before taking her hand. She pulled me up from the ground, | let go of 
her hand needing to ask the obvious question “Why am | here Z?” 


“The better question is why is she?” 

Z pointed over to Rachel who was busy vomiting on the teleporter. 

“| told you idiots | only needed my brother!” 

The trooper at the teleporter controls began pleading with her 

“I’m sorry ma’am, it must have auto-selected her.” 

Z walked over to the control center 

“Auto selection!? That’s bullshit! It's never done that before!” The trooper shrugged. 

Z grunted as she walked over to Rachel who was coughing to clear her throat when Z put 
her arm around her “Well, | guess you're with us now either wa...” 

Their eyes met. 

Rachel coughed again “God don’t tell me, | have chunks on my face don’t |?” 

Z pushed her aside, and when | say pushed her aside | mean PUSHED HER the sheer 
power Z put into it made it look like Rachel was going to collapse on the floor. 

“No... you’re just... very ugly. O...” 

She gestured me over to her “Follow me, we need to talk.” 

Rachel jumped in “What am | supposed to do?” 

Z glared at her “Stay here.” | followed Z as she moved to the back of the room, one of the 
troopers flipped a switch revealing a large winding staircase. 

We walked up it as Z began to explain 


“Things have been rough since Dad died. Mom and | were left to run his crime empire on 
our own, but we both had no idea how big it really was. 

Obviously, he took control of most of Russia, helping to rebuild it after the battle of 
Moscow, and the ending of the Cold War, he also made several dealings with other gangs 
and mafias. 


What we didn’t know was that he absorbed most of them into his own empire, it was an 
impossible task that must have taken years but by the time you were born our father had 
his hands in every organized criminal syndicate on the globe, if they weren’t under his 
control they were at least in contact with some sort of liaison of his. 

Mom and | figured all of this out when we started getting calls from syndicates in parts of 
the world we never even knew existed. 

They were asking for money, supplies, and they made all these threats to go back to 
“the old systems” Mom and | then decided it would be a good idea to go through Dad’s 
old journals, where we learned pretty much everything | just told you, but the curious thing 
was that most of his journals almost purposefully left out information, it was like he set it 
up to appear as if he had an extensive record when really it was anything but.” 


We reached the top of the stairs and began walking down a hallway as Z continued her 
monologue. 


“We did find something else though, something that we think explains everything. 

He kept a personal diary around the time of the battle of Moscow, he wrote about his 
Father often, how he was overseeing some sort of genetic project in Cuba, that was 
supposed to be, the next step in human evolution, whatever that means. 

He didn’t seem to know a lot about it, but one day he wrote about a spy they captured, 
aman sent by MI6 named Theodore Yalvin.” 


| stopped dead in my tracks. Z looked back at me. 


“| thought that name would be familiar to you. 

Yalvin was sent to deal with the nukes but he soon learned the truth about the experiment, 
which was when he was captured by our grandfather. The U.S. was getting worried about 
the whole situation so they sent in their own agents, who freed Yalvin, killed our 
grandfather, and obtained information that led to the end of the Cold War, but that still left 
the matter of the experiments.” 


We rounded a corner, going through an unassuming door, into a room with two other 
troopers and a vast assortment of documents, journals, records, recordings, and papers 
scattered across the room. Z sat down and picked up one of the journals, | noticed a 
photo buried under a mountain of paperclipped documents. | pushed them aside to get at 
the frame of it, | lifted it up to get a closer look. | wiped away the dust to see the full picture 
which depicted several nearly unrecognizable yet strangely familiar faces. 

| removed my hand from the left side of the photo, and my jaw nearly dropped to the floor 
because staring right back at me were... 


Ben, Calvin, a woman with Anthony’s glasses, and most disturbing of all... Mr.Night. 

They were all gathered around a rather large round table having drinks like a couple of old 
friends, | squinted when | came across the two men in the center, one of which was in his 
mid-twenties and dressed in a British naval uniform decorated with medals and right next 
to him was a man in his very early twenties wearing soviet garb, with its patches ripped 
from it, he was grinning right at the camera like a clown, his thick blonde hair covered his 


right eye, and it didn’t help that his left was closed. He definitely wasn’t the best-looking 
person in the world, or even in the photo, but | still found myself holding back tears, after 
all... 


It was the first time | had seen my Father’s face. 


| choked as | asked Z “When was this taken?” 

She got up with the journal still in hand “About a week after Moscow, in a bar in Britain, 
and yeah, that’s him... without the helmet.” 

| dragged my fingers across the photo one more time before speaking 

“He’s... He’s happy. Those are the Superhumans you know, and that’s Calvin, you can tell 
by the eyepatch, the one in the naval uniform must be Yalvin, but he doesn’t have the 
cheek wound, he said he got it during the battle of Moscow, how is this after that?” 

Z handed me the Journal as | set the photo back down. 


“They cut a deal.” 

She said it like | hadn’t already figured it out. 

Like | didn’t already know that the genetics experiment was Project Mindgun and that the 
U.S. saw it as a way to empower themselves even further. 

The Journal was just clarification, and elaboration. 


Project Mindgun: Test Subject -1 
Config: 1 Results: Failure 
Project Mindgun: Test Subject -2 
Config: 1 Results: Failure 
Project Mindgun: Test Subject -3 
Config: 1 Results: Success 
Config: 2 Results: Failure 
Project Mindgun: Test Subject -4 
Config: 1 Results: Success 
Config: 2 Results: Failure 
Project Mindgun: Test Subject -5 
Config: 1 Results: Success 
Config: 2 Results: Success 
Config: 3 Results: Failure 
Project Mindgun: Test Subject -6 
Config: 1 Results: Success 
Config: 2 Results: Success 
Config: 3 Results: Success 
Subject -6 cleared for further testing at {Classified} 


Project Report: Theodore Yalvin 


Five years since Moscow, and we’ve finally reached a breakthrough. 


IT owe it all to the notes that the {Classified} have given us 
especially Benevolent, Mr.Night, and of course Psych. 


I’1l admit, we were all hesitant at first, it is human 
experimentation after all, but after what I’ve seen this team of 
scientists do... 

It’s simply magnificent. 


We’ve performed miracles, these Criminals and street filth have 
been turned into gods among men. 


Subject -6 is just the first in a long line of Neurological super 
soldiers that will revolutionize the art of warfare. 
Imagine it, an entire army of Men with the power to rip enemy 


troops apart in seconds without any weaponry besides their very 
bodies and minds. 


We’re bringing in another batch of subjects today, but not the 
Prison apes or urchins, we need fresher ones, smarter, stronger 


ones. 


I’ve learned so much about humanity, our true nature has been 
revealed to me in the form of a beautiful canvas that I have had 


the pleasure of painting on. 


I was talking to Mr.Night about the future of our glorious 
pristine work of art and what we have planned will finally tear 
down this boring old world order I’ve been wasting away in with 

these lesser empty soulless shells of flesh. 


They have yet to open their eyes to fully see what’s in front of 
them, it's no grand accident that we’re on this earth, in this 
universe, and in these bodies. It’s so obvious now, we all should 


have seen it, but I was blessed, I have opened my eyes at last and 
in doing so 
accepted the great high lord. 


What we’ve done here will go down in history, we’1ll be heroes, 
pioneers, of the next century. 


I can’t wait. 


| couldn’t believe what | was reading. It was all clicking into place, like some grand puzzle. 
Z took me by the shoulder and walked me into the next room. | slid the journal into my 
pocket and while doing so flipped a switch activating the tracker on my laptop. 

| grabbed Z’s hand and threw it off my shoulder stopping her in her tracks. 


“You sent me a letter after the Invasion. You said That Mom was going to take Dad’s place 
in the world order, this is about that, isn’t it? Where is she?” 


Z returned to walking into the next room, | followed to see a small homemade hospital 
room complete with operating equipment, life support, and a hospital bed, where my 
Mother now laid. Z gripped the edges of the bed as she kneeled down 


“| was going to tell you about this first, but | needed to explain everything else first, so it 
would make sense. We don’t know what’s wrong with her, and we can’t take her toa 
doctor for obvious reasons. She needs treatment and after | hand it over he says he'll give 
it. All | had to do was steal a damn briefcase, but | can’t let him win, he can’t get into 
power. All these years of waiting and it’s finally coming to pass, that’s why | had to kill that 
candidate, and why I’m going to have to kill the other one tomorrow, their puppets, he'll 
use them, just like he’s using You, Anthony, that girl that teleported here, Benevolent, and 
even his own damn daughter. He thought that giving me that blocking device would help 
me deal with Anthony but | thought | could try to confront Benevolent, to figure out what 
he hired me to do, and what these damn Mindguns are but I... Damn him. 

Damn him and his web of lies.” 


| kneeled down to see my Mom clinging to life, hooked up to all these beeping and 
whirling machines, that gave off nothing but empty noise, | wanted to scream but the only 
thing | could say was a question that | already knew the answer to 

“Who... Who made you take the case?” 

Z slowly looked up at me 


and gave the answer that | should have known from the beginning 


“Theodore Yalvin.” 


Recording 16 
(Spark) “Well that complicates things.” 
That was all that my father had to say after | informed him of the less than ideal situation, 


over a video call. 


(Anthony) “Less than Ideal.” That’s how you’re gonna descr... 
damn it that was sarcasm again wasn’t it?! 


(Spark) ‘Laughing’ | guess we do need a sign, anyway. We walked to the Safehouse 
after the whole bridge incident. Once we arrived Ben went to take a shower and put ona 


new pair of clothes. 


(Anthony) Which left Spark and | to report to Yalvin, don’t worry about the explanation kid, 
it was basically just a recap of what you already heard. 


(Spark) That’s right, but the main thing | wanted to ask him was “What's the plan?” 
My father shook his head “You’re the commander of this team, I’m sure you'll figure 
something out.” | was confused. 

(Anthony) And | could clearly see it, you got that look on your face. 


(Spark) Look? | don’t have a look, when have you mentioned a look in this? 


(Anthony) Well, | don’t know how to explain it besides saying, Spark’s confused look, 
or Spark was confused. 


(Spark) You need to work on your imagery then. You really should read more. 
(Anthony) Well, it's not like | had the time, and | definitely don’t have it now. 
(Spark) But you had the time to build and paint all those robot models? 


(Anthony) ...So anyway kid | interjected myself into the conversation with Yalvin... 
Ok that right there, that’s your look. 


(Spark) Wait hold on... damn, you’re right | do have a look. You planned that, didn’t you? 
(Anthony) Hey, | may not be a genius, but | have my moments. 

(Spark) You still can’t describe it though. 

(Anthony) Ok, if it's so easy go ahead and try it. 


(Spark) A raised eyebrow, narrowed cheekbones, and a displaced mouth. 


(Anthony) | swear sometimes | think your purpose in life is just to show me up. 
(Spark) Well, it is, but it’s also to do things like this. 


(Anthony) ...That’s right, ok getting back on topic as | was saying | interjected myself into 
Spark’s conversation with Yalvin “With all due respect sir, Director Yalvin, we have been 
following your commands up to this point, hell sending us specifically over our usual team 
was your idea, so you'll forgive us if we’re a little clueless right now.” Yalvin glared at me 
“You used to work as an Assassin, didn’t you have to plan all those hits?” 

My thoughts drifted back to “O, he planned my Assassinations, almost all of them. 

He has an eye for that sort of thing, the way he sees the world is different from anyone 
I’ve ever met, and all | want to do right now is storm into that place and drag him out. 

If he’s in any sort of danger | will move heaven and hell to save him.” 


(Ben) “And I'd do the same for Rachel.” | commented as | entered the room in a fresh new 
pair of jeans a white t-shirt, and a green jacket. 


(Anthony) That was a nice jacket by the way. 


(Ben) Thanks. | continued speaking as | walked closer to the rather large computer 
screen in the corner of the room that Yalvin was calling from 

“But, we can’t just go flying in their guns blazing, we need to be precise. 

Can you at least tell us what the Presidential candidate is doing there?” 


(Spark) Luckily | had remembered a news report from the day before that did a good 
enough job of explaining why he had taken the trip to Paris 

“He’s here for a party, nearly half of the U.N is attending a charity ball tomorrow for 
Invasion relief... Bugger... she’s going to kill them all.” Everyone’s face went dark. 

My Dad coldly replied “Infiltrate the ball covertly, and apprehend Z before she puts her 
plan into motion.” 


(Anthony) | spoke up “That case... it’s a weapon isn’t it?” 


(Ben) | locked eyes with Yalvin before he replied “Yes, recover it at all costs, I'll arrive 
tomorrow at thirteen hundred with the extraction team, good luck until then.” 


(Spark) | nodded “Alright, bye Dad.” He seemed shocked by my comment, flinching back 
in his seat as he grabbed the camera and muffled out “Bye Spark.” The screen went dark. 
| bent down and turned off the computer, then getting back up while exhaling a small yawn 
“Alright, | think I’m going to catch some sleep, wake me up at sunrise, we'll form a plan 
then.” | walked off to one of the bedrooms. Once | reached the door | slowly turned the 
handle and looked back at you both, giving a sly smile as | entered the room. 


(Anthony) The second you were gone | turned my attention over to Ben 
“So | take it sleep isn’t really necessary for Krytall.” 


(Ben) “Have you ever needed it?” 
(Anthony) | think | just shrugged, and you said... What was it? 


(Ben) “I suppose that answers your question.” | then launched a raid on the refrigerator 
pillaging through it for something that would occupy my mind for the time being. | found it 
in the form of a bottle of cheap whisky. 


(Anthony) | did have to question that “We can’t get drunk either, can we?” 
(Ben) | smiled “We can try.” 


(Anthony) | chuckled before biting my lip hesitantly. “Screw it, | have nothing better to do.” 
| threw myself down on a rather small barstool next to one of those kitchen island-like 
tables and grabbed a pair of glass mugs that were sitting in the sink, don't worry kid they 
were already washed, | handed one to Ben as he sat down on the stool next to me. 

He then poured the whiskey ever so gently into the glasses. 

| took a swig of it “Damn that’s awful... | love it.” 


(Ben) | took a sip of mine as well, then setting it down to comment that 

“The reason we don’t sleep is the same reason that we don’t really need to eat or drink, 
you see unlike almost every other organism in the universe our bodies are powered 
almost entirely by our minds. Even some Krytall like Current are only composed of neural 
energy, cognition that’s evolved into sentience. That’s how life started you know, atoms 
started to drift together and form structures, and materials, and soon these structures 
formed thoughts. They realized where they were, who they were, and eventually formed 
their own reasons for why.” 


(Anthony) | finished my drink while he was talking, stating after the fact that 
“Ben, | think you might already be drunk.” 


(Ben) | chuckled “Well maybe | am.” 


(Anthony) | laughed along before asking 
“When | said that stuff about O, you said you’d do the same for Rachel, why?” 


(Ben) | picked up my glass, holding it by the top | swung my hand in order to watch the 
cold liquid thrash around inside it, | huffed “My whole life | had a purpose, a mission, but 
missions change. After your mother died giving birth to you, the Superhumans and | were 
auctioned off to the Worth corporation, and through some cruel twist of fate two years 
later the wife of the C.E.O. got pregnant and gave birth to a girl, Rachel. | never 
understood your Mother, I’ll be honest we were never that close in the first place, but the 
thing that always perplexed me was her interest in humanity, a few years before she died, 
there was... an incident that stayed with me, and | got into the back of my head that 


maybe our species weren't so different, and after she was gone that idea ingrained itself 
further and further until the universe fully put things into perspective. 

| made a promise to Rachel’s parents that if anything happened to them | would look after 
her, and well something did happen, and | was left to look after her on my own, it wasn’t 
like any of the other Superhumans were going to, they were more dedicated to their 
mission, but like | said... missions change, and mine did. We've been through a lot 
together and | think | finally understand humanity, and why | need to protect it.” 


| finally raised the glass up to my mouth and took a sip, before setting it back down. 


“This world wasn’t made for us. We think differently, act differently, hell we even speak 
differently. Maybe they'll always hate and fear us, but | like to think that one day if we can 
inspire them enough, give them hope when they have none, that one day we'll all be 
united together as one single peaceful universe made out of different parts, that all 
function in unison to make a greater whole.” 


(Anthony) “A unified peaceful universe, huh, that'll be the day.” 

I smiled as | started to pour another glass, while doing so | asked Ben 

“| was wondering, you see, as you know | wasn’t always bald, and | was just wondering, is 
there a reason my hair hasn’t grown back since | got it cut?” 

Now to tell the truth | did originally want to start with that question but | did kinda want to 
bring it up organically, just since it seems a little odd otherwise y'know? 


(Ben) | get it, since you didn’t know it was part of our physiology, you were probably a little 
freaked out right? 


(Anthony) | was a little, yeah. 


(Ben) | did explain it though. | said that “Krytall hair doesn’t grow back. The reason why 
human hair does is because it’s actually a separate structure from the body, almost like a 
parasite, but ours is part of our actual full body.” 


(Anthony) | sat the bottle down and took a sip of my glass. 
Ben’s previous statement got me thinking “Why do Krytall look like humans?” 


(Ben) | shuddered at the query. My lips trembling, | squeezed out a “What did you say?” 


(Anthony) | reiterated it, unknowing of the malevolent nature of what | was pondering. 
“Well at least most of the Krytall look like humans, with Current, and Mr.Night being the 
obvious exceptions. | just find it weird how a planet billions of light years away from us 
could evolve in such a similar way.” | squinted at you from the corner of my eye, as 
another question slipped its way into my head. One that | shouldn’t have asked. 

“Come to think of it, you and Mr.Night are the only male Krytall, and even then he was just 
a storage device that thought it was a man, but other than that, all the foot soldiers we 
fought were women, and the Currents were just technology that gained sentience like you 
said, but you’re the only one that’s visibly a man.” 


(Ben) | began to sweat as Anthony continued. 
(Anthony) Sorry about that by the way | was just caught up in it all. 
(Ben) It’s fine, it’s the past after all. 


(Anthony) Thanks, man. Well like he said | kept going on and on “I mean if Krytall die 
when they reproduce that’s not a very effective system, especially considering that they 
only seem to be giving birth to women, except for... well... it may have just been my 
imagination.” 


(Ben) | nearly leaped out of my seat as | leaned toward you “What? What else?” 


(Anthony) Here we go, I'll just say it. 

“When | entered your mind back in Louisiana, right before you woke up and freaked out. 
| went into your memories and saw some things, just brief glimpses of what I’m guessing 
are planets and other places you’ve been to, but there was this last one that seemed to 
stay with me for a while, a man sitting cross-legged in a cloa...” 


(Ben) | jumped up and covered his mouth before he could say anymore, and in doing so 
knocked over the bottle of whiskey breaking it. | frantically looked around the room and 
then back at Anthony who was intensely disconcerted. | brought myself to eye level with 
him, and in a spitting aggressive whisper, | gave a grave warning.“Whatever you think you 
saw, you will never even think about again, do you understand me?! Focus on here, and 
now, because there are forces in this reality that guard secrets mere mortals can never 
behold and they will not hesitate to destroy you and everyone you love, a literal billion 
times over, and he... he is the worst of them all.” 


He was... is, the Krytall high lord and | of all people should know what he is capable of. 


It must have been over eight billion years ago when | met him. It was the day | was born. 
My eyes were covered in a molten crust | had to slowly blink off, and once that was 
finished | was bombarded by a green liquid that consumed my vision. 

Once | adjusted to it | looked out to realize | was in some sort of vat, of course, | didn’t 
know it was a vat but | knew | was trapped somewhere. 

| could feel the rest of my body but | couldn’t see or move it. 

Taking in the rest of my surroundings | could tell that something had been written across 
the glass, a label, but | was unable to read it. | then made out a shape, a silhouette, then 
a figure, then a living breathing person, a man with rotting skin and a ragged cloak. 

The vat drained and | attempted to move but ended up flopping around like a fish, the 
glass then came down, and | felt myself, more specifically my head detach from 
something. | hit the floor unable to cushion my fall. My hands made their way up to my 
head where they flexed against my forehead, massaging it. 

| then heard a voice 


“3o you know where you are?” 


It was the most horrible, most draining thing | have ever heard, Inhuman doesn’t even 
begin to describe it, no it felt like a rough draft, like this was the first person who had ever 
spoken a full complex sentence and they had since completely lost their voice but kept 
going out of sheer will. It was like it was infinitely old and infinitely scarred. 

| could not respond to him, since | was only just beginning to grasp the concept of a He. 
He spoke again. 


“So you know who you are?” 


| continued to flex my fingers, and now knowing what they were | moved them down to my 
ears, revealing to my eyes, my vat, which | slowly realized | had just come out of. 

| moved my eyes up to see what looked to be a weapon... a gun in the back. 

| then knew that | had been hooked into it. 

| also began to read the writing as the man stepped away taking out a recorder he began 
to speak into. 


“Subject has fully grown on contact with oxygen, tissue dexterity is strong, 
muscle dexterity appears adequate, however, his mind is still trying ts 
comprehend the concept of consciousness, and with it reality. 

His cognition is subpar, the subject is another failure and will be terminated 
immediate...” 


“Su... Sub... jec.. ject.. Subject... Ben... Ben.. ev.. olont... Subject Benevolent?” 


He stood idly after | cut him off by reading the label. 

| like to think | amazed him in doing so. 

He spoke into the recorder again “Biseard the previous statement, Subject has 
achieved full awareness and has comprehended both speech and reading, 
simultanecusly. i will now repeat the awakening statements. 

Bo you know where you are? Sc you know who you are?” 


| pointed at the label repeating “Subject Benevolent?” 

The man leaned down toward me, picking me up by my shoulders, and forcing me to 
stand on my wobbling legs. “Subject has passed trials. thave my specimen, and 
with it, ican begin testing.” 


“Testing?” | said it as | fully steadied myself on the ground now able to walk normally. 

The man holstered his recorder and now addressed me directly.“thave waited an. 
eternity for you, and your sisters, my child. Testing is just to make sure that 
you are indeed ready for your true purpose. The Transports will arrive 
shortly te take you te your quarters where you can get settied.” 


He put his hand on my face and in doing so it seemed to burn my skin. 


“You are the most vital cog in my machine, you are special, but ineed you to 
be perfect. Zan you do that?” | nodded, and he smiled through shadow. 


“Yery good." 


After that he left, seeming to float through an invisible gateway. 

Leaving me behind, naked and cold. 

| turned around right before the Transports came. Spotting billions of vats all of which 
were filled with green goo and figures that looked almost like me, but not quite. 

Some of their heads were too large, some of their feet were too small, some of their limbs 
were missing, some had no limbs, and some seemed to only be made of limbs, and it 
appeared as if an infinite number of them were just their brain. 

Most eerily of all their vats weren’t filled with a green liquid but a red one. 

A thick one that stained the glass, and seemed to still be filling the vat. | then realized that 
the vats weren't being pumped with it by an external source but an internal one. 


They were drowning in their own blood. 

The Transports arrived grabbing me from behind and teleporting me to a dark holding cell, 
the only contents of which being a single rocky slab of a bed, a stack of books, and a 
white jumpsuit, with a large hexagon on it, that housed a green letter, B. 

Coming back to the present | slowly removed my hand from Anthony’s mouth. 

| then stood up asking him 


“Do you understand?” 


(Anthony) | nodded but couldn’t help but wonder “Sure, but if that’s true, and he is related 
to the Krytall, why hasn’t he come to Earth yet?” 


(Ben) | walked away, with my hands in my pockets. 
“| don’t know... 


and that’s what scares me.” 


Recording 17 


(Rachel) “So she really just expects you to hang around here and do nothing, huh?” 
After O and Z left | was stuck in that weird teleporter room, with those Gold troopers, and 
since | get bored faster than | blink my eyes | decided to make conversation, but it turned 
out to be very one-sided. All | got from most of the Troopers was a “Yeah” or the rather 
rare “Pretty much.” Needless to say, | was beginning to feel a little stir-crazy. 

That was until O and Z came back downstairs to rescue me from my eternal state of... 
goddamn it what’s another word for boring... Monotony? 

Yeah kid let’s go with that. Either way, | was glad to see them “Well Hi, O and his goth 
ninja sister, don’t worry | was just having so much fun here, all alone.” 


Ok kid, you can’t see it but Anthony put up a big sign in between recordings that flashes 
Sarcasm, whenever someone uses a sarcastic tone. 

That’s how bad all the others are with people, they need a literal sarcasm detector, 
hopefully, you aren’t as helpless as that. Getting back to it now, Z still seemed very 
hesitant to trust me “You’re sure we can trust her?” 

but it was O who actually convinced her otherwise “She’s only in this because she’s 
friends with Benevolent. The Superhumans used her company as a front to promote 
themselves, but she had nothing to do with it.” 

Z looked back at me with sort of a stink eye before turning back to O 

“She looks like she could know more than she’s letting on.” 

| hopped over with my crutches and interjected “I'll take that as a compliment. 

You know | heard you were some sort of terrorist samurai, but | thought you’d at least 
know that it's rude to talk to someone behind their back.” 

Z shot back at me “Ok, first of all, rich girl, | am not a samurai, you actually got it right the 
first time when you said Ninja, you can’t use the two interchangeably. 

Ninjas are silent, agile, badass nomads, Samurais are bulky jocks who cover themselves 
in armor and still have the audacity to talk about honor. 

You stupid Americans know nothing about the cultures of other countries.” 

| laughed “Wait, a second, O and Anthony love anime and those little robot model kits, 
and you’re getting offended over the difference between a Samurai and a Ninja. 

Is everyone related to the Gold family just a massive weeaboo or what?” 

Z fired again “It’s not that we’re obsessed with foreign cultures, it's just that Russia’s idea 
of culture for years was a flawed political system, and being the most annoyingly patriotic 
place to live.” | couldn’t help myself “Wow, that sounds just like America.” 

What happened next surprised me. 

Z got the biggest smile | had ever seen and started laughing at my awful joke. 

“You are very funny, rich girl, I’ll give you that.” 

| smiled back, with one of my little thank you expressions, and decided to joke back 
“Well, | did want to be a stand-up comic at one point, but...” 

| motioned around my crutches and resumed 


“That stand-up part is pretty hard now, and to do the comic part | would need to turn 
myself into twenty-four pages of paper and have someone draw on me.” 

That was another trademark awful joke and yet again Z was found laughing at it. 

O, probably feeling out of place at this point in the conversation, abruptly hopped in 
“We really need to talk about something Rachel.” | was quite... hold on... perplexed? 
By the statement, so | gave a quick “Huh?” before they took me to that nutty conspiracy 
room and explained all the Mindgun stuff to me. 

It was horrific. 

Human experiments, on unwilling, and innocent people, and it was all supervised under 
people and a government | thought | could trust. 


| didn’t believe it. 


“No, there’s no way Ben would have agreed to do any of this!” 

O held up that picture, the one with them all sitting at the bar as he said in that flat grading 
tone “I didn’t think so at first either, but the evidence speaks for itself.” 

| got out of the chair | was sitting in, and looked at a diagram of some crazy vat with what 
looked like a gun plastered on top of it, | pointed directly at it as | gave my best defense 
“Look at this, this is crazy, imagine actually putting someone in there. 

Ben would never do that, | don’t even know what would give him the idea fo do that. 

This whole thing is insane, experimenting on people, giving them powers all to do what? 
Raise some army?” | dropped my finger, then threw it back up along with both of my arms 
to give that cartoony, this is ridiculous, expression. 

“| mean, | can get the whole alien invader thing, at least they were just following orders, 
but this... this is just crazy!” 

| put my hands back down, O was on the edge of his seat, still looking at the picture, 
probably unsure of what to do, but Z stood up and confronted me 

“| get it, you don’t want to believe that someone your close to could do things like this, but 
my father went along with it too, and he also did a lot of other very bad things, and if this 
really is true, if Yalvin is planning to raise this army of Mindguns then we need to do 
everything in our power to stop it. The past doesn’t matter, we need to stop the future.” 
We stood there looking at each other for a while until | broke the silence. 


“Wow, that is the cheesiest thing | have ever heard anyone say. 
You and your brother can go on your little murder spree, but | won’t have any part in it.” 


Z stopped me again, putting her hand on my shoulder as | turned away 

“Wait... There’s an empty hotel room on the next floor, just ask one of the troopers and 
they'll take you to it.” 

She then removed her hand, and | exited the room. Feeling awkward | turned back 
whispering a “Thank you.” to Z. 

| walked down the hollow hall, stopping to ask one of the troopers about the room, and 
sure enough they took me to it. 

| set my crutches up against the wall next to my bed and dropped down onto it. 


| didn't sleep that night, | could only think of this grand conspiracy, the case, the Mindguns, 
Yalvin, Ben, and Z. 

My mind kept coming back to Z. 

The way she looked at me when | came through that portal, how she laughed at my jokes, 
and her voice when she offered me the room | was now staying in, but the thing | held 
onto the most was the possibility that she was right. 

She had shown me these mounds of evidence but | still was hanging onto Ben being the 
great symbol of good that | thought he was. 

| couldn’t help but remember back on the ship in Vegas, when | had taunted Mr.Night and 
he transformed his entire arm into a gleaming sword that he impaled me with. 

| remember the feeling of it going straight through my stomach then back out my spine, 
before looking down to see the blood raining out like a flood, and thinking that was it... 
that was where | was going to die, and now? 


Now | felt that pain all over again. 


Recording 18 

(Spark) Sunrise came. | awoke to a set of pushups, and a breakfast of Toast, fired beans, 
and coffee, before printing and laying out a map of the Les Invalides. | laid my finger down 
at the front section of the map stating that “This is where they'll be, the dome.” 


(Anthony) | hopped in “Which houses Napoleon's tomb by the way.” 


(Spark) Ben and | both gave Anthony that uncomfortable look that you usually give to a 
know-it-all. 


(Anthony) I’m not a know-it-all like | said “What? | did my research. 

Besides it means it's a relatively flat area with heavy foot traffic, it’s going to be hard to get 
a good look in there over all of those heads.” 

(Spark) | was just describing the look y’know. 

(Anthony) ...Yeah | knew that. 

(Ben) After Anthony dispensed the info about the foot traffic, | made my way into the 
conversation “You two won't be able to get a view, but | will, the dome has a series of 
windows scattered all around it, I'll fly up to the top of it and work as your eyes and ears.” 
(Spark) Anthony and | both nodded in acknowledgment before | moved on to our roles 
“Once Ben has spotted the Candidate, I'll secure him, which should hopefully draw out Z, 
leaving Anthony to take her down.” 

(Anthony) | had to ask “What about O, and Rachel?” 

(Spark) | took my finger off the map, instead splaying my hands out across it. 

| looked up to him stating that “Z, will know where they are. They’re important Anthony but 


they aren’t the mission.” 


(Anthony) | huffed, upset but letting it slide for now “Ok, well, let’s do this then, after all, 
what could go wrong?” 


(Rachel) A lot, a whole shitload of a lot. 
(Spark) It was mainly your fault, siding with a terrorist. 
(Rachel) Bitch, please! She was working for your Dad! 


(O) Can we just get on with it? 


(Anthony) I’m with you O, let’s get to it. We arrived at the ball separately in order to not 
draw any suspicion, since | practically lived in my tuxedo there was no need for me to 
change my clothes, only to take off my Night Vision helmet and my glasses but | still felt 
the need to switch my standard tie into a bow. | did so while approaching the entrance, 
where | was stopped by a security guard who must have asked for my name in French, 
which | was very rusty on, | thought | was done for right there but to my surprise, an old 
friend was there to save my skin “Relax my French hombre, the Sefor is with me.” 
“Colton?!” He rushed over to pull me aside, whispering in my ear with a snappy tone as 
he disposed of his cigarette “Hey, hey, no real names in the field! I’m in enough trouble 
already.” | then remembered the contract he said he had in France. 

“Ok, ok, but please tell me you aren't here to kill the U.S. presidential candidate.” 

He laughed “Don't be ridiculous! I’m just here to enjoy the sights.” 

| laughed “Well that’s a relief because I’m here to protect him.” 

A look of anxiety hit Colton’s face “Oh... you weren't joking then.” 

| felt like | swallowed all of my organs at once as | went paler than an albino ghost against 
unpainted drywall. 

“No... | wasn’t...” 


(Ben) | had seen and overheard all of this, with my enhanced senses from on top of the 
dome, and frantically called up Spark on her burner phone, luckily right when she was 
approaching the ball, and promptly informed her that “You humans have a saying that 

| think applies to what I’m seeing right now, | believe it goes somewhere along the lines of, 
we're fucked?” 


(Spark) | hurried my approach as | continued speaking with Ben “Already, how?!” 


(Ben) | responded by explaining the situation “Anthony’s at the right corner of the front 
entrance with an old friend who just said he’s here to kill the candidate.” 


(Spark) | reached the entrance, flashed my C.I.A credentials to the security guard, and 
moved toward Anthony huffing into the phone “Focus on locating the candidate, I'll deal 
with Anthony. I’m already on my way to his position now.” 

| put the phone in my bag as | walked up behind the pair who were huddled together with 
their backs away from me. | reached into a holster underneath my dress, which housed 
the Fang Knife, | slowly pulled it out, placing my other hand on the back of one of the men, 
turning him toward me, | prepared to stab him only | was only to have his friend turn 
around to ask me several questions in french as well as the man | had my hand on. 

| put my knife back and pushed them aside. 

Rushing into the crowd while taking my phone back out and trying to dial Anthony. 


(Anthony) But | couldn’t answer because moments before you got through the entrance 
Colton had pressed a handgun against my chest and forced me into the Men’s bathroom 
he threw me against the wall after we entered proclaiming that “I really don’t want to fight 
you amigo, but | am being paid a ludicrous amount of money by one of my more favored 
clients, so if we could just stay out of the way, that would be greatly appreciated.” 


| kicked his crotch, grabbed his shoulders, and slammed him into the tile wall, taking his 
gun while doing so “I don’t want to fight you either Colton, but | don’t think | really have 

a choice.” He quickly recovered from my blow, grabbing my arm and twisting it, reclaiming 
his gun in doing so. He used the momentum to force me into a urinal, and just before he 
could raise his gun to shoot me... someone exited the stall at the end of the bathroom, 
and stared at us 

“?’m uh... I’m not interrupting anything am |?” 

Colton smiled “No, not at all.” The man then made his way to the sink and began washing 
his hands when something clicked in Colton’s mind. He pointed the gun over to the man, 
who Colton now recognized as the Presidential candidate as | leaped out to pull his arm 
down right before he could fire. 

The candidate looked back at us as | threw my left leg around Colton’s to hide the gun. 
He asked for clarification “You're sure?” 

| noticed Colton now had a knife shoved against my right leg as | muffled out the only 
French | could remember, in order to get the Candidate away from us “Soufflé?” 

The candidate chuckled to himself as he turned off the sink and went to dry his hands. 
“You French are weird man.” 

Colton broke away from me, | grabbed his gun again before he could aiming it right at him 
as he went into a basic knife stance. 

The candidate then exited, and | fired on Colton who ducked rolling toward me with the 
knife in hand. 

| jumped up to the stall dividers, leaping across them as Colton took out an automatic 
silenced rifle and fired at me. | reached the last stall and returned fire. Colton retreated 
into the entrance to the bathroom, which provided him with a corner of cover. | threw my 
glasses on and tried to get a clear shot at him, turning back each time he shot at me. 

| then felt my burner phone ring, | picked it up, shouting 

“| FOUND THE CANDIDATE HE SHOULD HAVE JUST WALKED OUT OF THE MEN’S 
BATHROOM CLOSEST TO THE ENTRANCE.” 

Spark replied with a “Why are you screaming?” as yet another bulletstorm tore through the 
plastic of the stall. | gritted my teeth, trying to stay concentrated on one person’s thoughts, 
but they were all pouring in, and the bullets kept piercing into my sanctuary. | knew Spark 
said something else over the phone but | couldn’t hear it, | could hardly hear anything, 
then the bullets stopped and the recognizable mind returned to me. Colton only ever 
thought of two things, his guns... and his family. 


Zeroing in on him | ran out of the stall and tackled Colton, pushing us both out of the 
bathroom, as | entered his mind and knocked him unconscious. | disconnected from him 
as quickly as | connected and when | was brought back to reality | was met with Spark 
blocking the small hallway we were in with a large table of Hors d’oeuvres, which had an 
even bigger tablecloth splayed out on it, providing us with the perfect cover. | rolled off of 
Colton and onto the floor next to where Spark was kneeling down, with her legs crossed, 
| took off my glasses and commented that she should “Promise to never let me go off on 
my own again...” 


(Spark) | gave a grin back “I promise.” We shoved Colton under the table and wheeled it 
off to the other Hors d’oeuvre tables. While doing so Anthony couldn’t help but make an 
observation 

“| thought you weren’t a dress girl?” The dress that | had found at the safehouse was a 
flowy reflective blue, that was far too thin for my bulky, muscular frame. 

| explained that “It was all | could find in the safe house.” 

He smirked while remarking “Well, it looks good on you.” 

A sly grin slipped across my face “Thanks, you look good too.” 

We stood there in peace for a good minute until a worrisome thought came into my mind. 
| pointed back over to where we had stashed Colton “How long will that last?” 

Anthony shrugged, “Probably ten minutes, but we'll be gone by then, you did get the 
candidate right?” 

| choked “I thought you said he was with you.” 


(Anthony) | went white again “Wait, so you thought that was him?” 


(Spark) | got defensive “Well you were yelling over a bloody phone, forgive me if it was 
hard to tell what you were saying!” 


(Anthony) | pressed my fingers against my cheeks, stretching them down and slipping 
them off while | tried to find a response. | caught the bar out of the corner of my eye, to 
find who else sitting there, but Z and the candidate. 

(Spark) | noticed her too, but right in between us and the bar was the orchestral band that 
had been hired for the ball, as well as a huge round open area where we would be 
spotted immediately if we simply ran across it. | spun back to Anthony 

“We need a way to get over there, subtly.” 

That was when the music started, and as the guests filed onto the dance floor an idea 
formed in my head. | stuck my hand out to Anthony “Dance with me.” 


(Anthony) “No.” 


(Spark) “It wasn’t a question.” | reached out again, 
“She’s right over there, this is it, all we have to do is creep over there.” 


(Anthony) | blew out a long, deep breath “I... | don’t know how I’ve never done it before.” 
(Spark) | lowered my hand and moved in to question him “Never done it with anyone or...” 
(Anthony) | had my eyes fixed on the ground now “No... I’ve never danced at all.” 

(Spark) | took his hand as he looked back up at me, and | said to him “Then I'll show you.” 


(Ben) | was watching all of this from the roof when | suddenly heard someone approach 
me from behind. 


(Rachel) It was me, | had been huffing and puffing my way up to the roof with my crutches 
but after giving it my maximum effort | had finally made it up, and you seemed very happy 
to see me. 


(Ben) Well, that’s because | was. | even told you “Rachel?! What are you doing? 
| came here to save you.” 


(Rachel) | just gave one more little cough of exhaustion before | reached out and gave 
you a hug “I never needed saving.” 


(Ben) That did confuse me. | let go of you and let you spring yourself up before asking 
“What do you mean?” 


(Rachel) “I need to know, Ben... Z, she told me all these things about you plotting with 
Yalvin, and doing all these human experiments, | saw photos, journals. | just need you to 
say it. | need you to tell me it’s not true. | need you to tell me that the man who raised me 
is better than that.” 

| had stood in place the whole time, looking him dead in the eye, but he had turned and 
walked away after | spoke. 


(Ben) And | continued to, until | finally reached the edge of the dome, looking out into the 
distance, because | didn’t have the strength to turn back, | didn’t have the strength to say 
anything but 


“Yes. Yes it’s all true, and | never argued against it once.” 


(Rachel) I’m not proud of what | said next “YOU FUCKING WHAT!? You forced people 
into vats of fucking acid, hooked their brains up to machines, all while knowing most of 
them would die, and you didn’t even think to say anything! You just happily marched 
hundreds of people to their deaths?! IS THAT WHAT HAPPENED!” 


(Ben) | didn’t even flinch, | just stood on the edge, away from her. 
(Rachel) | poured on “That’s exactly what happened isn’t it?” 
(Ben) | didn’t answer her. 


(Rachel) My tone changed as tears began to form at the bottom of my eyes 
“Ben... why did you do it?” 


(Ben) How could | have explained it then? How could | even explain it now? 

How could | have possibly explained years of being cut open and torn apart and stitched 
back together over and over again, stuffed with every piece of technology imaginable, 
only to have it ripped out, all while my mind was probed and forced to consume 
knowledge at a rapid pace? 


How could | explain being ejected from that tube fully grown, never having experienced a 
childhood or any sense of innocence? How could | explain that during it all | was told 
nothing but how special | was, how | was going to bring forth a new cosmic age, and that 
| believed it the whole time? 

How could | explain... 


him. 


| would have stayed in this perpetual state of torment if not for the distinct sound of 
violence. | spun around to see one of the marines from Louisiana, | believe his name was 
Chuck, hit Rachel with the blunt end of His rifle, knocking her unconscious. He strapped 
handcuffs around her muffling to himself “Damn Bitch wouldn’t shut up.” before looking up 
at me “Sorry about that, Benevolent but the director doesn’t want civilians around when 
we raid the building.” 


(Spark) The orchestra hit a high note that echoed through the dome as we twirled into the 
crowd, the multiple couples of dancers spinning around us like flowers in a pond. 
Anthony kept his eyes on me the whole time. 


(Anthony) Mainly because | was just wondering “How did you learn to dance like this?” 


(Spark) | shrugged, joking that “I may be a superspy, but | was a little girl once, it was kind 
of expected y’know.” 


(Anthony) We spun around again as the instruments of the band blared ever higher. 
| returned a smirk to Spark, commenting that “This feels weird, it’s almost like we're...” 


(Spark) “Normal.” 


(Anthony) “Yeah... Do you ever wish it was like this, that we weren’t constantly running 
around shooting people and instead just... normal?” 


(Spark) We spun again, now moving in on Z. | laughed Anthony off 
“Normal’s boring. This though? Us, right now?” 

| pulled him in closer 

“This is good.” 


(Anthony) | was caught off guard. My arms let go of Spark as she spun me again. 
| looked over her shoulder to see “O?” 


(O) | was sitting there at the bar, staring back at Anthony, right as | was shoving a knife 
into the back of the Presidential candidate. 


Recording 19 

(Spark) HE BLOODY KILLED HIM THAT’S WHAT HAPPENED! 
(Rachel) And that's just where it all started, it only got worse from there! 
(O) | seem to remember you being on my side then. 

(Rachel) Well news flash asshole, THINGS CHANGE! 

(O) | think | should bring back the beeper. 

(Spark) I’ve had enough of your bloody beeper, you fucking terrorist wanker! 
(Anthony) Why don’t you three just leave and let me take this one? 

(O) | don’t need you to defend me, Anthony. 

(Anthony) If | wasn’t defending you back then, you’d be dead. 

(O) Things change. 

(Rachel) you fucking... 

(Ben) THAT’S ENOUGH! 

A4Slam* 

(O) ... 

(Spark) ... 

(Rachel) ... 


(Anthony) ... 


(Ben) I’ve been far too nice to you all. | let these petty disputes consume this entire tape, 
while | stood by and let you all argue over the past like children. It's been years since all 
this happened, and some of you are acting like it was just yesterday. | understand that this 
is reopening a lot of old wounds for some of us but that’s no excuse to attack each other. 
We all know why we have to do this, and we all know that the only way this works is if we 
do it together. So put your feelings aside for just one minute and act like rational adults, so 


we can at least get through the rest of this tape ok? 


(Rachel) ...Yeah, ok. 


(O) Ok. 

(Anthony) Ok. 

(Spark) Sure. 

(Ben) Alright, Anthony, | think it’s best if you do this recording, after that, we'll each talk 
about what happened to us afterward, and then all come back to do the last few, is that 
fine with everyone? 

(Rachel) Perfectly fine. 

(O) Yep. 

(Anthony) Yeah. 


(Spark) Bit hypocritical to say we should act like adults and then scold us like children 
though. 


(Ben) Spark, No offense but | was alive before the Earth even formed, all of you are like 
children to me. 


(Spark) Alright, that’s fair enough, | guess. 
You go ahead Anthony, we'll all give you some space. 


Footsteps* 

Door opening* 

(Anthony) You should go O. 

(O) ...1 will, it's just | wanted to say...well say again... I’m sorry. 

“Footsteps* 

‘Door closing* 

(Anthony) Well alright then... 

Spark and | broke from each other and approached O, as he drove the knife out of the 
Candidate. Z jumped in front of him pulling her gun out while doing so. Spark grabbed her 
arm right before Z could pull the trigger. The two began to wrestle as | ran over to O. 

| tried speaking to him but all | could muster was a “You...” 


| caught the Candidate in my arms right as he was about to hit the ground, O watched me 
from his bar chair the whole time. 


“Read my mind, Anthony. This was the only way.” | wanted to, | tried to, but | was too 
distracted to focus on O’s already complex mind. It didn’t help that right after he spoke to 
me the dome echoed with the sound of a gunshot. | jumped up to see that Z had wrestled 
her arms out from Spark’s long enough to fire off a shot at one of the dome’s windows 
sending thousands of glass shards raining down to earth. | threw my glasses on and 
rushed into the crowd, taking out my handgun and waving it around at the guests wildly 
like it was some sort of stickup, sending them running out of the building as Spark 
engaged Z hand to hand, and O took off into the hotel. The glass finally reached the 
ground, shattering, as more fell from the ceiling, the windows, and the entrance, to make 
way for ropes which cold tactical figures repelled down from. 

It was a raid, and as | turned to the entrance | saw its leader. 

Yalvin. 

Z must have spotted him too since she abandoned her fight with Spark just seconds after 
he walked through the door, grappling onto the roof of the dome and swinging through the 
door O took. | didn’t hesitate to chase her. 

We sped through a near-infinite curving hallway containing museums, cathedrals, offices, 
and of course hotel rooms. 

Z seemed to be exhausted by the time we reached the back of the building. She rounded 
the last corner with a grapple. When | made it around, there were three doors, but she, 
and O, were gone. | decided to take my chances, | opened the door on the right to find, 
nothing, then the middle, and again nothing. 

Then the left, which led to a long winding staircase, | made my way down it, and 
eventually, 

| began to hear thoughts, then voices, then something else, a machine. 

| moved faster, and faster until | hit the bottom, raising my gun up to be met by a 
basement filled with a dozen armed tactical troopers, and a large circular platform in the 
center which O and Z were standing on along with the briefcase. 

“Well isn’t this just a grand reunion?” 

Z taunted as | lowered my gun and the troops raised theirs. 

| couldn’t help but notice the hospital bed being wheeled into the room by one of them. 
“That bed, that’s your mother isn’t it?” 

O nodded while Z stood idle, taunting yet again. 

“She was meant to die next to our father, but you couldn’t even grant them that courtesy 
could you?” | slowly approached the platform as the guns of the troopers followed me. 

| looked back at O and realized the only chance | had was to plea “I didn’t kill Goldface.” 
Z snapped “ENOUGH LIES! Haven’t you made our family suffer enough!” 

O took her hand, as Spark arrived, along with Ben, then the marines who carried Rachel 
in handcuffs, and at last Yalvin. O looked Z dead in the eye and finally spoke the truth 


“Z, Anthony's not lying.” 
“O, what are you talking about?” 


“_..We were fighting Dad, Anthony, Spark, and I, he was going to hurt them, | had a knife, 
and |... 


| used it.” 


Z slammed O into Mrs.Gold’s hospital bed. He slid down hitting the floor of the platform as 
it began to hum to life. This action forced the Marines to move in. 

The troopers retaliated, sending bullets bouncing across the room in all directions. 

It was at this point that Rachel woke up and grabbed my foot “Put me on the platform!” 
| didn’t understand the request 

“What?!” 

She hastily explained, “It’s a teleporter!” | picked her up and swung her over my back. 
Running up onto the platform just as Spark and Yalvin approached it. 

Yalvin yelled over the gunfire “Give me the case, girl!” 

Z couldn’t hear him, she was far too focused on getting her revenge. 

“You... you were never my brother!” 

She held the sword above her head preparing to strike O, as Ben flew toward us, and 
Spark raised her gun, | set down Rachel. Knowing what | had to do. | walked down the 
stairs of the platform, identified the controls, aimed my gun at them, and fired. 


The basement erupted into an explosion of purple energy dragging everything toward it. 
Throwing it into a void that formed into the streets of Paris, right in front of... 

The Eiffel Tower. 

| tumbled onto the ground, rolling violently like a blown-out tire. | didn’t stop until | hit the 
cold metal of the tower, which | used to pull myself up. | readjusted my glasses to see Z 
beginning to scale the tower with the Briefcase in hand, as | watched her | heard Rachel 
cry out over my shoulder “Mind, helping me out again?” She crawled toward me reaching 
out her arm, | grabbed it and holstered her over my shoulder. 

| then pointed my head up to see why Z was scaling the tower, O was on the top platform. 
| ran up the stairs of the tower as fast as | possibly could, with Rachel over my shoulders. 
When | finally reached the top | laid down Rachel by the railing just as Z arrived. 

| jumped in between O, and her, preparing for a confrontation only to be greeted by 

a massive gust of wind, blowing all of us off balance. | looked in its direction to see Ben 
and a swarm of military helicopters behind him, one of which | assume Yalvin arrived in. 
The door of the one closest to the tower swung open to reveal Spark, and Yalvin. 

O rushed over to me as Z arrived on our platform with the case, which was thrown onto 
the center of the platform as she wrangled her way up. 


“lll give all of you exactly one minute! HAND OVER THE CASE!” 
Yalvin had made his final offer, now it was time for O to make his, 
he snatched the case by its handle and raised it directly above his head. 


“YOU WANT YOUR CASE, YOU CAN HAVE IT!” 

The locks of the case suddenly unclipped over his head before he slammed the case 
down, exposing a hazard symbol... and a timer set for sixty seconds, that was counting 
down fast. 


Time seemed to freeze for a moment until one of the marines cried out “It’s a bomb!” 
O’s hands shook as he looked over what he had unleashed, he whispered. 


“It’s not a bomb.. 
It's a nuke.” 


Ben was the first to move, he flew around doing his best to evacuate civilians or at least 
get them to move as far away as possible. 


After that, the helicopters retreated, leaving the rest of us alone as the timer continued to 
tick down. Then out of nowhere, a separate helicopter flew over us, the door of which 
busted open to drop down a ladder, a familiar voice called out 


“What are you waiting for, come on!” 

It was Colton. 

O was the first of us to climb aboard, Z reluctantly followed, still visibly scorned by O’s 
confession but knowing that this was her only chance at survival. 

| helped Rachel up, calling out to Colton as the timer neared twenty seconds. 

“She can barely move her legs, come closer and I'll throw her on board!” 

Colton scrambled to tell the pilot to move in, he reached the railing when the timer hit 
fifteen. | tossed Rachel on board, then motioned for them to back away. 

| snatched the ladder as the chopper sped away from the tower. 


| looked back once, just once, and that was all it took for my hand to slip off the ladder, 
right as the timer hit zero. 


A fiery wave came flooding at me like a tsunami, it sent Colton’s helicopter tumbling out of 
control, fully separating me from it. 

It was everything you’d think it was kid. The force of a thousand suns hitting your body all 
at once, in a flash of light faster than the human eye could see. The wind though, the 
shockwave of air that came after was even more devastating, because it lingered, like the 
whisper of the devil. It burst my eardrums leaving me with that sound, and only that sound 
in my mind. 

My mind. For what felt like an eternity my mind was completely blank, because... 

there wasn’t a single other mind thinking for miles. 

My only thought was to cover my eyes, my glasses, that was all | could think to do. 

My clothes burned against my skin and my gun melted into a fine molten lava, and all 

| could do was cover my eyes. | could tell that one of the lenses of my glasses cracked, as 
| thought | felt something yank at my foot but other than that there was nothing. 


There was only Oblivion. 


Recording excerpt from a closed-door telemeeting between 

the secretary of the D.O.D, Department of Defense, Fredrick Wilhelm, 
Supreme Court Justices Rivera & Quail, 

& C.I.A director Yalvin 


(Wilhelm) 
You’ve made quite the mess director. 


Right at this time billions of people are receiving news that 


Paris has been obliterated. 


I’ve already received calls from twenty media outlets, and one 
reporter who actually had the audacity to knock on my door. 
The country and the world need answers. 


Yalvin) 
And they’1l have them. 


Rivera) 
Your men were directly involved were they not? 


Yalvin) 
They were. 


(Wilhelm) 
Then you admit that this attack happened under your supervision? 


(Yalvin) 
Yes, but there is nothing I could have done to prevent it. 


(Wilhelm) 
I think some explanation is in order then, right Quail? 


(Quail) 
Indeed, Yalvin and I are old friends, I’m sure he’1l have a good 
reason as to why this tragedy took place. 


(Yalvin) 
As it happens Justice Quail I do. 


(Rivera) 
Now this I gotta hear... 


(Yalvin) 

I’m sure you all are aware that at the time of the incident in 
question, I had a unit in pursuit of the rogue terrorist Zoya 
Gold, alias Z, who happens to be a daughter of the Russian crime 
family known as the Golds. Her brother Oleg Gold, alias O, had 
previously infiltrated the C.I.A under my supervision along with 
the infamous Anthony Assassin, under the guise of some form of 
redemption. 

Anthony and O were both on the unit I sent after Z who had 
previously stolen the nuclear device from one of our silos in 
Hawaii. 

I now believe that Anthony aided in her escape from this facility. 
Later in Louisiana Z reappeared in order to assassinate 
Presidential Candidate Philips, and contact Benevolent who didn’t 
want in on her scheme but alerted me to her plans. During this 
time in Louisiana 
Anthony went A.W.O.L for approximately ten minutes, I assume in 
this time Z contacted him in order to explain the full details of 
her plan. Anthony then relayed this information to O before 
engaging Z in a brief faux combat before once again aiding her 
escape. 

Now we circle back to Paris. 

There was a clash on the Pont Neuf bridge in which Z sent troopers 
to retrieve Anthony and her brother. 

Anthony was unable to b xtracted but O however was taken to the 
basement of the Les Invalides hotel, where the pair plotted to 

Assassinate Presidential Candidate Brigs. 
This plot succeeded and Anthony aided once again in helping the 
two escape, taking the nuke to the Hiffel tower where the thr 
were lifted out via helicopter before the bomb detonated, 
resulting in the complete and total destruction of Paris. 


(Rivera) 
Why, though? 
There has to be a motive, why Paris, why the candidates? 


(Yalvin) 
I think the motive behind this attack is clear. 
Ever since Goldface’s death Russia has experienced a power vacuum, 
combine this with the recession caused by the invasion, and we 
have seen a resurgence of Soviet apologists so to speak. 


Now, two of our suspects are Russians, 
with criminal backgrounds I might add, and the third 
is an infamous contract killer with personal ties to the other 
two. 


And as you can s in the files I’v 


sent to you O was in direct 
contact with a Russian, Neo Communist, Insurgenist. 


Whom he contacted both before and after pivotal events in this 
elaborate chain of deception. 


Rivera) 


So what you’re saying is that this is what? Soviet revenge? 


Yalvin) 
Precisely. 


Rivera) 
And you realize that if this information is true it could mean 
another world war? 


(Yalvin) 
I’m aware. 


(Wilhelm) 
Former Warsaw pact Countries ar 
borders. 


already beginning to secure their 
East Germany and Bulgaria especially, it could be that 
some countries still honor it. 


(Quail) 
And North Korea is already threatening a response if something 
so much as flies over them. 


(Wilhelm) 
So what do we tell the public? 
A bunch of Neo communists stole a nuke and stuck it in Paris? 


(Yalvin) 
Yes, you tell them exactly that. 


(Rivera) 
Are you insane?! 
Russia’s still a lawless hellhol 


, they’1ll never claim 
responsibility! 


(Quail) 
Settle down, Rivera. 
I see what Yalvin’s playing at. 


(Yalvin) 
Make a point to call them terrorists. 
Insurgents, revolutionaries. 


Say that there are more in Russia, single out a group. 
Send a team to hunt down the one O was in contact with along with 


whatever mafia you want. I’1ll send a team after O, Z, and Anthony. 
We’11 hunt them down, put their heads on pikes and carry them 
through town for the peasants to see. 
We’1l get the glory for avenging Paris, and be back on top as a 
world power after that position was so rudely stripped from us by 
the Krytall. 


(Quail) 
It's genius. 


(Wilhelm) 
You’ve done it again Yalvin. 


(Rivera) 
How do we authorize this though? 
We don’t have a president, and even if we did 
I doubt he would approve this. 


(Yalvin) 
What do we need a president for? 
We’re the minds behind one of the most powerful nations in the 


world, 
We can do whatever we want. 


(Rivera) 
Fair enough. 
So, we’re really doing this? 


(Quail) 
As long as we’re all in agreement. 


(Wilhelm) 
I have full military authority under a situation like this, 
and I say we go for it. 
What do you have to say about that Rivera? 


(Rivera) 
.My Daughter was on her honeymoon in Paris, 
she got married just a week ago. 

I will allow this, as long as you promise me that those 
responsible don’t just wind up in some cell, no I want to see 
them. I want to be there when the light leaves their eyes. I want 
all their loved ones to know in their darkest most personal 


moments years from now that their deaths were all because of what 


they did to my poor daughter and everyon lse in that beautiful 


eLty’. 
I want for them all to know exactly what happens when you test 
anyone in our country. 
So go ahead Yalvin, take them out. 
Just be sure to make them bleed. 


(Yalvin) 
Oh... Trust me. 
TI’11 do more than just that. 


Far more... 


Recording 20 


(O) | woke up with stabbing pains in my head, hands, and legs. My eyes took a while to 
adjust since my glasses were gone and it wasn’t until after they did that | saw the large 
metal clump lying on my chest. 

| moved my hands to push it off me, but they were now littered with shrapnel. 

Still, | kept at it, eventually pushing off the metal on top of me and shoving the shrapnel 
out of my hands, in doing so. | stood up. My hands now red and numb, dripping warm 
blood by the second. | ignored them as | looked at my legs which were in pretty good 
shape all things considered. 

My clothes were scorched with smoke and ash but not burned. My laptop had gone 
unscathed, protected by my jacket. | breathed a sigh of relief as | disabled its tracker, 
which was when my head began to pound. 

Moving my hands up to my forehead, | discovered what had happened to my glasses, at 
least part of them. | twisted my trembling wet fingers around the hinges of my glasses 
which were stuck in my head and yanked them out with all the force | could muster. 
The glass fragments of the singular lens fell down to the blood-soaked burnt grass. 

| touched my head to make sure that | hadn’t left any other pieces in it, but | had lost all 
feeling in my hands, and | was beginning to get tired... 


very tired. 
| had to keep going. 


| took off my shoes, then my socks, which | put over my hands before putting my shoes 
back on. | then grabbed one of the shards of shrapnel and cut off the left sleeve of my 
jacket, tying it around the wound on my head. | noticed the metal clump | had pushed off 
of myself was the back fin rotor of Colton’s helicopter. 

My mind jumped from one conclusion to the next. 

| ran up the hill | had landed on, in an attempt to locate the other scattered pieces of the 
chopper. | didn’t find them, instead, | found the aftermath. 


The mushroom cloud was still hanging in the sky above the wreckage of what used to be 
Paris, but to even call it wreckage was a disservice. It was a wasteland. A desert. 
A desolate plain. 


A graveyard. 


| spotted the hordes of people being led from the city like cattle. 
Some refusing to leave out of grief, others because of it. 

The military had arrived to escort the citizens out of the city 
and to look for survivors in the wreckage. 


It was my fault. | was so mad at Yalvin for using us, for tormenting Z and |, but Z had tried 
to kill me because | couldn’t just keep my mouth shut, and keep lying a little longer. 


Anthony had put Spark over me. 

After | saw him with her, not looking for me, not trying to stop me, but dancing... 
Dancing of all things. 

Killing that damn Candidate just became so easy, it was the same when Yalvin yelled at 
me for the case, screaming at him and throwing it on the ground was so easy. 
Everything was just starting to feel so... easy. 

It was the fault of my emotions. 

| got angry, and because of it, | found myself in a torturous hell of my own making. 
Maybe that wasn’t a bad thing though... 


Anthony saw me as a kid, 

Spark saw me as a liability, 

Rachel saw me as a charity case, 

Ben probably thought the same, 

Z saw me as her little brother she had to protect, 

Yalvin saw me as a pawn, 

but Bailey... 

| hadn’t even seen her face but all she had done was try to help me. 

Me, specifically. 

| had always held back. 

Always been quiet, afraid of what to say, and afraid of what others may think because of it. 
Always directionless, doing what others told me. 

Now though... 

Now | knew exactly what | wanted to say, and do. 

| paid attention to where the military was coming from. 

| noticed that the air vehicles seemed to be coming from further away, perhaps even from 
out of the country, but the ground vehicles, the jeeps, and the trucks? 

They were coming from the northwest. The West-northwest to be more precise. 

| remembered the last time Anthony and | were in France we had arrived via a port city 
which was in that exact direction. The city of Le Havre. 

| walked down the hill, to the road the military was driving on, | inserted myself with the 


fleeing population, draping my hair down and the sleeve covering the wound on my head 
with it as | did so. 


The caravan of refugees passed through several other evacuating towns and cities on our 
way to Le Havre. The crowd grew ever larger as | found myself disappearing into it more 
and more. It had only been a few hours when we reached our final stop before Le Havre, 
a small rural town called Secqueville. 

A few people integrated into the mobile populace, as | snuck away into one of the vacant 
houses to patch myself up. 

| had been running on empty for the past few hours, so the first thing | did was drink four 
bottles of water and raid the home’s pantry and fridge. 

Once | was done eating. | started looking for medical supplies. | found a plastic bin of 
band-aids, and bandages, along with a jar of disinfectants and antiseptics. 

| looked myself over again, disinfecting my wounds while doing so, | ripped off my 
impromptu bandages and replaced them with proper ones. 

My hands still trembled as | wrapped them around, but | was just grateful that they weren’t 
bleeding anymore. 

Once | was done healing myself | decided that | would need a new pair of clothes. 

| rummaged through the closets of the house, the only things | could find that fit me were 
a pair of gray boots, gray socks, and gray track pants, along with a navy blue collar shirt, 
and a new coat. 

But not just any coat, a beige trench coat with an extravagant collar and pockets 
everywhere you would ever need pockets, one of which held my laptop almost perfectly. 
| strapped it on, as my hands began to shake again. | tightened the bandages on them to 
the point where only a sliver of skin was visible. | took a moment to rest and eat again 
before turning my laptop on, knowing that she would be waiting for me. 


Where are you? 
Are you ok? 


I'm fine Bailey 
on my way to Le Havre, 
now. 
I'm sure that you already know what happened. 


I do, but every media outlet 

is saying that you, Anthony, and your sister 

are some sort of Neo communist terrorists, 

and they think I am too. 

They know we were talking but 

they’re saying that I'm the leader of some revolutionary group. 


Interesting. 


That's all you have to say? 


I see what Yalvin's playing at 
he wants to use a terrorist threat 
as an excuse to unveil his Mindguns 
and put the U.S, 
and in turn himself 
back on top as a military power. 


So you know everything now? 


Z told me, 
how did you find out? 


My parents, I told you they were scientists. 
I lied. 
They were Mindgun experiments, part of the subject-6 batch. 
I thought subject-6 was a person. 
No, it just sounds better that way. 
Subject-6 was a group. 


The last batch of Mindguns. 
The ones they got right. 


What do you mean by last? 


The project shut down after that, 
no one knows why. 


You showed me the Mindgun file. 
Just how much access do you have? 


The full database, 
what are you planning? 


I need you to access all of Yalvin's files 
and post them online. 


I thought you were the hacker. 


Well, you're clearly better than me. 


That's flattering. 
When do you want me to leak the files? 


Where's the nearest emergency broadcast station? 


Sorry, but there's not one for miles, 

however there is a news station in a skyscraper near the port, 
With emergency broadcast capabilities. 

The tower has a big red dot with a microphone, 

you can’t miss it. 


Alright. 

I'll transmit a broadcast 
and you'll leak Yalvin's files as soon as 
I come on the air. 


Exposing Yalvin and proving your 
innocence while doing so. 
It's genius. 


I appreciate it. 
You know this could be the last time we talk. 
I'm in Portsmouth, in the U.K. 
A boat from Le Havre will take you straight to me. 
I'll keep that in mind. 
Bailey, you risked everything for me, 
why? 
It was your father. 


My parents always said that he objected to the experiments. 
Calvin and him were the only ones who 


seemed to care about the victims. 

I know you killed him, 0, 

but I also know that it was an accident, pure circumstance. 
He would be proud of you 0, 

I know it. 


Thank you, Bailey. 


For what? 


For having the strength to lie to me. 


Recording 21 


(Rachel) Paris was a blur. | remember everything up until | was thrown into Colton’s 
helicopter, after that it was just this big flash of light and then, nothing. 


Nothing until | felt my body against someone's back, along with something on my left arm, 
and something else on my left leg. 

Which is my elaborate way of telling you | was being carried again. 

But by who, you ask? 

Well, | was wondering the same thing. | woke myself up and wrangled my way off of my 
mystery carrier, leading to me tumbling down on the ground, and rolling around like a bug 
until | hit a rock and was able to straighten myself out and behold the sight of my carrier, 
who was none other than everyone’s favorite goth russian Ninja girl. “Oh, Good you’re up.’ 
She commented in that thick Russian accent, that | can’t imitate for shit. | spat out a slug 
of mucus, which had the nasty idea of clogging my throat, before spitting at Z 

“| don’t need your help!” 

She huffed at me, crossing her arms while doing so 

“To be fair, | was only looking for a place to bury your body.” 


“YOU THOUGHT | WAS DEAD!?” 

My burst of emotion at her rather morbid statement must have been just hilarious since 
she was laughing like a hyena after | said that. Once her laughter cleared she looked back 
down at me “I was only joking Rich girl, come on, we can’t stay here long. Those soldiers 
are probably searching for us, and the radiation is probably starting to spread too.” 

She walked over to me, reaching her hand down to help me up. 

| scoffed at it “Look, lady leather swords, | don’t need your help.” 

| pushed myself up off my rock and began putting one foot in front of the other, making my 
way downhill. | was eager to inform Z of my triumph ever so snarkily “I am perfectly 
capable of...” 

| then tripped on a small pebble and landed flat on my face. The universe sure seems to 
have good comedic timing, when it wants to. Z did that hyena laugh again as | rolled 
myself over to deliver a very important message. “Go fuck yourself. Seriously.” 

She walked back up to me with her left hand covering her mouth to hide her still giggling 
bubbly smile. “Do you want help now?” 

She reached her right hand back down, and this time | took it, but | wasn’t happy about it. 
As she lifted me up | made my demands “Ok, but no full body carries. | had enough of that 
in Paris, and | hated it. If we need to do this, we do shoulders only. Like this.” 

| tossed my arm onto Z’s shoulder, stabilizing myself as she followed my example, putting 
her arm on my shoulder now. She wanted verification “Like this?” 

She said it weird, almost like her voice was trying to fly. 

| gave her an odd look before verifying her. “Yeah... Like that.” 


We only took a few steps until | realized something was off. 
“Shit, where are my sunglasses?” | turned my head back trying to get a look behind us. 
Z sighed “They must have been lost in the crash.” 


“Crash?” She explained, “The helicopter, | dragged you away from the crash.” | had to ask 
“What about the others?” Z looked down like the next statement would hurt her. 


“They're gone.” 


| didn’t know what to say, | just looked at the ground same as her and gave my 
sympathies. 

“Im... 'm sorry.” 

She looked back up sighing “Don’t be. It’s not your fault. 

She breathed in again before adding “You look better without them anyway.” 

We walked in silence for a while, which | hated of course, so | decided to just go ahead 
and ask a stupid question. “So what sort of name is Z anyway?” 

She chuckled “It’s just a nickname. My Father liked that old Wizard of Oz book, especially 
the whole man behind the curtain concept. The simple idea that it could appear as if one 
man is omnipotently, and malevolently controlling the world through a series of elaborate 
lies when in truth he’s just a pawn, was very compelling to him. He named me Zoya but 
went out of his way to call me Z, and call Oleg, O.” 

| nodded “Huh, that’s kinda neat | guess.” 

What Z had said about her father though, it took me back to what Ben had said, about the 
Mindguns, how he hid it from me after all this time, and how he saw no problem with it. 

| suppose it was a moment of weakness, that | confessed this to Z. 

“You were right by the way. About Ben | mean. He was involved and he never objected to 
any of it, | guess... 

| guess | just thought he was better than that.” 


We stopped at a cliff overlooking a small town. People were fleeing into a sort of caravan 
that the military was leading. The sun began to set across the skyline, blinding the 
landscape in this dewy orange, that just felt so peaceful. Z laid me against a tree as she 
took out her katana, and gazed at the horizon. She had been quiet after what | told her 
about Ben, like what | said reminded her of something. She rubbed her fingers across the 
blade of her sword, and a sly smile hit her face as she did so. 

She began to whisper to herself while doing this, in a foreign language, that | slowly 
recognized as Japanese. 


She stuck her sword in the ground and stared off into space. 
Taking a final deep breath, she began to speak. 


“| was in love once. 

My parents used to make deals with the Yakuza. They were too large and too organized 
to simply take over, so we had to be on good terms with them since they were basically 
our closest thing to an equal. About a year before my brother was born, | must've been 
ten or nine. We took a trip to Japan to discuss weapon imports, it was my first time in the 
country and | was still learning the language. | didn’t really know the customs or what to 
do, so when we arrived at the Yakuza compound | was completely at a loss. 


| remember | wandered off to use the bathroom or something, anyway | ran into one of 
those paper door things, but | couldn’t get it open, so | chose to just punch through it 
instead, but what | didn’t know was that there was this girl on the other end that | ended 
up hitting straight in the jaw...” 


She laughed to herself before turning to me 


“Turns out | dislocated her jaw and my parents made me go apologize. 

That was when | really met her for the first time, her name was Aiko Uchida, turns out she 
was the daughter of the Yakuza’s main enforcer, Kensei Uchida. 

| had never really gotten the chance to be around other people my age at this point. 

Aiko was the first real friend | had, she already knew English, and Russian so that made it 
easy to communicate, but | always used my Japanese lessons as an excuse to talk to her 
more, and once that excuse ran out | convinced her father to teach me swordsmanship. 

It ended up working out since my parents wanted us to learn fighting skills, especially 
after seeing how good Anthony was, they allowed me to train with Aiko, under Kensei. 

| was sent away to Japan for five years where | lived and breathed swordsmanship, every 
technique, every style, every thrust, and parry. | practiced them all a million times, learning 
them lifetimes over, and | did it all with Aiko by my side. To say we were close would be 
an understatement, we were one soul dwelling in two bodies, our minds, and movements 
perfectly in sync. Of course, this is all to say that our feelings for each other grew more 
intense, and what began as a friendship blossomed into something more. Kensei always 
disapproved of Aiko and I. 

He was very traditional, he hated foreigners, not to mention his want for grandchildren to 
inherit his legacy. When he learned the true extent of my relationship with Aiko, he gave 
her an ultimatum, either kill me and secure her place in the Yakuza, or be banished. 

Aiko loved her father, her mother had died during childbirth and she would do anything to 
please the one parent she had left... | don’t judge her for what she did, | judge myself...” 


As Z went on, her voice faded out, she choked on her words, and it became obvious that 
this was painful for her to talk about, but when she was speaking | couldn’t help but think 
about anything else. 


It was like the world drifted away. 
Z found her strength and kept going through her story without a single tear. 


“..We fought, she lost... disgraced, betrayed, used, she had nothing left to live for... 
She committed seppuku, ritual suicide. 

She died because | loved her. 

Because | met her. 

| don’t blame Kensei, | can’t. He just wanted a legacy. 

A line of warriors to carry on his name 

and his teachings, but for what he forced Aiko to do...” 


She looked back at me. 


“People will let you down. They'll lie, they'll manipulate, and sometimes they'll hide who 
they really are. Ben just wanted to protect you, Rachel, at least he thought he did. 

All he wanted was for you to believe that someone could truly be that perfect that, 
innocent, that benevolent, in the hopes that you could follow that example, and you know 
what | think?” 


She leaned down to me, before spinning around and laying her back against the tree. 


“| think it worked.” 


Recording 22 


(Ben) When the nuke went off all | was trying to do was get as many people out of the city 
as possible. The last thing | remember before it all went dark was the explosion barreling 
toward me as | was flying a family car out of harm's way when almost out of nowhere 
something massive tore at my face, ripping it open as | faded out of consciousness. 


| hadn’t been hurt like that in a long time. 


It may have been the nuclear power that weakened me or the force of the object but yet 
again, | was taken back to that moment of time. That horrible moment in time when my 
flesh was cut and replaced daily, my blood drained, and mixed with every known element. 
| would spend hours just lying still through it all, as he slowly whispered in my ear. 


“You're special.” 


But my thoughts slowly drifted to a more recent time. 

A time when | committed the same sin that birthed me. 

Once we had puta stop to the Soviets’ Mindgun experiments, we were left with the simple 
question of what to do with such powerful technology. 

This answer was obvious to Mr.Night. 


He gave the proposition at a bar in London shortly after Calvin, and Theodore received 
the victoria cross, essentially the British equivalent to the Medal of Honor, and Constantin, 
who you know as Goldface was pardoned, and recognized as a defector from the Soviet 
Union. 

“Hear me out, there will be more threats like this. People who will attempt to disturb the 
peace of your world. Constantin, your Father, and your government engineered the 
Mindguns for this exact reason, my proposition is that we use their technology to advance 
our own nation's militaries.” 

The humans’ curiosity was peaked, Theodore especially. 

“An entire army, working under the United Nations with powers like you all? I’m in.” 


Constantin opposed Night. 


“My Father was only able to get the experiment to work on himself, and you saw what 
happened to him. No offense Mr.Night but how the hell do you know this will even work?” 


Mr.Night looked over to me, as | explained. 


“Because it worked on me. | was the first Mindgun.” 


Mr.Night made his proposal to the U.N. two weeks later and we soon got the go-ahead to 
begin work on Project Mindgun. 


The team comprised of 

myself and all other members of the Superhumans, Theodore Yalvin, Constantin Gold, 
Calvin Assassin, Derrick Quail, Patrick Shaw, Richard Wyat, Jill Olow, Albert Wicken, 
and Wesker Terrence. 


We started with volunteers, which comprised the entirety of Batch One, but after all of the 
experiments resulted in death, word began to travel of what had gone down. 

We suddenly ran out of volunteers and decided to change the name Batch, to Subject 

in order to look more favorable in the eyes of our superiors. 


We cooperated with the federal prison system next. Mainly taking prisoners that were 
already on death row, but a few that had life sentences as well. 

This was Batch Two or Subject Two. 

The results were the same as before. 


Growing frustrated, Mr.Night felt he had no choice but to expose Krytall secrets. 

Such as the teachings of the High lord and his theories of cognition, and in doing so, what 
had begun as another case of inhumane government experiments transformed into a 
monstrous cult-like horror. 


For the next batch Patrick Shaw, one of our geneticists had the idea to take subjects from 
homeless shelters and... 


I’m sorry kid, I... 


Subjects four and five were chaotic blurs. Violent ones. 

The team became more erratic, coming to the conclusion that this was the next step in 
human evolution, that the current form of humanity was weak and needed to be cleansed. 
Soon some of them volunteered to be experimented on, Albert Wicken being the first of 
which and dying in the process. 

However, as the project continued Calvin, Constantin, and Psych stopped coming to work. 
By the time of Subject Six, | decided that the only way we could succeed in the project 
was by doing what the High lord had done with me. 


Genetically engineering a specimen inside the Mindgun vat, with the gun hooked up to 
their brain since inception. 


It took a full year but we were eventually able to grow a batch of six full organisms from a 
precise neurological configuration. 

They each grew to adulthood in just two days. 

A living human adjacent organism with supernatural abilities, fully capable of individual 
thought, and self-sufficiency, but programmed to be overwritten and controlled, by a 
simple key phrase. 


The plan was to move them to a secure site before making another batch with the same 
neurological configuration template, once that was done we were to implant false 
memories into their consciousness and send them to infiltrate foreign, and domestic, 
populations as sleeper agents to be used at a moments notice, but that never happened. 


As soon as we began work on Subject Seven Constantin resurfaced with Clavin and 
Psych in tow. “TURN IT OFF, YALVIN!” He screamed as he marched into the laboratory. 
Quail leapt in front of him blocking his path. Psych draped him in a Psychic field and 
pushed him aside, knocking him into one of the vats. 

Theodore stood perched stoically on the balcony overlooking the lab, as the squabble 
gained the attention of Mr.Night and I. “Got word of what we’ve accomplished have you?” 
Night said it casually, completely deaf to the situation. Calvin informed him of this 

“What you’ve accomplished?! All you’ve accomplished is murder, and creating 
abominations when you got sick of it!” 

| huffed at Calvin, before turning to Psych 

“Abominations? I’m beginning to wonder why you keep this abomination around.” 

Psych snapped, and when Psych snapped she didn’t scream or yell, or even get visibly 
angry but you always knew when she did because you would begin to feel the air change 
as your mind crawled with an uncomfortable anxiety like something was about to strike 
you, not to mention how her voice would turn into a low rumble that could crack mountains 
“Don’t bring him into this.” 

My younger more cynical self got awfully quiet after she said that, 

while Mr.Night would have pushed on if Constantin hadn't stolen all the attention in the 
room by storming up a rickety staircase that led up the balcony where Theodore stood idly 
with our other Project members. 

When Constantin arrived to face Theodore he gleefully addressed him. 

“Ah, Constanitn May | ask what’s prompted this sudden change of heart?” 


“Change of heart Theodore?! You know | always objected to this! First, you march 
hundreds of unwilling people to their deaths, then you force these creatures into existence 
and give them fake pasts! | was willing to keep going when they were volunteers, they 
knew what they were getting into, | even tried to hold on when they were prisoners, but 
the second you snatched those people off the streets... the second you started talking 
about crazy space gods, that was the second | knew | couldn’t be a part of this anymore. 
So I’m not suddenly changing my mind! 

lM JUST DOING WHAT | SHOULD HAVE DONE A LONG TIME AGO!” 


With that final sentence, Constantin moved his right arm down to deactivate the Mindgun 
power supply. Theodore grabbed his hand before he could do so. He slowly raised it up 
as his grip tightened, | heard Constantin’s tendons snap, and bones break. 

Theodore looked Constantin dead in the eye, stating the motto | believe no human should 
ever speak. 


“For the Krytall... FOR THE HIGH LORD!” 


Constantin slipped a lighter out of his left sleeve. 


“For Mother Russia you stupid British bastard.” 


He whispered in a joking tone before flicking the lighter on and slamming its burning metal 
right against Thedore’s cheek, taking him off balance the pair spiraled off the balcony, 
falling into separate Mindgun vats. Calvin rushed over to them 

“Wyatt, Olow, turn the damn thing off! YOU’LL KILL THEM!” 

Olow flipped the power off, draining the vats and opening the glass cages. 

Constantin was the first to escape from the confines of his vat, but he wasn’t unscathed. 
He came out seemingly covered in boiling liquid gold. 

Calvin and Psych rushed over to assist him but as soon as they touched him their fingers 
burned and Constantin’s skin shifted from dripping Gold to a bright blinding light that 
dazed some and rendered others unconscious. 

It was at this point that Theodore made his way out of his vat, rather furiously. 

“You... After all my sacrifice, all my pain, and you, you... sinner... 

WERE THE ONE WHO WAS BLESSED!” 


He stormed towards Constantin and the others, as they struggled to contain him. 
Transport finally found her way into the conflict by teleporting behind Theodore, holding 
him back from attacking Constantin, as he continued to rant. “DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA 
WHAT YOU’VE DONE, YOU’VE SET US BACK, YEARS! YEARS!” 

| flew over to join Transport in holding back Theodore, while Psych encased Constantin in 
a Psychic field, carrying him away. 


Once they were gone, Theodore shoved us aside. 
“Get off of me. You two, I’ve been humiliated enough today.” 


As he limped away | noticed that the wound on his cheek had grown from a simple burn 
to a large hollowed-out indentation. My eyes hung on it before | was called away, which is 
where my memories ended and | was called back to reality by a familiar voice. 


“| was afraid we almost lost you there old friend.” 

| opened my eyes to be greeted by Theodore Yalvin and to discover that my left eye had 
been covered by some sort of bandage. 

| reached up to touch it as | asked Yalvin “What happened?” 

“What we thought.” He said in a rather aggressive tone “Z had a damn nuke, it blew off a 
chunk of your face, so I’d keep that bandage on if | were you.” 

| dropped my hand back down “Of course.” 

Yalvin prepared to leave but before doing so turned back “While you were unconscious, 
| heard you talking to yourself, almost like you were having some sort of dream. 

| know those don’t happen often with the Krytall, is it anything | should be worried about?” 
| smiled back at him. 


“No, it was nothing. Just old ghosts.” 


Recording 23 


(Spark) | was standing outside the medical tent, staring at the night sky with a warm bottle 
of beer, when my father suddenly exited with that cane of his clacking against the ground 
as he limped out. “Benevolent’s awake. | have a plane arriving for us tomorrow, if he’s still 
not in peak condition | want you to secure him. He’s far too important to leave behind.” 

| took a swig of my bottle “I thought we were going to track down Anthony?” 

He got defensive, oddly defensive “Are you questioning my authority, daughter?” 

It was a weird sentence, weird even for him, and he said it so menacingly. 

“Not at all. I'll make sure we all get back to the States in one piece, don’t worry.” 

He glared at my answer before walking off. 

| chugged down the rest of my bottle as | overheard my unit off in the distance. 


“| always knew that alien freak was trouble. 

You know he was an Assassin before he joined up? 

An Assassin, shit’s ridiculous, what’s next? 

Are they going to start letting serial killers into the military?” 


Chuck and the dumbass meathead wankers, at it again. 


“You know | heard that little mute nerd kid he hangs around with was the son of some 
Russian mafioso, and that ninja chick was his sister.” 


“And now they blow up Paris, we should’ve known from the start. 
Killed the fuckers right there and then.” 


| felt the need to jump in. To say something in defense of Anthony, and O, but | couldn't 
bring myself to. Maybe | didn’t have the energy. Maybe | just didn’t care enough to argue. 


Or maybe it was just the alcohol. 


My focus shifted to the mass caravan of civilians evacuating Paris. 
Some of their bodies burnt, and ripped by the blast. 


| thought of those final moments, how | had gone from having Anthony in my hands one 
second to staring him down in a helicopter the next. 

He had cared about O that much to sacrifice everything we had built together. 

It was so easy for him to shoot that teleporter, so easy for him to swap sides on a dime. 
Was it really that simple? 


Could someone shed a whole cause, a whole allegiance, for something as basic as love? 


Could |? 


“| could have stopped it, you know.” 

Ben walked up behind me as he said it, still obviously hurt and drained. 

“| could have grabbed the case and flown it into the sky, or something, anything, 

but | just didn’t think of it in time.” 

| shrugged “You can’t change the past.” 

Ben moved up further to view the caravan. 

| always imagined what it would be like to have sight like his, to be able to see the small 
minutiae details most wouldn’t even think were there. 

It must be a living hell. 

Ben and | stood in silence for a while, until he broke it again “You miss him, don’t you?” 
| spun around to face the comment “Miss who?” 

“Anthony, it’s obvious.” | turned back around, throwing my beer bottle into a trash can 
while doing so. 

“Why would | miss him? You saw what happened back there, he’s a fugitive now, 

well again, | guess.” 

Ben took a somber tone “Don't say things like that, you don’t know why...” 


“Don’t know what? Why he did it? I’ll tell you why he did it! He did it because his little 
apprentice was in trouble. He did it because nothing we ever did together meant anything 
to him! He was only ever concerned about protecting precious little O, he never gave a 
damn about saving the world, or America, or anything else, no! 

ALL HE’S EVER CARED ABOUT ARE HIS LITTLE FRIENDS, 

AND TO HELL WITH EVERYTHING ELSE!” 


My finger hovered over the fang, as | wondered how this could have even happened, how 
| could have let one ignorant selfish man upset me like this. 

My life was the C.I.A, my life was the mission, so why in God’s name was | throwing a 
tantrum over someone | only knew for a year? 

| let him read my mind. Get in my head and see everything | had seen that week on the 
day right before the invasion. The thing that | couldn’t help but wonder was if he knew... 


That it went both ways. 


| grew up alone, with no one but my Father to look after me, and we moved too far and too 
often for me to make any real friends, but Anthony, on the other hand, was surrounded by 
people from the time he was born, but they could never understand him, so they trained 
him. He wasn’t alone, sure, but was it love that kept them with him, 

or was it an obligation? He could hear all these voices in his head but couldn’t reach out 
to them. He didn’t know how, and they probably wouldn’t have cared anyway. Then there 
was Goldface, who just viewed him as an asset, a tool to be used in his operation. 

None of them cared, none of them offered a helping hand, they were only concerned with 
themselves, but O... 

O was the best thing to ever happen to him. 

Here was a kid who felt isolated, who had trouble connecting with others because of the 
mind he was born with, whose parents, and sister were far too busy to deal with him. 


Was it any wonder Anthony saw him as a son? 

The two were inseparable, Anthony saw O’s love of technology and nurtured it, 

O saw Anthony’s interests and joined in them. Soon the pair became a well-oiled machine 
working together under Goldface, and eventually striking out on their own to carry out 
assassinations, and other wetwork no child should have ever seen, but did it matter? 
They were happy after all. These two lonely children who had somehow found each other 
amongst the treacherous tide of life. 


Then there was me with nothing but my flag, and my honor. My unwavering love and 
dedication to a country that | wasn’t even born into, but couldn’t help but admire. 

That all changed though, all because of him, and my selfish yearning for something that 
| could never understand and never have... 


Love. 


“Is that such a bad thing?” Ben asked in response to my previous outburst in that 
annoying, unbearable condescending tone of his. 


| had a simple answer. 


“How the bloody hell would | know?” 


Recording 24 


(Anthony) This has been weird kid, this whole process. | never would have even thought 
of doing this a few years ago, and yet here we are. | remember just yesterday when we 
did the last tape, the others were glad that we were looking into the past, and putting it 
behind us, but as you can tell, especially by the last few recordings sometimes the past 
is just too painful, and too complicated to simply put behind you, and it's even harder to 
accept. 


Was | happy then? Running missions with Spark, and O for a country that | couldn’t fully 
believe in? Was | looking for redemption? A place to call home? Some sense of normalcy? 
Or something else? 


It didn’t matter anymore though, not after Paris, and definitely not after what would come 
next. 


| was jolted awake when | felt a needle attempt to pierce my skin. 

My eyelids flew open to catch a glimpse of my amateur doctor, a young French woman in 
an apron, who was holding the now broken needle. | noticed something as | looked at her, 
a patch on the apron that | instantly recognized. The woman must have noticed | had 
regained consciousness, since just seconds later she had run off into the other room while 
saying some phrase in French that | couldn’t quite make out. 

| took the time she was gone as an opportunity to try to figure out where | was exactly. 

| could hear noises outside, from a street, a small one without any cars. A village market. 
Their thoughts crept into my mind, but thankfully they were small, simple, peaceful. 
Suddenly | heard another one, a familiar one, Colton. He was alive and had made it here. 
Wherever here was. 

One symbol from one mind that | couldn’t recognize caught me off guard though. 

It was the same symbol | had seen on that Woman’s apron. 

| looked around the room | was in, to gather more clues. The walls were made of wood, 
and the architecture was basic, the medical equipment around me was modern, but 
plastered with that symbol again. That symbol that | had been surrounded by throughout 
my childhood. 


A red X in the middle of two black letters, in a gray circle. The symbol of Exo. 


The door burst open to reveal a familiar old man, around the same age as Yalvin with a 
thick gray beard, and what | prayed wasn’t a mullet, as well as his trademark pitch-black 
eyepatch, that when paired with his rather old-fashioned leather coat and pants, as well 
as his green undershirt, made him look like a pirate who hadn’t quite adjusted to 
retirement, dumb description kid, | know give me a break. 

He addressed me with a loud booming voice as | tried to figure out what had happened to 
get him in front of me. 


“Well, well, well look who finally decided to wake up!” 


My father, Calvin, Nexo himself, had been in prison since the invasion, the only time he 
was let out was to visit me in the hospital after | had woken up from the coma | had 
suffered after tapping into, what | thought, was my full power. So what I’m trying to say kid 
is that | really wanted to know “How the hell did you get out of jail?” 

He laughed “I was in for a while, six months actually, but | got sick of it, so | decided to 
relive my youth.” | questioned him “Your youth?” 

“| was a thief before | met your mother, that’s why the C.I.A wanted me. | was good at 
getting in and out of places and doing it without getting caught too, that was the key part.” 
| stared at him blankly “You never told me that.” 

He sighed “There’s a lot of things | never told you.” 

He sat down in a chair next to me, taking something out of his pocket while doing so. 

“| noticed one of the lenses cracked when | dragged you out of there.” 

He handed my glasses back to me, | took them from his hand and examined them, as he 
commented that “Those never broke when your Mother was wearing them you know.” 

| had broken her glasses twice now, the first time was my fight with Ben a year ago back 
in that nightclub, and now the nuclear explosion. 

The Crack in the lens wasn’t anything too big to worry about though, it had only nicked the 
corner and sent a small line through the rest of it, but what was really strange was that the 
line was perfectly straight until the middle of the lens when it seemed to almost curve 
down before correcting itself and traveling to the other edge in a straight line. 

| put them back on joking at Calvin’s previous comment 

“Well Mom was never in a nuclear blast was she?” He smiled, as | gave another question 
“So what’s with the hair?” | pointed at the very, very poor haircut 

“Oh, the mullet? I’m trying something new, that’s all.” 

Now kid what you need to understand is that only two people have ever been able to pull 
off a mullet, and they’re both celebrity actors, so anyone trying to copy it is either imitating 
them or going through some sort of identity crisis. 

It was the mullet, the comments about his past, and the situation as a whole that made 
me more than a little worried about Calvin, and what he was doing here, but | had bigger 
concerns. 


“Where are the others, Spark, O, Rachel, Benevolent?” 

Calvin sighed at my question, this time out of worry for me “The media is saying that you 
and Goldface’s kids were Neo-Communist terrorists, who planted the bomb as some form 
of Soviet vengeance against the U.N. and now both the French and U.S. Militaries are 
camping out in Le Havre, escorting a caravan of Refugees out of the country while they 
prepare to go on a national Manhunt for you and your pals.” 


“Well... Shit.” 

| flexed myself back into bed, scratching my head as Calvin chuckled from anxiety 

“You said it, all that work, and Yalvin just got everything he wanted on a silver platter.” 
Now kid if you’ve been following you’d be aware that up to this point, | knew nothing about 
the Mindguns or Yalvin’s master plan, so when | first heard this my obvious response was 
“I’m sorry, Yalvin’s what?” 


Calvin explained basically everything you’ve already been told, finding the Soviets using 
Mindgun technology in Cuba, then bringing it back to the States to experiment on humans, 
starting a crazy Krytall cult, bioengineering human-like organisms from scratch, 
Constantin rising up against the project and becoming Goldface in the process, all that, 
but also how Exo factored into the equation. Calvin formed Exo as a private military group, 
to deal with threats that world governments, either wouldn’t touch or were involved in, but 
to also take down and expose the Superhumans, as well as defend against the Krytall, 
everyone should know that at this point. | know that, you know that, the guy sitting across 
from you eating a tuna sandwich knows it, we all know it. What we didn’t know, what 

| didn’t know was that Exo was formed to fight off Mindguns too. 

Calvin knew that the Subject Sixers still existed out there somewhere and it was only 

a matter of time until Yalvin found a reason to use them. 

He thought it would be the Krytall invasion, but he was wrong... Yalvin used me instead. 
Calvin got suspicious after this and waited for Yalvin to make his move. 

Then the president stepped down, and everything clicked into place. 

Colton was sent to kill the Presidential candidates in both Louisiana, and Paris to ensure 
that Yalvin didn’t use them as puppets, but Z got to them first, both times. 

Colton thought about telling me the truth, but since | was working for Yalvin he didn’t know 
if | was compromised. 

Then we come back to the nuke, and everything falls into place, well... almost everything. 
“I’m just trying to figure out how he knew.” 

Calvin had moved up to the window, watching the lives of the townsfolk through the glass 
as he gave his monologue to me. 

“How could he have known that the Invasion was coming? | knew it would happen, sure, 
your Mother told me, but | never had a timetable. Somehow Yalvin knew to capture you at 
that time and have his daughter free you to go on that wild goose chase to find that record 
in Roswell and get everyone in place right under that ship in Vegas. Looking back on it 
now... 

It almost feels engineered, doesn’t it?” 

| said my piece after he finished his. 

“You’re paranoid, Calvin. You’ve always been a paranoid old man running around chasing 
conspiracies and loose ends, but damn it, I’m a psychic alien hybrid assassin for crying 
out loud. This whole thing feels like some shitty comic book, and | don’t know what or who 
to believe anymore. What | do know though is that the people | care about are in trouble 
right now, 

and | need to do something about it, but | can’t do it alone. 

You saved my life and I’m grateful, but I’m not going to war against another supernatural 
army. I’m just going to try to fix the mess | made, and | need to know if you have it in you 
to help me for that reason and that reason alone.” 


He took a long deep breath. 
“| can’t.” 


“You... what the hell do you mean you can’t?!” 


“When | put on my suit to save you and Colton, that was the last time.” 
“Why? Are you scared of Yalvin?” 


“We aren't all invincible like you son. The real reason, | had to break out of that prison six 
months ago, the reason | wanted to come here, the reason | have this damn medical 
equipment here...” 


“What?” 
“| have cancer, Anthony.” 


Colton suddenly burst through the door holding a tuxedo and a night vision helmet. 

“| heard you were awake Amigo so | got your things ready.” 

He laid them on my bed as his eyes darted between Calvin and I. 

“I’m sorry, is there something wrong?” He said out of worry. 

| grabbed the tuxedo from the foot of the bed as Calvin reassured him 

“No Colton, everything’s just fine thank you.” Calvin frantically turned to speak to me after 
addressing Colton “Get changed then meet me outside Anthony, we'll talk then.” 

The two exited the room and | got changed before joining them. 

When | got out | noticed Colton was missing. Calvin explained 

“| talked to Colton, he’s getting a team ready for you to go to Le Havre.” 

| was grateful for this, but | couldn’t help but wonder who really made the call. 

Calvin then motioned me to follow him down the little street market village that was only 
full of around a dozen people along with a few other huts like the one | was just in. 


| was just in it. 
Wasn't |? 


It had all happened so fast. One second Hawaii, the next Louisiana, then Paris, now here. 
Torn apart from the people | care about, being told that it may have been part of some 
grand conspiracy that | was forced to play a part in. On top of all that my own Father tells 
me he’s dying of Cancer. | had hated him for all these years, for what he put me through, 
his inability to be a parent, but his content to raise a killer. 

After Goldface took me in, and | met O, | made a promise that | wouldn't let that fate fall 
on anyone else, especially him. There are too many weapons in the world, and too many 
people forced to use them. No one should ever feel the need to take the life of another, 
but that’s the sad world we live in, and it’s a world that Calvin supported, that Exo 
supported. What were they fighting for? 

Did they work as a military for the people? A defense against the Krytall? 

Against Yalvin, and the Mindguns? Were they just my Father’s channel for his grief? 

A symbol, a group standing together and fighting for something isn’t necessarily bad, but 
it needs a reason doesn't it? What was America’s reason? Yalvin’s reason? 

The Krytall’s reason? 


What was my reason? 
Had | redeemed myself working for the C.I.A or had | just trained one devil for another? 
Did it matter? 


No. No, it didn’t. My friends were still in trouble, and regardless of my strained relationship 
with him, my Father was still dying and | had more than a few questions. 

| asked my first as we traveled downhill into another market “How long have you known?” 
He kept his pace as he answered me “Six months like | said, they were kind enough to 
offer treatment, but I’m not really content with dying in a prison hospital you know?” 

We stopped at a quaint fruit stand, where Calvin stopped to buy an apple from a man who 
looked like he was in his middle ages. 

“You want anything?” He casually asked as he paid the man. “No, thanks.” 

“Suit yourself.” He grabbed the apple and took a large bite out of it before he continued 
walking, 


“Colton told me that he made you a gun that you gave as a gift to someone.” 

| shrugged unbeknownst to the question 

“It was the handgun Spark used in Vegas during the invasion, it's been a year, and... 
Well | don’t know, | guess | just wanted to do something special for her.” 

Calvin took another bite of his apple, before turning around to walk backwards, and speak 
to me through his, very disgusting chewing mouth “Spark’s Yalvin’s daughter right?” 

| nodded as Calvin swallowed “So the gun, it's like an anniversary gift or something?” 

| was at a loss for words “No, I... just... I!” 

Calvin laughed at my struggle, as always “Relax, | remember being in the exact same 
position as you. Maybe she’s loyal to her Father, maybe she isn’t, just talk to her, tell her 
how you feel, and I’m sure everything will work out.” 

Spark, loyal to Yalvin? It's almost funny now. 

Spark was only loyal to one thing back then, and it wasn’t a person. 

Even I, in all my eternal stupidity, could see that. Still, just hearing Spark’s name was 
enough for my thoughts to race back to her, and make me eager to change the subject. 
“Why did you come to France?” 

He chuckled “It’s just a nice country.” 

| wasn’t satisfied with the answer “Really that’s it?” 

He stopped again as we moved even further downhill to the shoreline. 


“Anthony. | am sorry for what | put you through, but | couldn’t just drop everything and 
raise a child. It's the same reason Colton can’t just go back to his family, and why 
Goldface did everything he did. 

We can play at a normal life all we want, but people like us... 

We don’t have happy endings. 

We don’t leave behind families and brick houses, no. 

All we leave behind is blood. I’m not afraid of dying, | never have been... 


I'm just afraid that | didn’t live.” 


Recording 25 

(Spark) Alright, we all said our piece, are we gonna do this now or what? 
(Ben) As long as we can all get along. 

(Rachel) We can. 

(O) ...You’re sure? 


(Rachel) | am. Just talking about Z again, it made me miss her a little less. 
How we met, what we talked about, remembering it all just made me grateful that | even 
had the chance to know her in the first place. 


(O) ...When | talk about my family, even say their names again, it makes me feel like 
they're still with me in some way. 

| wish | could take back everything that happened, Rachel, | really do. 

| was hurt, and because of that, | let some very bad people take advantage of me. 
Sometimes | feel like everything I’ve done in my life has all been one big mistake. 
There are so many times, so many moments where | wish | was anyone but myself. 
My sister is not one of those things. She cared about you more than you know, and 

| realize now that she cared for me too. I’m glad you two had each other, even if it was 
only for a while, and I’m sorry that it was ripped away so soon. 


(Rachel) ... Thank you, O... That... That means a lot. 

(Spark) Bloody hell, girl are you crying? 

(Rachel) ‘Sob’ NO! My eyes are just watery. 

(Anthony) Well, O since you’ve made amends, do you wanna go ahead and start us off? 


(O) Sure. Daybreak hit right when | reached Le Havre. 

| stuck to the shadows of the deserted streets trying my best to hide under, and next to 
things, like trash cans, and benches. 

As the sun came over the city, a military convoy passed right through the street | was on. 
| scrambled into a telephone booth and waited for them to pass. 

The sound of rolling tank treads, and rumbling jeep motors plagued the next few minutes 
as | held my breath through it all. 

When the brutal noises of machinery were finally gone, | stood up and exited the booth 
only to be greeted by a French soldier, who didn’t hesitate to fire on me. 

My foot received a bullet as | leaped over the street’s guard rail onto the beach, where the 
militaries were stationed. | must’ve spent so much time trying to sneak around them, that 
| had forgotten where | was. 

The French soldier shouted at me. 


As | desperately ran off toward the city, my wounded foot left a long trail of blood behind it. 
| moved back into the empty streets only to turn back and realize that a squad of over a 
dozen soldiers were chasing after me, and the number was only growing. 

| ran into some sort of bakery and hid behind the register only to be followed, and shot at. 
The barrage of bullets shattered the register and the store’s barren furniture. Sending me 
hurtling through the backdoor as my body was pierced with the hot sting of lead yet again. 
I cried out in pain as my body draped against a tall, overpowering, tower. 

| creased my foot while tilting my head up to see that the tower was decorated with a 
bright red dot, with a microphone in it. 

I smiled, got up, and entered it. 


(Spark) That was around the time | received a call over the radio, from Chuck describing 
basically everything you just said “We got a perp, matching one of the commie’s 
descriptions, he’s at the news tower, in the middle of town!” 

| snatched the radio up, screaming into it while strapping on my Kevlar vest 

“HOLD YOUR POSITION, I’m on my way!” 

Just as | was about to leave for the tower | was greeted by Ben and my father. 


(Ben) Yalvin was intent on leaving and taking both of us with him, and he let this be 
vigorously known “Come on, Spark, time to go.” 


(Spark) He snarled it, like a dog while | explained that 
“They're here, Dad, the squad found them in the city.” 


(Ben) “Then they can take care of them.” Yalvin responded in an even more aggressive 
tone while | remained silent. Scratching the bandage on my face, | turned around to the 
port gate to see a gun poking through it. 

| yelled to get Yalvin and Spark’s attention but it was too late. 

The lock on the gate was shot open and the crowd came pouring through it. 


(Spark) | used the opportunity to run off for the tower, leaving the others behind to deal 
with their own conflict. 


(Rachel) Which was caused by Z, and I. We had woken up about three hours before 
morning when the last of the caravan was passing through. 

We had managed to insert ourselves into them, with the help of some disguises, by which 
| mean trash bags that we used as cloaks. When we reached the city we slowly worked 
our way through the crowd and up to the gate, where we shed our disguises and Z shot 
the lock, busting through the gate, and bringing us up to speed. 


(Ben) The crowd trampled the soldiers as they rushed out toward the boats that the rest 
of the military had arrived in. | prepared to fly up, to get a view above the crowd, but then 
| saw Rachel by the gate staring back at me. 


(Rachel) We didn’t say anything to each other, we couldn’t, but there was an air there, 
a message. We both knew that this was the last time we’d see each other. 


| looked out as long as | could until Z grabbed my attention. 
“YALVIN! It’s time to finish this!” 
| tried to walk out with her but | was pulled back, by an arm. 


(Anthony) It was me. Colton and | had taken a Jeep to Le Havre with a few Exo troopers 
and drove over to the port after we saw the caravan burst through the gate. We stopped 
about a street away, and | rushed over once | saw “Rachel?! What are you doing here?” 


(Rachel) | pulled away from him in the crowded swarm of people as | snapped back at him 
“What are you?” 


(Anthony) | grabbed her again, desperate to ask my question “Where are the others?” 
That was when Z charged straight at Yalvin, drawing her sword as she fired her gun. 


(Ben) | flew in between the two of them, right before the bullets could reach Yalvin, who 
seemed unfazed by everything around him. | demanded Z to tell me “What are you doing 
here? Why are you doing this?” She quickly gave an answer “Yalvin, hired me to steal that 
case, and bring it to Paris, but | went off script when | found out about the Mindguns. 

Now, I’m going to kill him, for all that he’s done!” 

She lunged past me, but | caught her by one of her grapples, pulling her back. 

| faced Yalvin now, with the penultimate question “Is this true?” 

He sighed as he reached into his pocket “Oh, Benevolent, old friend, believe me when 

| say, | wish it never came to this, but then again | suppose that’s one less loss end.” 

His hand jolted out of his pocket, gripping a variant of the device that Z had used on me in 
Louisiana. He clicked it and my mind went numb. 

| violently clawed at my bandage as the others looked on in horror, except for Yalvin who 
had a malicious grin across his scared face. 

| dug both my hands through the bandage on my face, through my skin, ripping it off as 

| was haunted by the high lord’s words again. 


“You're special.” 


The scorching sunlight hit my wound as | tore my hands away, to see Z Anthony, the 
crowd members, and Rachel staring in shock, and terror, at my true face. 


The cold metal skeleton drenched over vital organs and bulging pores, that produced faux 
skin cells around the gleaming robotic red eye that sat in a hollowed-out structure filled 
with wires and bodily fluids, that were prevented from leaking out by nothing but a flat 
sheet of glass. My mouth was nothing more than a vent that opened and closed, over a 
callous voice box. My ears, advanced audio receptors that were now leaking crusty fluid, 
equivalent to ear wax. | had... have no nostrils, no teeth, no eyebrows, only my sheets of 
metal designed to protect my titanium endoskeleton, and my organs. 


That’s how they made the first Mindguns, kid. 
They couldn’t form a full person from nothing, but they could get close. 
Over time it was refined, but like | said | was the first. 


| could have modified genetic pores pump nearly indestructible skin cells across my body, 
to make me look human, make me look like just another Krytall, but | never could be, 
and | never will be. 


The device continued to scramble my brain, my thoughts, my memories, my very being. 

| couldn’t take it anymore. 

| reached into my circuitry and disconnected my neural pathways. 

Essentially turning my brain off, but | could still see everything, hear everything. 

It seems like the most terrifying thing in the universe, but anything was preferable to that... 
Thing... Defiling my mind. 


(Rachel) It was terrible. One of the worst things | had ever witnessed. 
| didn’t want to believe it, but for some reason, the only thing | could think of was that you 
had hidden more from me than | thought. 


(Ben) And for that I’m sorry, but | had to do it. 


(Rachel) | understand that now, but back then, | was selfish. 
After it all was over, | cried out to Z “Run!” She didn’t listen, she just drew her gun back on 
Yalvin and fired it, but the bullet never left the chamber. 


(Anthony) | pulled Rachel back as | realized what had happened. Yalvin’s cheek wound 
slowly grew as he taunted Z “Did you really think it would be that easy? 

You just run up and shoot me?” 

The gun began to melt, slowly. Z dropped it. 

Her hand visibly burned. 

“It took a few years, you know. After | dropped into that vat, but | figured it out eventually. 
I’ve been blessed, by the great Krytall high lord, but you... 

You're just a sinner, and sinners must burn.” 

Z began to run, throwing a grapple up to the gate, to escape, but it quickly burned as 
Yalvin’s cheek continued to morph, around his face. Colton caught Z right before she 
could hit the ground. He ordered me to “Head for the jeep!” 

We ran as Yalvin walked through the crowd, burning them with every step he took. 

We hopped in the jeep, as Yalvin stood idly at the gate, to give one last taunt 

“She'll kill you, you know. Maybe not today, or tomorrow, but trust me, Anthony, my 
daughter will hunt you and your friends down like dogs, and | won’t have to lift a bloody 
finger!” 


And with that, we sped off into the city. 

We could have been home free. 

We could have gone back to Calvin, and Exo, and that would have been it, but | heard 
a mind call out to me, a mind that | had known since its birth. 

“Stop the jeep!” | shouted at Colton, before leaping out onto the street. 

Colton barked at me “What is it!? We can’t stop, it’s only a matter of time before...” 

| walked out into the barren intersection turning only my head back to explain myself 


“It's O, he’s here.” Z hopped out as well, with only her sword left to defend her, she asked 
me in a voice of pure malice, one simple question “Where?” | stopped myself dead in my 
tracks, to look her straight in the eye “Z, | swear if you hurt him...” Before | could finish my 
sentence, the air seemed to change, the wind pierced, and | looked down at Z’s chest to 
see an all too familiar sight. 

A bullet wound. 


(Rachel) | hopped out and limped over to her, only for a swarm of bullets to spray on the 
ground in front of me. | leaned myself against the jeep, before launching my eyes up to 
see Spark, along with the rest of the Kevlar camo gang, perched on the surrounding 
buildings. 


(Spark) “I'll give you all one chance!” 
| barked as | lifted my rifle back over my head, but before | could continue speaking, 
Anthony picked up Z and drew his gun. 


(Rachel) Z looked at me as she bled out in Anthony’s arms. 

She tossed her sword to me, whispering “People... will let you down...” 

Anthony opened fire. 

| hopped in the Jeep with Z’s sword. Colton slammed on the gas, as the Exo troops shot 
at Spark and the rest of the soldiers, some of them were hit, but once we were out of the 
street, and rounded the corner, we were in the clear. 


(Anthony) | shot, with Z in my arms, until my ammo was out. 

| then threw myself behind a trash can which was soon obliterated. 

| heard O’s mind again. 

He was in the skyscraper, the one | was standing right outside of. 

I ran to the door, still holding Z. We both burst through the door only to be followed by 
Spark, and the Marines. | ran off toward the elevator, pressing the button to call it, right 
as the Marines got to us. 


(Spark) “Stand down!” | ordered them as | entered the building. 


(Anthony) | was out of breath, and Z was beginning to slump in my arms, out of frustration 
| huffed “You gonna kill me?” 


(Spark) | holstered the fang, taking two defiant steps forward before stopping 
“That depends on what you do next.” 


(Anthony) “Next?” 


(Spark) He was angry with the question. Emotional. | couldn’t help but remember 
everything that had happened between us up to that moment. 

How we meet, springing him from that holding cell, talking at the gas station, 
introducing me to O, the fight with Goldface, our talks in the car and the motel, 


uncovering the Krytall documents at Rosewell, the fight at the nightclub, kidnapping 
Rachel, going to Exo headquarters, the Invasion, killing Mr.Night, working in the C.LA 
together on all those missions, our training knife sparring sessions, the gift of the Fang, 
our dance, 

and of course the nuke. 

| kept all this in mind as | asked Anthony one last question 


“You'll throw it all away, for what, for him? For 0?” 


(Anthony) The elevator’s bell dinged, as the doors opened behind me. 
| had one last thing to say. 


“You asked me to choose. Him, or the mission. It’s him Spark, it’s always him.” 


| threw Z and myself into the elevator, as the bullets unloaded into the closing doors, 
| laid down with her. 
Both of us, tired, bloody, and ready to die. She turned to me 


“You don’t love her.” 


| sighed, confused, and exhausted “What?” 

She repeated, “That girl, you don’t love her.” 

She coughed, wheezing out the rest “Everyone has that look they get in their eyes, a look 
of love for another person. She gets it for you, but you don’t get it for her. 

You can always see love behind the eyes, but it's most apparent when you look at that 
person. You’ve had a look of love behind your eyes for as long as | can remember, 

but | never knew who it was for. 

Now though, now | see it. | always thought you two were like brothers, but you love him 
more than that, he’s your son, Anthony. 

That’s what | think you’re looking for in all of this. In your life. 

You need to protect something, someone. You yearn for it. It’s all that keeps you from 
becoming the lonely depressed wreck, everyone thinks you are. 

You need to be a Father, and O needs you, as much as you need him. 

He loves you, maybe more than you realize. 

Go, Anthony, |’ll only complicate things, I’m just his sister after all, and right now... 
Right now he needs his Father.” 


The doors slid open to expose the long dark hallway of the top floor. 

| pushed myself off the ground, as Z handed me the rifle | gave her. 

| waved my hand to reject the offer “I won’t need it.” Z nodded as | exited the elevator. 

| turned back one last time right as the doors closed “I'll come back for you.” 

She smiled while the doors closed on her face, almost like she knew that it was an empty 
promise. 


| walked down the hallway with my handgun gripped at my side. 
Relying only on my mind, to trace O’s location. 


That was when | saw the trail of blood. 
| ran down the hall, tracking it until its end at a windowless green door against a blue wall. 
The door had a sign on it, in French, but with an English translation at the bottom. 


LMERGENCY BROADCAST ROOM. 


| took my right hand off my handgun, and reached for the door handle, turning it slowly, 
letting the metal scrape against my hands. 

| opened the door with my right hand, cautiously, before launching it back up to my 
handgun as | swung into the room to sweep it. Only to find a hall illuminated by nothing 
but a series of blinking mechanical instruments on the left, as | approached the window a 
blinding gold light suddenly shined through it. 

My eyes, adjusted to the light to see that a large glass window was right in front of me, 
and O was on the other side. 


(O) | turned on the broadcast cameras, and sat down, which was when | saw Anthony on 
the other side of the glass. We locked eyes as the active broadcast light lit up. 

| turned my attention to it, then to the camera, and began. 

“My name is Oleg Gold, but | have always preferred to go by the name of O. 

You may have heard my name in the news lately. It’s only been one day since the 
destruction of Paris, and yet misinformation, and lies, are already corrupting the truth. 

At the exact time of this broadcast, classified documents are being uploaded across all 
social media platforms, depicting the pure, naked, exact, truth. 

One man is behind all of this. One man who used his position of power, to simply gain 
more. His life was not one of service, but one of selfishness. 

This man’s name is Theodore Yalvin. 

He used alien technology to experiment on innocent Men, Women, and children, in an 
attempt to create powerful super soldiers, similar to the Krytall. He succeeded in his goal 
and planned to use them, first on Russia, and then the world. 

| hope to share this information to clear my name, and those involved with me, 

Rachel Worth, my sister Z, and... Anthony Assassin. 

They’re all innocent, at least in my eyes. 

| don’t know what happens after this. | only know that Yalvin must pay for his crimes, and 
| know that the nations of the world will see to this. 

Just know that, | am not a terrorist, | am not a child, | am not a pawn, and | am not a killer. 


I’m just a messenger.” 
| got up and turned off the cameras, as Anthony pounded on the glass, screaming at me. 
(Anthony) “Do you have any idea, what you just did?!” 


(O) “I proved our innocence.” 


(Anthony) “And turned the entire world against America, this means war, O!” 
(O) “Yalvin will get what’s coming to him.” 


(Anthony) “You just gave him the perfect excuse to unleash the Mindguns, and everything 
else!” 


(O) “They can take him.” 


(Anthony) “No they can’t! You haven’t seen what | have, he knows what he’s doing. 
All you’ve done is give him everything he wanted, on a silver platter!” 


(O) “The entire world, at war with America, and its allies? | think I’ll take those odds if it 
means Yalvin goes down.” 


(Anthony) “DAMN IT O! You don’t understand! Are You really going to burn the world, just 
to prove your innocence?” 


(O) “No. I’m going to burn it for revenge.” 

(Anthony) “And you'll get it, but not like this!” 

(O) “You’re defending him, after all of this, and you’re defending him. You aren’t a person, 
you're just a gun to be fired, a pawn in someone else’s game, so tell me 

WHY THE HELL DO YOU CARE SO DAMN MUCH!” 

(Anthony) “BECAUSE I’M TRYING TO PROTECT YOU!” 

(O) “WELL MAYBE | DON’T NEED YOU ANYMORE!” 

(Anthony) It was with those words that | knew my world had died right in front of me. 
Everything | had worked for, everything | had fought, and killed for, 

it all meant nothing, less than nothing. 

O exited the broadcasting room, and | was left there standing for the first time in my life 
the way | had always feared | would end up, completely, and utterly, alone. 

The sound of marching boots overtook the building now, it was only a matter of time until 
they reached me. My hands trembled as | checked my ammo. | slammed the gun back 
into position, and as my hands locked into place | came to the traumatic realization. 
Mr.Night’s words back then, in Vegas a year ago were right. 


| am just a weapon. 


A weapon used by nothing but evil and vile people for their own horrific ends. 


| had held out for a year. 


A whole year, only to find out that the man pulling my strings was no better than 
any of my previous puppet masters. 


A whole year facing nothing but scrutiny, and prejudice that lived only to remind me 
| could never have a normal life. 


| didn’t ask for this. 


To have a mind that was forced to listen to a billion thoughts, and a body used for 
violence. 


| could never be normal. 


| could never give Spark or O the lives they deserved, and now it was my own failure, my 
own burdens that had made me lose them, and with it everything. 


The roar of the boots got closer as | came to terms with those facts. 
The world’s deadliest killer, with a mind that fought against him, and nothing left to lose... 
but blood. 


| hopped out of the hall, back through the green door, spraying bullets while doing so. 

| landed in another room, | poked out to see that | had hit three soldiers. 

| could do better. 

| shot at the wounded, killing them fully. Then ducking back in to drop my now empty 
handgun, for the heaviest thing | could find, in this case, an aluminum trash can, which 
| slammed into the nose of an incoming Marine. 

| threw the can over his head, grabbing his rifle, before pulling the pin on one of the 
grenades around his belt and shoving him back into the crowd. 

The grenade exploded, taking the Marine with it, and activating the sprinkler system. 
The disorientation that caused made it easy enough to mow down those in my immediate 
vicinity with a few quick bursts of the rifle. 

| tossed myself against a corner as more arrived, coming from the stairs, and the elevator. 
| shot at most of them, before running out of ammo and deciding to leap on top of the 
head of a French soldier, whose face | ran into a wall until it was completely bloodied. 

| then jumped off of him and landed on a U.S. soldier, | took his knife, and handgun, 
granted | did give the knife back to him, well to his eye at least. 

| then stood back up only to be shoved into a wall by a swarm of both French, and U.S. 
soldiers, as well as Marines, and C.I.A agents. 

The handgun | had taken shattered in my hands as | clenched my fists. 

There was so much blood on my hands. 

It felt different this time, different from ever before. 

It was cathartic, relieving even. 


| felt more alive than | ever had been. 

So, so very alive. 

The anger and bloodlust were overtaking me, and | was more than willing to give in to its 
allure. 


My mind felt amazing. 


It was the inverse of what had happened in Vegas. 
Instead of joining me with all the thoughts of Earth, it shut me off from them. 


And dear god was it a magnificent feeling to finally be alone in my own temple! 
It was so rewarding to give in to everything | had suppressed. 

Everything | had pushed down for the last year. 

| just wanted to push it all out. 

Shove it out to the surface in a swift bloody, violent motion. 

These soulless sacks of flesh never understood me, never loved me. 

Spark and O were the only ones and now they had left me. 

Abandoned me like | always knew they would. 

The world would pay. 

They would all pay. 


And it would all start with these bags of meat pulling on me. 

My fists surged with energy as | threw the crowd off of me, with what looked like a large 
red bubble projecting from my hands. Some of my aggressors fell through the 
Skyscraper’s windows, as | regained myself. 

That’s when Chuck grabbed my throat “YOU FUCKING ALIEN FREAK! | ALWAYS KNEW 
YOU WERE NUTS! THEY SHOULD HAVE STUCK YOU IN THE FUCKING LOONY BIN!” 
He was trying to strangle me, but | didn’t care. | couldn’t care. 

All | felt was that painful scorned bloodlust. It overtook every fiber of my being, every inch 
of my pitiful, scrawny body, begging to be let out. 

| snatched Chuck from behind me and threw him over my shoulder. 

He wrestled me though, the damn son of a bitch was too much of an overbearing jackass 
to just kneel over and die. 

He forced us both out of an unbroken window on the left, which allowed me to break free 
of him, grab both his legs and tear, harder than | ever had before, to rip him in half. 

As his blood splashed over me | suddenly came back to reality. 

Slaughtering, all those people. 


It was like | had just... regressed, back to what | used to be. 

The only thing worse than killing for a reason is killing without it. | thought it was survival, 
but there were other ways. Other things | could have done, that | just didn't. 

One step forward, two steps back. 

That’s what my life is. 

That’s all my life is. 


| was almost on the ground, with only a few feet left to go when | caught a sudden glimpse 
of Spark, almost a block away. 

(Spark) | was on my way back to the port, with a small team that had captured Z, when 
| saw it. | was just in sheer disbelief at the sight. 

Looking back, that was it, that was the exact second where the end began. 

“Ma’am, you’re going to want to see this.” 

| stared at Anthony as he drifted down, unable to register the soldier's words. 

He spoke again. “Ma’am, these files...” 

He handed me his phone, forcing me to take my eyes off Anthony. “What is it?” 

| snapped, before grabbing the phone, to see, well... 

I’m sure you can figure out the rest, kid. 


(Rachel) Ok, on that rather depressing note. That about wraps it up right? 
| mean until the week after that, when we all ran into each other again. 


(O) No. It’s not the end. 
(Rachel) What do you mean? 


(Anthony) He’s talking about the recordings he did alone. 
The ones where he talked with Bailey. 


(O) You knew? 

(Anthony) Back then. No. But now... well | am Psychic after all. 
(Spark) But why did you try to hide it? 

(O) Because... 


(Rachel) Because she’s the bitch who killed Z. 
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(O) Once | left the skyscraper | began to head toward the port. 

It was easy, almost too easy. 

There were no soldiers to stop me, no crowds of refugees, just a single empty street, 
At the port was a single motor boat, stored at a dock separate from the others. 

Was it fate that placed it there, or was it something else? 

Either way, | didn’t care. 

| had nowhere else to go so | might as well just do what Bailey had told me to. 


Hell of an independent man | was. 
“MAYBE | DON’T NEED YOU ANYMORE!” 


The words rang in my head. 

| was never good at talking. Especially when it came to telling others how | felt, 

but for some reason the one thing | could say perfectly was the one thing | wanted to take 
back. 


“Maybe | don’t need you anymore.” 

| mouthed it again as the boat drifted into Portsmouth. Exiting the boat | noticed several 
people were staring at me, recognizing me from my broadcast. 

Why had | done it? Why did | have to do it? Why couldn’t | have just kept my mouth shut? 
| used to barely be able to open my mouth, but now that | could speak for myself, 

| wanted to take back all my words. 

“Maybe | don’t need you anymore.” 


| exited the port and entered the city, where | noticed something was wrong. 

Terribly wrong. 

Smoke was funneling through the streets, people ran either towards or away from it. 
It was chaos, it was anarchy, but it was familiar. 

| continued walking into the city trying to figure out what exactly was going on. 

It was only after one block that | realized what had happened. 

A siren blared as | looked up to the sky to see the Jets, the German Jets. 

| turned to my side to see a Tv in a store window broadcasting a report on the British 
parliament, and how they’ve chosen to side... with the U.S. 


Anthony was right. 

| had started a war. 

It was at this point that a chain of long, scrawny fingers gripped my arm from behind like 
a spider reeling in its prey after trapping it in a web. 


I spun around, slapping the fingers off me, to get a look at this mystery person. 
What I saw shocked me, simply because | was greeted by the most beautiful woman 


| had ever seen. Her hair was a pure dark unnatural black, 

that covered her eyes and engulfed her entire head, down to her shoulders, 

which were covered by a suit jacket, above it were a pair of Welders’ Goggles, draped 
around her thin neck that supported her crisp round chin. 

Her face was flat and basic but in a good way, like whoever designed it wanted as little 
imperfections as possible. 

The thing that struck me the most though, was that her skin was an irregular shade of 
white, not just pale, or albino white, but nearly reflective sheet paper white. 

It made it look like she had never gone outside a day in her life. 


*Hello, O. It’s good to finally meet you face to face.* 

| made the realization, which left me with only more questions. 
“BAILEY?! You said you were deaf!” 

She flipped her hair up as she replied again 

Psychically. 

*| am, but | was also blessed with this... gift when | was born.* 


As her hair flipped up, | noticed the pupils of her eyes were colored purple, and just above 
them was a small minuscule label. 


Subject -7 
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(Spark) By the time | reached the port, my Dad was gone, which was a shame because 
after viewing those files all | wanted to do was kick his face in. 


A helicopter pilot whistled over the crowd to get the attention of my soldiers and I. 

We ran over to him. As we loaded Z into the copter the pilot explained that 

“We have orders to relocate all political prisoners to Guantanamo Bay, figure I'll just drop 
her off there, nice and quick.” | had to ask “Who gave you these orders?” 

He shrugged, “C.|.A director, he has full military powers, now.” | shook my head. 

Full Military powers, how did that happen? 

| snatched the pilot by the shoulder 


“The Director was just here right?” 

He nodded. 

“Where did he go?” 

“He took a plane back to Washington.” 

“Where in Washington?” 

As | went on the pilot seemed to get more and more dumbfounded, like what | was asking 
should be common knowledge. He shrugged again, before giving me that condescending 
look, | had always given others but never had received, and with a quick gasp he 
answered my previous question. 

“The White House.” 

The White House? Why would he go to the White House? 

“Look...” 

My eyes jumped down to the velcro name tag on his uniform before | continued. 

“Flynn, you're taking me there.” 

He laughed at the order “Like Hell | am. | gotta take this, bitch, to Guantanamo, I’m not 
disobeying a direct order!” | removed the Fang from its holster and shoved it into Flynn’s 
stomach while moving my head right next to his ear so he could make out my next 
statement over the roar of the Helicopter blades. 

“I’m the field commander of this active C.I.A mission. The director has left, which gives me 


full authority over this operation, and all of its assets. Now your dumbass may not know 
what that means so let me put it in simple terms. 


| outrank you, and | am the only one giving direct orders around here... 
Bitch.” 


| had said it in almost the exact same tone that Dad had used when he spoke. 
The bloody demon warrior voice that everyone always went on about. 

The worst part about it was that it felt natural, normal even. 

The voice of a devil suited me, and | reveled in it. 


Flynn gulped as he pulled away from me informing my soldiers to “Wait for the next 
chopper, I’m taking the commander to Washington.” 


The ride was surprisingly quick, but in my mind, it took forever. 

| must've looked over the leaked files over a hundred times before we landed, | was only 
taken out of the phone when we began our approach. The heat scorched my skin with 
intense ferocity, as the sounds below overtook my hearing. 

There was fire in the sky. 

Washington was burning, foreign Jets flew overhead, Tanks plowed through city streets in 
the distance, and | couldn’t help but notice that there was no one to fight back. 

“Holy shit... It’s like the end of the world.” 

He took the words right out of my mouth. 


We were forced to land right in the backyard of the White House. 

The Pilot leapt out quicker than me “Look, lady, | know you’re judging me, but there is no 
way in hell | am going back up there!” 

| looked back at him as | approached the door “I don’t blame you. Wait out here though, 
| have a bad feeling about this.” Flynn shrugged for the third time “That's fine with me, 
but | don’t see how anything in there can be any worse than what's out here.” 


He was right about that. 
| couldn’t have possibly fathomed what | was getting into by opening that door. 


| drew the fang as | entered, but it was unneeded. The halls were empty. 

“Maybe they already evacuated everyone.” | told myself right as | walked down the next 
hallway only to see that it was littered with nothing but the burnt, and bloodied corpses of 
secret service men. | swallowed my fears as | turned down the next hall, just to be greeted 
by more charred corpses. As | walked further into the building | was greeted with flickering 
embers, and scores of ash. “Who could’ve done this?” | whispered to myself out of sheer 
anxiety. 


“THIS WASN’T PART OF THE PLAN!” 


The scream came from at least five more halls down, and it was as recognizable as it was 
bizarre. 


“What the hell am | supposed to do, the plan was to stage a false terrorist attack, not start 
a bloody world war!” 


There was no doubt in my mind that it was my father, but who could he be speaking to? 


“And why are they gunning for me?! 
You promised that only you had access to those files!” 


| made my way toward his voice. 

“We set it all up together, goddamnit! All we had to do was bring Anthony, and the Golds 
to Paris, then activate the detonator! | DID THAT! 

HOW DID THEY KNOW BEFOREHAND!” 


So O really hadn’t detonated the nuke. 


“| got Benevolent, | shoved him in the basement with the other Mindguns. 
It was easy, but Anthony is still on the bloody board!” 


What did they want with Anthony? 


“How do | know they were investigating us? Because Z asked Benevolent about the damn 
Mindguns! HOW DID THAT HAPPEN!? | thought your little Psychic wankers were 
supposed to stop that!” 


Psychics? 


“Sure, it took care of the candidates, and I'll admit making Z, and Calvin think | was going 
to use them was a stroke of genius, but that’s beside the point. You aren't listening to me. 
All I’m asking is if you planned this.” 


Of course, he needed the candidates killed to ensure he got full war powers. 
It all made sense 

| was just a hall away now. 

“So you did... Alright fine, who did you send?” 


| turned into the next hallway which led into the Oval Office, drawing the fang again, to 
meet my Father and this mystery man, but the office was empty, except for a lone chess 
board. Which had just achieved checkmate. 

| walked into the office towards this board, and as | did so | noticed a slight crack in one of 
the bookshelves. | made my way over to it, pushing it aside to discover a door, which led 
to a staircase, much like the one in the Les Invalides. 

| began my descent into the darkness, as my Father spoke again. 


“Bailey? | thought she wasn’t ready?” 
| made out another voice as | hit the bottom to be greeted by a bright green glow. 
“She's ready. They all are, thanks to the samples you obtained.” 


The voice was macabre, almost unfinished, but it was far from the most concerning thing 
in the wide open room. | had met the source of the green glow. 


The green glowing water of thousands of Mindgun vats holding thousands of identical 
Women, all of which were seemingly engineered to be as perfect as possible. 

Removed of any imperfections, but pure ghostly white skin, and bright unblinking Purple 
eyes. 

| stepped up to the glass of one of them where a description read 

Mindgun Subject Seven: 

Config: 

Chromosomes XX 

DNA Sampled from: 

Anthony Assassin 


| thought | was going to scream as | dropped the Fang. 


All the Mindguns shifted their gaze toward me, as a faint buzzing sound came into my 
head. 


| stumbled backward, landing on the floor, as | picked myself up | recognized its distinct 
colorings and markings, as none other than Krytall. 

My Father approached me from behind while | did this. 

“We were going to make them all male you know, but it was so much easier to use two of 
the same chromosomes for the full army.” 

He had changed, he no longer limped, and the wound on his cheek had grown to take up 
a full side of his face. 

| gasped for words “What... what is this? What did you do?” 


He grinned the fullest, most complete malicious grin | had ever seen. 
“What did | do? | couldn’t even dream of doing such a profound task. | had help.” 


Another man stepped forward from the darkness. 


“| want for you to meet someone, Spark, someone who means quite a great deal to me. 
Someone who wants to thank you, for doing such a good job. 

He was going to stay behind, and observe, but once he got word of the existence of your 
little Assassin friend. He just had to come here, and bless us.” 

“Bless us?” | scoffed, as the figure stepped into view. 

“Bless us, how exactly?” 


“By uniting your divided world." 


There was that voice again. 
| fully picked myself off the ground, turning around to see it. 


He was drenched in a ragged cloak that covered an equally torn face. 
It was familiar and yet so... 

So unbelievably foreign. 

It was like looking at a first draft. 


A rough sketch of something made to be beautiful, only to be thrown away at the last 
second. 


He stuck his hand out toward me. 
His fingers were like nimble daggers strapped onto a hollow clam shell. 


They were infested with cuts, and scars, and bruises, and any other minuscule mark you 
could think of. 


His hand trembled as he swayed it to the side. 

Almost like he was the Grim Reaper showing you to the gates of hell. 

He spoke in that voice again. 

That awful, awful voice that sounded as if it was the first and last voice to ever be spoken. 


"Helio, s.Yaivin. Please take a seat, because we... 


Wehaveaict te discuss. 


End of recording list. 


Tape Three. 


Human 


June sth (494 


‘No. You're supposed to keep your finger off the trigger. Hold tt on the side. That's called trigger 


discipline.” 


Cotton started teaching Mnthony marksmanship yesterday, 
| still think he needs to polish up basic combat before we move on to anything else but he. insisted. 


| watched from the side of the range as Cotton did most of the work. 
Anthony's a quiet kid 
Too quiet. 


Most of the other Kids Ne seen his age are blabberimoutns who just cant seem to shut up. 
When hnthony does tak though ths ditferent, purposetul 

Reminds me of you Psych. 

‘hm wot stupid enough to accidentally pull the trigger." 


Cotton laughed at him 
The boy's wot used to being laughed at. 


‘OF course, everyone thinks that at first. But then you're marching through a swamp with your platoon and 
camething swins past your legs, ur finger pits, and then, PLAMOO, there goes Pat from Wisconsin" 


hnthony hutts as he vaises the gun up to one of the fredh targets we change out every morning, 
| shuffled behind him and Cotton as he steadied his aim. 

Cotton kept instructing him. 

‘Look through the sights. Line up the bullseye between the lines. You got it" 

t was as if | could hear his breath as he lined the shot, feel his heart begin to race as his finger 


moved for the trigger, watch his eyes close as he fired 


The kickback sent his arms flying, tine bullet left the chamber 
but didn't hit anything, 


Cotton sighed as he wmoved back down to Anthony, 
"That's alright. We can try again" 


No. Its useless. | can't do anything right. tm too stupid! 


| knelt down to him as he cradled the gun in his hands, 


tears beginning to Form, 


| spoke to him 
‘You didnt expect to be pushed back? 


"No" 
‘Somethings always going to push you back unthony whether you like it or mot. 
You ust have to be strong 


The boy finally picked his eyes up to lok af me. 
‘Put.. 


| dont want to be strong 
‘You have to be, con. You just have to be." 


Anthony wiped his tears, 
turned around, 

found the target, 
straightened his arms, 


and fired. 


Recording 1 


(Anthony) | genuinely can’t help but feel stupid sometimes. 

| was standing on top of the edge of the mountain, rain pouring down on my back 
and front like a hail of bullets firing at me from all directions. 

| was like a single solid in a crowd of untouchable, unreachable, liquid. 

| could feel it on my body but it would never respond to me, never talk to me, 
never reach out and | would never do the same. 

| move my hand across the ledge as the ocean beats beneath me. 

My hand finds a stone jutting out of the cliffside; it begins to slip as | latch onto it. 
| position both my hands around the stone to fully pull myself up now. 

The rock trembles under my weight. 

| think about the ground... 


| think about slamming my body against the raging current as 
| let the undertow drag me down. 


| think about drowning. 
| think about the water. 
Pouring on my back and front in all directions. 


| would feel it on my body but it would never respond to me, never talk to me, 
never reach out and | would never do the same. 


I’ve been forced to hear the thoughts of others for as long as | can remember. 
Their minds are like water. 

| would feel them but they would never respond to me, never talk to me, 
never reach out and | would never do the same... 


Except for them... 
except for them... 


| decide that my death won't come today 
and snatch the nearest indentation on the cliffside 
as | move my legs onto the stone, which finally falls. 


I climb my way up the rest of the cliffside. 

The rain and the wind knocking into me as | do so. 

| thank myself for bringing light equipment. 

If | had brought anything other than a dive suit, a night vision helmet, and a handgun 
| would’ve been noticed by now. 

But | did bring one more thing... 


The glasses... 
| always bring the damn glasses. 


| put them on the second | reach the top of the cliff and can finally take off that annoying 
dive mask. | toss it aside as | bring down the Nightvision just over my glasses. 

| tune the goggles’ telescope. My target lies in a sea of crowded cages. 

Human beings are herded like cattle here and it’s only gotten worse since the war started. 
Some deserve it but the one I'm rescuing today doesn't. 


| slide down the cliffside hill into the guardpost. 
The only way in. 


“They're focusing on London from what I’ve heard. Which is ridiculous considering that 
the place has practically been burnt to the ground. You think they’d be more occupied 
on taking back Washington but foreign relations are more important | guess.” 


As | crawl along the ground | stick to the shadows. 
The mud and the puddles hide my silhouette and the sound of my moving body 
is no doubt mistaken as raindrops. 


“Britain is our only ally right now. 
They didn’t buy that kid’s bullshit about the C.I.A director like the rest of the world.” 


Kid... 
Why’d you have to do it O? 
Why couldn’t you have just listened to me? 


| pass the guardpost and reach the radar building. 

| creep along the wall waiting for lightning to strike before | make my way in. 

I’m off for the door as soon as the flash of light hits. 

It's unlocked which means that either someone's inside or someone stepped out for 
a second and is probably already on their way back. 

It ends up being both. 


The man watching the radar hops out of his chair the second the thunder rolls. 
He’s dead by the time the noise fades. 

| holster my handgun and hide the body before deactivating the radar. 

That’s when | hear an approaching mind. 

| move into the doorway as they enter. 

My hands are on their neck before the door even closes. 

They put up a fight. 

Shoving me back into the wall as 

I cling onto their throat they begin to gasp for breath while 

| kick the wall forcing us both to the ground. 

They roll around for a bit until | end up on top plunging my fingers into their neck 
| hear their mind cry out 


*Why?* 


| couldn’t answer them. 

I still don’t think | could. 

| exit the building and drop back into the mud. 

My dive suit gets smothered in it as | make my way to my target. 

| tell myself the rain will wash it off eventually but | know it's only a matter of time 
until the suit becomes stiff and exposes me. 

| continue to crawl until | reach the center cage. 

The darkened sky cracks in luminance before the thunder roars and | open the cage. 


“’m getting you out of here.” 

Z rises from the cage as her hands grip the soaking bars | see the warrior | grew up 
with battered and scarred. Her hair is buzzed and her scars are still fresh. 

We hadn't seen her in a week 

but even an hour can be an eternity in hell. 


| should know. 


“Can you walk?” 
| ask her the question as she takes my hand. 


“I can.” 

“Good, we don’t have much time. | deactivated their radar but had to kill some men 
to do it, the second Rachel loops back around with the boat we need to be gone. 
Understood?” 

Z stares into my eyes with that certain look that everyone always drags on about. 


“Rachel?” 


I shrug as we move out of the cage. 
“Whole Op was her idea.” 


She gave a wide warm smile which was suddenly coldened by the roar of the cages 
around us. 


“TAKE ME TO!” 
“ME TO!” 
“| NEED TO GO!” 


“GET US OUT OF HERE!” 


Arms slam through the bars to paw at us as we run back into the mud. 

| overhear the guards moving toward us as the alarm begins to sound. 

Z drags on my hand as | launch up to sprint for the docks. 

The rain is replaced by a hail of bullets. 

They pierce my dive suit as | toss Z down on the dock and make my stand on the port, 
firing at anything that even flinches. 

My gun is knocked from my hands by a high-caliber round. 

| scramble to pick it up only to be surrounded by the full might of Guantanamo Bay. 


| hear a roaring motor pull up behind me as well as the distinct flick of a grenade pin. 
A lone grenade hits the dock and erupts in a burst of bright blinding light. 

| flip up my Night vision, frantically blinking my eyes to speed up their adjustment. 

I’m suddenly grabbed from behind landing on the hull of the speed boat as it drifts off 
from the dock before rocketing into the sea. 


“Sorry for the wait, but | just had to do some sightseeing!” 
“Rich girl!” 


Z and Rachel gained a sort of clarity around each other. 

She was all Rachel seemed to talk about after Le Harve and the fact that she now 
possessed Z’s sword, the sword of her former love, made her feel obligated to Z. 
As for me... 

this was a family matter. 


The pair had no time to reflect or embrace though. 


Guantanamo wasn’t letting us leave without a fight. 

The armada of pursuit boats chased after us, laying down machine gun fire through 
the blasting wind and rain. 

Our boat jolts to the right as Rachel spins the wheel like she’s on a game show. 

She latches onto it again, swerving us around a series of rock formations which two of 
the pursuit boats slam into, going up in a puff of fire and smoke while the debris takes 
out another. 


“WOAH! I’m on a roll tonight!” 


| put her ego down easy as | move for our armaments. 
“Settle down. We’re not out of the woods yet!” 


| tear out a handful of flashbangs, 

hurdling them at our pursuers but seemingly having no effect. 

Machine gun fire blasts into our boat, bursting the motor. 

Pitch-black Oil leaks through the dark ocean leaving a cruel stark trail behind us. 


| get an idea. 


A stupid awful Idea. 
“How far out is our pickup?” 


Rachel barely hears me 
“WHAT?” 


“PICKUP! THE BOAT THAT PICKS US UP!” 
My dive suit has been nearly obliterated by machine gun fire as | ready another flashbang. 
“FIVE MILES!” 


| huff readying my arm as | turn to Z 
“You good to swim?” 


“Yes... what are you...” 

| toss the flash just a foot away from us at the volatile streak we cursed the water with. 
It goes up in an indescribable burst of fiery fury. 

Our boat is launched into the sky smacking us face-first into the water. 

As | hold my breath beneath the waves | see the ashes of our pursuers descend against 
the night and those who would follow us turn back once they come across the carnage. 
| swim over to Z and Rachel who are already moving past the wreckage. 

That’s when | realize that I’m in water again. 

That’s when | realize I’m drowning again. 

Alone in something 

that would never respond to me 

never talk to me 


never touch me 


and | would never do the same. 


Recording 2 


(Spark) You ever wanna punch something kid? 

Just slam your fist into something, anything with all the goddamn force your weak 
destructive sack of flesh and bone can rip out of itself? 

All | did after that week was punch, hard. 

As hard as | fucking could. 


| started slow of course, on the punching bag, you always gotta go slow kid. 
Just striking my right fist against it once was enough to take me back to that week 
in the White House. 


“Uniting a divided world? What do you mean?” 


The cloaked figure stepped toward me, not making a single sound as he did so, he glided 
over the ground as if he were some intangible ghost, it was like he wasn’t even there as 
he moved about the room toward me, and the mechanical glass tubes that flowed with a 
pulsing green liquid. My Father stood in awe at this grim reaper of a man, it was clear that 
he worshiped his very presence, every step he took was gospel that my Father praised. 
I’ve spoken a lot through these recordings about seeing my Father in a way | had never 
seen him before but trust me kid | really mean it this time when | say that he had become 
a completely different person compared to the man who raised me. 

Or had he? 

Maybe he was always this way. 


A servant. 
A pathetic lowly worshiper. 


| wanted to punch something. 
As | strike my left fist against the bag, feeling my hand crease on its olive drab 
| think back to then as the figure spoke again. 


“By helping you win this war of course.” 


His voice was like nails grating on a chalkboard. 
It sent chills down my spine which | forged into a question 
“How? With these things? The Mindguns?” 


His eyes were now focused on the tubes filled with green glowing liquid that housed the 
Mindguns. My eyes shifted to them as well. 

Although | was more focused on the label that had snatched my attention when | walked 
in. 


Mindgun Subject Seven: 
Config: 

Chromosomes XX 

DNA Sampled from: 
Anthony Assassin 


| finally pulled my gaze away from the label, turning it to My Father and the man with him. 

| was getting fed up with all the tiptoeing around information. 

| had been used, lied to, and betrayed only to be led to this room where | still couldn’t get a 
straight answer. Not to mention the Mindguns, everything Anthony and | had gone 
through, 

was it all just a ruse to get here? Was it even real? 

| needed an answer. 


“And who are you exactly?” 
I spied a sly smile under his shadowed cloak. 


“tam the High lord of the Xrytall, and for nearly fourteen billion years ithave 
devoted my existence to the preservation of my species.” 


Oh shit, 

was my immediate reaction. 

The Krytall had caused an untold amount of damage with their invasion in twenty eleven 
and it would have been more if Anthony, O, Rachel, Ben, and | hadn’t joined together with 
Exo to stop it. If this was the man behind it... 

The one who held all that power... 

And if he was as strong as Ben or Anthony, and had created an army of Psychics... 
Well kid I’m not sure how many times 

| can say that sounded bad to fully get my point across. 

Although my worry soon turned to rage once | realized that this was further evidence 

of a ploy, of manipulation, of deception, of another lie to obtain this unknown goal. 

| was done with it, | wanted to explode. 


| wanted to punch something. 
| slam both of my fists into the bag now, one after another. 
| flex back as | wind up my next strike | think of what | said back then 


“So this was your plan this whole time? Have me recruit Anthony so you could steal his 
DNA to make these, then cause a war so you could unleash their power on the world, 
putting the U.S. back in power? Then why go through with the Krytall Invasion? 

Why do all this manipulation and backstabbing?” 


“I needed certain... data.” 


“Data!? Is that all this is?! PEOPLE ARE DEAD, PARIS IS GONE, 
OUR COUNTRY IS AT WAR BECAUSE YOU NEEDED DATA!?” 


My Father crept behind me, the wound on his cheek fluttering with ash 
as he placed his left hand on my shoulder. 
“There’s no need to get emotional, Spark.” 


| shrugged him off as the High lord hung idly by the tubes. 

“No. Emotion is warranted. Although t have foregone such weakness. 
When isaid data what I meant was that i needed to know that the hybrid, 
the one you call Anthony Assassin, had manifested his powers. You see... 
asaspecies the Xrytall are nearing extinction within the next millennium. 
Your friend's Mother was the last living Psychic and with her death, 

we were forced to change our approach. 

Anthony's birth gave us 2... 


unique opportunity.” 


Of course, it was about Anthony. 

Everything always had to be about him. 

The self-centered little shit. 

Even now he wouldn't let me be. 

Ever since | met him back through that glass where he refused to tell me about Nexo, 
he had been a stabbing thorn in my side. 

Even after a year of working with me at the C.I.A, 

he put his friendship with O over his country... 


Over me... 


| start pounding my fists rapidly into the bag as it all comes back to haunt me again. 
It’s like | can still hear my Father tell me that 


“| put the plan together with the Krytall when | was promoted to C.I.A director. 

| contacted Mr.Night and we laid it all out. 

The Superhumans would go enact their little invasion to extract the neural energy we 
would need for our project and test to see if Anthony had inherited his Mother’s powers, 
after that we would need at least a year with him to collect the DNA to create the 
Mindguns.” 


| was skeptical, but beginning to understand. 
“You’re using a hybrid to repopulate a species?” 


The High lord smirked again. 


His face warped and crinkled like tinfoil against his cracked and charred skin that made it 
impossible to tell exactly what he looked like. 

The only thing that seemed definitive about him was his voice. 

Dear god, that voice... 

“Not a hybrid per se. 

You see everything in the Xrytall body exists solely 

because the mind wills it to. 

This is why we die when we reproduce, we quite literally will ansther being 
into existence by passing on our mind. 

Because of this Anthony's Xrytall DNA is separate from his human DNA. 
He's two living creatures at war with each other. 

Ahuman heart and a Xrytall mind. 

it’s easy enough for me to extract a singular DNA strand and duplicate it 
with my technology." 


| came to the sudden and terrible realization all too late... 

“These aren't clones of Anthony, they’re clones of...” 

*“Ztlones of Psychic Six or as you may know her, 

Anthony's Msther, 

Psych.” 

| never understood this stupid obsession with Anthony’s Mom that nearly every one of our 
manipulators seems to have. Much less my own Father. 

My Mother had died in that plane crash all those years ago and now | learn that ever since 
then he’s been trying to bring this... this... SLUT! BACK FROM THE DEAD! 

I slam my fists into that damn bag a thousand times and | still can’t drive anything out. 

I still can’t forget anything. 


I still can’t burn anything. 


| just can’t help but think that 
“Everything I’ve done. Everything I’ve been through was all just to bring her back!” 


The pair seemed unfazed by my second outburst. 
| wanted to kill them both right then and there. 
For lying to me. 

For fabricating this false truth and this bloody war. 


| didn’t though. 
| couldn't. 


My Father just shot back 


“We aren't resurrecting just one Woman. 

We’re saving a dying race from the brink of extinction. Isn’t that wonderful, Spark? 
And because of those mindgun experiments, there’s a little piece of Krytall in me too, 
of course, | couldn’t pass it to you, and Constantin Gold couldn’t pass it either, 

but we’re still actively working to save an alien species, isn’t that amazing!” 


“You'd trade their survival for ours? The Invasion, Paris, those people...” 
“Were anecessary sacrifice. What's 2 million souls compared to a billion?” 


Millions would die so the Krytall could live. 

| wasn’t for it. 

| couldn't be. 

I’m for the U.S. I’m for freedom. I’m for liberty. | won’t support inhuman experimentation. 
| won’t become a merchant of death despite the cause. 

| won’t become a hero just to fight the lives | once saved. 

But then again... 


| didn’t have a choice. 


“We'll show the world our achievement Spark. We'll unleash the Mindguns onto the world 
and win this war. Our beautiful adopted country will reclaim its rightful place of power 
and then the Krytall go home, their species saved because of our sacrifice. 

We'll all get our happy ending. 

So what do you say?” 


He reached his hand out to me. 
A happy ending he said. 
What is a happy ending? 


| think of Anthony riding off after O only for me to see him slaughtering those | fought 
beside minutes later. | think of the time we shared and how he wasted it. 

How | would pour myself open only to be tossed aside for some kid. 

A terrorist who seemed to be the only person who hated my Father more than me. 

| picture the Knife and gun gifted to me. 

What were they? 


THE FANG OF THE QUROBOROS 


The tooth of the snake that eats itself alive while being too stubborn and too stupid to 
know it. 

Is that what happened to us? 

Driven apart while being too dumb to see it? 

We're all idiots aren’t we, kid? 


God, | genuinely can’t help but feel stupid sometimes. 

Maybe that’s why | took my Father’s hand... because I’m still stupid enough to believe 
that there’s still some semblance of the man who raised me left in him. 

That it wasn’t just a mask he wore for my sake. 

I’ve known too many people who wear masks. 

Is it too much to ask for one person to show me their true face? 


Or is that just stupid? 


I give the bag one last good punch, knocking it off its hangar. It splits as it hits the ground, 
the grains inside spill across the metal floor as the door to my quarters slams open. 


“Ma’am.” 

“Give me the news, Flynn.” 

“We're about twenty hours out from London now. Just thought you should know.” 
“Thanks. Call someone to clean up this mess for me will you?” 

| step out unwrapping my bandages as | do so. 

“Your hands are bleeding.” 

l ignore his oh-so-acute observation as | walk out onto the flight deck of the 
U.S.S Azrael. My head twitches up to catch a glimpse of the observation deck, 
where the new acting commander-in-chief is heading up his operation. 

“What is it, Ma’am?” 

“What do you think a happy ending is, Flynn?” 


My Father looks down at me from the deck, but | don’t see him. 


There’s only a reflection. 


Recording 3 


(O) It snowed in London that week. The piercing cold froze over the wreckage of the city 
and all the battles that had been fought in it. 

Family homes were consumed by an icy blanket of everlasting white. 

| never saw a lot of snow when | was young but | do remember on one trip to Russia, 
when my parents took Z and | to see our Grandfather’s grave, there was an intense 
blizzard that snowed in the airport for five days straight. It was nearly freezing in there 
and the power went out almost every other hour but | still thought there was something 
oddly beautiful about it. 

Being alone with my Family in the cold. 

It was one of the few times Anthony wasn’t with us, My Father chose to leave him to deal 
with a drug cartel in Mexico that had refused a certain business proposal of his. 

| had spent so much time with Anthony that he was practically family. 

It's easy enough to say that he was the man who really raised me but there was 
something about being away from him during that blizzard that gave me a certain 
perspective... 

| certainly appreciated my real family a lot after that. 

The family | lost... 


Bailey and | had been trudging through the city for the past week, 

the fighting was already growing fierce between the British military 

and the other Europeans. 

Germany was the main force that led the assault on the British after they agreed to side 
with the U.S. When Bailey and | stumbled across them they greeted me with open arms, 
praising me like a hero for exposing Yalvin’s plot. 


Yalvin... 
He had manipulated us all for the sake of unleashing his Mindguns onto the world. 
Z and | were his predominant victims and if Bailey really was a Mindgun then his plans 


may have already come to fruition. 


| told the Germans about the possibility of a Mindgun attack in the coming days, 
but it never came. 


There was only blood and snow. 
Until one night. 
| was sleeping on a cot in the German camp waiting for the cold to let up 


when Bailey reached into my mind 


*He’s on his way.* 


| didn’t even bother to open my eyes as | mentally replied to what | assumed was just 
more of Bailey’s vague annoying Psychic nonsense that she had been spewing ever 
since we had met face to face. 

*Yeah, the General will be back soon. | know.* 


A thin claw grasped my arm, pulling me awake. 

*No, not him. | can feel him. | can feel him because | know him all too well.* 
Like | said kid, nonsense. 

*Who?* 

| began rubbing the ice from my eyes while | forced my body to awake. 
*Yalvin.* 

Now | was definitely fully awake. 

*You’re sure?* 

She nodded at me. 


| had to say my next question aloud, just to be sure it was real “When?” 

Before | could get a response the General returned with his unit to deliver the same 
news in a different language. | should mention that German was one of the languages 
my Father made me learn, along with Japanese, and of course English and Russian, 
my native tongues. Although you could consider computer coding a language as well, 
but let’s not drag things out any further. 


| asked the General in German where he obtained his information. 

Apparently, he had a spy aboard the carrier Yalvin and the Mindguns would be arriving on. 
| had to ask Bailey 

*Is he telling the truth?* 

She had been sitting on a box of rations off to the side, doing her best to avoid being 
engaged at all costs, much like | used to until fate dragged me kicking and screaming out 
of my shell. Bailey had an excuse though, she wouldn’t tell me her full origins but she was 
definitely a Mindgun and if that news got out there would be... complications. 

She was deaf and only spoke mentally so it was easy enough to mask our conversations 
as awkward as they were. | waited a mere few seconds for Bailey to finish her mental 
scan of the General's surface-level thoughts, similar to what Anthony would occasionally 
do, before getting a response. *He is. He has no reason to lie either.* 


So Yalvin was coming to London. 
| had no reason to ask if Spark or even Ben were coming with him so | kept to myself 
as | devised a plan with the General. 


The Carrier was set to arrive tomorrow in Canvey Island, which was the furthest that an 
Aircraft Carrier would fit into the river. We were currently in Brixton, and it would be a 
fourteen-hour walk to Canvey Island but that’s not accounting for the British patrols that 
now littered the streets and the river that would be even harder to cross, since the frozen 
water had made it just another site of British occupation. The safest way to get across 
was going to be the tower bridge, the only bridge not destroyed, which the British were 
using to set up their anti-air infantry. 

Even after all of that, we would have to deal with the areas where the fighting had become 
the most intense and deadly. Luckily we wouldn’t have to go the whole way. 


There was a park, Clissold Park, | think was its name, where a group of British refugees 
were hiding, | say British but the reason they were in hiding from both the foreign and 
domestic militaries, was because many of them were foreigners or undocumented 
immigrants who had been unable to get out of the country on such short notice. 

This group had only been a rumor for the longest time but satellite imaging had apparently 
picked up photographs proving its existence. Now the reason they had remained hidden 
for so long was amazing, apparently they had access to a short-range EMP, an electronic 
magnetic pulse device that if given the proper boost could short out even the strongest 
electronics, even say an Aircraft Carrier. It was a long shot but if | could create a 
technological miracle and give the Germans enough of an opening they could destroy 
the carrier and the Mindguns with it! 


It was a one-in-a-million shot, but we were desperate. | was desperate. 

| had witnessed the power of the Krytall and Psychics firsthand; they had to be stopped 
at all costs. If there was even the slimmest chance of preventing another catastrophe 
and putting Yalvin’s plot to an end | was going to take it! 


So why can’t | remember if it worked? 


Recording 4 


(Rachel) “He did something. 
He had to do something, | mean this doesn’t just happen naturally!” 


“You do know what it is right?” 
“No, what?” 


“It's the chocolate chips, he put chocolate chips in the Waffles! You really didn’t know 
that?” 


In spite of the past few hours, along with being locked up in Guantanamo frickin Bay, 
Z was still full of energy, and Waffle knowledge, 

which she was more than willing to give me a full lecture on. 

“See those little spots in the Waffle are bits of chocolate.” 

“How would you even do that?” 

Z’s jaw dropped at my rich person ignorance. 

“You're kidding, right? Do you not know how to make Waffles?” 


| shrugged, obviously | didn't. 


“You put the batter in the Waffle maker along with whatever you want. It's like a sandwich 
but it’s baked in so it’s better.” 


| couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow. 

“Look here, little miss, one letter name, there is no meal on Earth better than a sandwich.” 
“Ah, this is an American thing, are you going to tell me about your... Cheese burgers? ” 
“That’s actually a misconception. Hamburgers were first made in Germany.” 

“Where in Germany?” 

“... Hamburg.” 

It was a dumb thing to say. 

But maybe | was dumb and she was too. 


That small tugboat we were on erupted with big great dumb laughter as the Captain/ Chef, 
Dave, Daryl... Dom. What was his name... 


Anyway, he brought another batch of Waffles as | got up to grab a drink. 
“Thanks. Can you get me some more Water, Rachel?” 


“Sure.” | replied with a smile before finally making my way to the door which led me out 
onto the deck where a cooler was waiting for me with a gang of water bottles and soda. 

It was hard to see it under the cover of night but after tossing my hands around like a 
crazed sports fan | was able to slam into it. | lifted the lid to be greeted by more cold air, 
as if the freezing rain we had just got out of wasn’t freezing enough! | snatched a soda for 
me and a water for Z. | was a little upset that there wasn’t anything heavier but something 
told me that Sober Rachel was more fitting for tonight. 

| was readying myself to skip back off to the cramped but cozy kitchen when | spotted 
Anthony gazing out on the horizon by the left side of the deck. 

“Hey Anthony, you didn’t want anything to drink did you?” 


He didn’t respond. 

He just kept staring. 

“Ok... Well, I’m going to go back inside. You have fun doing... that...” 

“You didn’t need me. You could have picked anyone to rescue Z but you chose me. Why?” 


| was confused by the question because | thought he already knew the answer 
“Well you may not like what you do, but you’re the best at it. 
Besides | thought you would want to see her again, you two did grow up together right?” 


He was emotionless. Like a statue he was frozen as he kept his eyes held on the sea. 
“Right.” 


| walked the drinks back to the kitchen as | did Z finally took notice of something 
“| didn’t even notice! You’re walking on your own!” 


“Took you that long to notice, huh? My wound is fully healed. | just have some nerve 
damage now along with...” | dropped myself onto the closest chair before stomping 
my feet on the table and pulling up my pant legs to show the variety of casts 

| was now wearing. 

“I still have a bit of a limp and | can’t feel my toes 

but it’s good to be on my own feet again.” 

Z leaned in to get a good look at my casts, her eyes shining in the hazy light of the lamp 
on the table as she did so. | felt like | could look in her eyes all day, they had a certain 
shimmer in them that | hadn’t seen in anyone else’s. It’s the type of look you could fall 
into forever and ever. 

“What are you doing? GET YOUR FEET OFF MY DAMN TABLE!” 

| launched my legs back on the ground as Chef/Captain, Dave, Daryl whoever the hell 
walked into the room demanding of me to follow his “Manners” and “Etiquette” 


“Sorry sir. | guess | just got too comfortable eating your amazing Waffles.” 
The quick compliment shifted his disgust to kindness as he informed us that 
“We've arrived back at Exo.” 


“Great! That means | get to show you around.” 
“Show me around? How big is this place?” 


We both stepped out of the Kitchen and almost on cue our boat was hoisted up by a 
large claw-shaped platform that slowly but surely hoisted us all the way to the top deck 
of Exo headquarters. It was this big oil rig off the coast of the North Sea which had been 
bought up and reconfigured into a sprawling private military clubhouse. 

It was almost the complete opposite of what they had called home just a year ago, 

but | guess that made sense given that this was their permanent base instead of that 
impromptu hobo boot camp that was forced to fend off the Krytall. This headquarters was 
slick and modern. It was full of all the murder tools I'm sure you expect but it was also 
practical. It had over a hundred bedrooms, although they were all pretty small, it hada 
food court, although it was about the size of two of the bedrooms, and it had a medical 
bay, which was actually pretty big but not as large as the command center which was a 
massive room taking up the space of about three office floors the walls of which were filled 
with gigantic screens and monitors which displayed all the action of whatever operation 
was being run at the time. In the center of it was the large round table that was back at the 
Exo camp a year ago, the same type that | owned when | worked with the Superhumans, 
y know before | or anyone else found out they were Krytall. | don’t think it was the best 
place in the world but it had been my home for the past week and Z seemed happy that 

| was showing it to her, although | think she was just happy to be walking around freely 
again. Once | finished showing everything off we rested on a bench overlooking the 
ocean for a few minutes before | excused myself 

“I’m gonna go get something, I'll be right back.” 


| rushed off to my bedroom as fast as my newly healed feet could carry me, then as fast 
as the elevator would take me, which wasn’t a lot. | burst through my door scanning my 
room until | found it off in the smallest corner on the left wall. | gripped both my hands 
around it before slowly unsheathing the blade just to remind myself that it was real. 

| had kept Z’s sword which she had entrusted me with back in Le Havre when we last saw 
each other, the sword that she had spent over half of her life mastering, breathing, and 
living through. 

The pitch-black leather sheath was embedded with a luxurious pure gold design that 
swirled around the smooth round shape of the sheath like a crashing wave. 

Then there was the sword itself, a katana sharpened and shined to the point where you 
could cut yourself just by touching it and view reflections on the blade better 

than even the most spotless mirrors. 

Then there was the hilt. It was wrapped in a rougher leather than the sheath, that was 
easier to grip, it lacked any patterns besides a recently engraved Japanese inscription 


AKIO 


| sheath the blade and take the elevator back down toward Z. 

As | descend | see that Anthony’s with her now, but something’s wrong. 

| just can’t quite place it. They aren’t arguing but they clearly aren’t getting along either. 
| decide to hang back for a bit after the elevator drops me off. | don’t think a little 
eavesdropping could hurt, | mean we all know each other right? 

Right? 

“Why didn’t Rachel tell me this?” 

“She doesn’t want to. The official debriefing is in the morning anyway.” 

“I’m for saving refugees but what makes you so sure that O is there?” 

“| just know.” 


“What happened to you two back in Le Havre anyway?” 


“...He said he wanted nothing to do with me then he ran off, 
but I’m going to get him back Z. Don’t you want that?” 


“You don’t even know if he’s alive.” 


“| DO! | just know that he’s still out there. I’m not going to sit here and do nothing when 
someone | care about is in trouble, but apparently, you’re more than willing to.” 


“He’s his own man. I’m fine with doing one last mission to save people that we already 
know are alive but | won’t risk everything for someone who's perfectly capable of...” 


“Look, look I'll admit it's personal but like you said back then, he’s practically my son. 
| would die for him.” 


“It’s suicide.” 

“A good death is its own reward.” 

“| knew someone who said that once.” 
“And?” 

“She drove a sword through her chest.” 


“Fuck you Z.” 


Right as | turn the corner | spy Anthony stomp off after that... just delightful conversation 
between him and Z. “How much of that did you hear?” 

| tighten my grip on the katana sheath as | creep up behind her like an inchworm. 

“| think | got the just of it, but I'll admit | have been trying to tune out Anthony lately.” 


“He’s like a child. He can’t see anything outside of himself.” 
After that comment Z turned to face me, her eyes widened, 
brightening the darkness of night 

as she spotted her sword. Reaching out my hands | explained 
“| figured you would want this back.” 


She takes the sword from me grasping it in her gentle hands 

“You kept it...” 

| shrugged “Of course | did, you gave it to me, now I’m giving it back.” 

Her grip tightened “Why’d you rescue me? Did you just need me for the mission?” 


“No! You just needed rescuing. I’m not like Anthony, | just help people for the sake of 
helping them, at least that’s what Ben taught me... wherever he is now...” 


“You really are a good person Rachel. In fact, you’re the most amazing one I’ve ever met.” 
| bet even under the night you could see my cheeks blushing red like fire. 

“Thanks. Y’know |... We’re going to do a good thing saving those people tomorrow but 

| do want you to know that | do... well | care about you Z. 

You've really helped me realize... oh fuck it.” 


And then under the pale moonlight, | reached out and kissed her, pulling away from her 
just as quickly as | had done it. 


“’M SORRY! | know you told me about Akio but...” 

Her sword hits the ground as her arms swing around me and our lips meet once more. 
“| Know, and she would have wanted me to be happy.” 

“And are you?” 

“Not all the time. This though? Us, right now? 

She pulled me in closer 


“This makes me happy.” 


Recording 5 


(Anthony) | laid in my bed that night, the bed | never used, holding my glasses, 

my Mother’s glasses that | always wore. | thought about what Z had said to me. 
She tried to convince me not to save him despite telling me the exact opposite back 
in Le Havre. What had changed? Was it her? Was it me? Was it just the situation? 
Just the ground we were standing on? No. 

It was her. 

She was delusional. 

| was going to get O back even if it killed me. 

| had to. 

| had to. 


“MAYBE | DON’T NEED YOU ANYMORE!” 


| felt like he was still screaming it in my head. 
| needed him, why did he think he didn’t need me? 


“You'll throw it all away, for what, for him? For 0?” 


Spark. 

| thought of her now. 

She had spoken to me the way Z just had, but it was different. 
Something about it... 


“Normal’s boring. This though? Us, right now? 
This is good.” 
What did she mean by that? 


| loved O like a son. He meant the world to me, but | had felt so open with Spark like 
| could tell her anything, | was vulnerable, it... it scared me. 


What if she decided that | wasn’t worth her time? What if she saw something she didn’t 
like in me or | did something she didn’t like? Did | already do that when | left her? 

Why couldn't | stop thinking about her? She was just an ignorant soldier anyway. 

All she did was follow Director Yalvin’s orders... her Father’s orders. 

The same way O had followed his Father and the way | had followed mine. 

Maybe we're all slaves to our parents, but what about Rachel? 

She seemed so close to Ben. | felt the pain in her mind when he lied to her, and when 
he was taken away by Yalvin. It was so easy for her to just talk about what was wrong, 
she never hid from anyone, and she was always so nice. How did she do it? 

How did she get people to like her? 

Maybe she was just normal. 


| wish | was normal. 
My entire life | wished that. 
Now though? 


Now | just wish | was gone. 

Far far away to where | didn’t have to think or feel any of these things anymore. 
A place where no hurt or pain could reach me. 

A place with no O and no Spark. 

A place with no Rachel and no Ben. 

A place where | didn't have to hurt anyone. 

A place where | didn’t have to hear a billion minds at once. 


| wanted to die once. 
| tried to die once. 


Maybe | wanted to again. 
| couldn’t though. 
| don’t think | can die. 


| felt my mind reach out for something, somewhere, someone, 
whether intentionally or not, and eventually, | bumped into something. 
Something that almost seemed like it was searching for me. 


*So you know where you are? 
Bo you know who you are?* 


| was so cold, so alone, the words wrapped around me like a warm blanket. 
The voice behind them felt so comfortable to me, so welcoming like | was hearing 
a god in my mind. | pulled all my might into a response. 


*Yes. Yes, I’m here. I’m Anthony. Who are you?* 


No response. 
Did | imagine it? Of course, | did. There could be no other explanation. 
Why would anyone want to reach out to me anyway? 


Suddenly I’m ripped from my tortured mind by a knock on my door. 

| slap my glasses on and get up to answer it. | find Colton waiting for me. 

“| know it's late but | wanted you to hear it from me first.” 

The arrangement of the words themselves showed a level of concern in them, 
but it wasn’t me he was worried for. 

“Calvin?” 


“He’s still refusing chemo. We moved him to the medical bay.” 

| huffed “And what do you want me to do about it?” 

Colton pleaded with me “He’s your Father Anthony, 

| thought you would have some sympathy.” 

| sighed, giving in. “Fine, I'll go see him.” | never would have heard the end of it otherwise. 


Calvin told me he was diagnosed with cancer in prison and that he busted out for 

one last hurrah, which acquitted to simply building up Exo again. 

He didn’t care about anything else, or anyone else. 

Exo was all he had left after Psych died giving birth to me. 

| guess grief and violence are one and the same for our family. 

| kept questioning why | was even bothering with visiting him as | stepped through that 
piercing metal door that had been soaked in white paint leading into the near barren 
medical bay that would have been completely empty 

if not for the occupied bed in front of me 

“ACough’ | take it Colton told you | was here?” 


“Yeah.” 

It was simple, indirect. | wanted to avoid engaging with him as much as possible. 

This husk of a man drained and weary who was more willing to accept death than a 
helping hand. | skated over to a work table where an assortment of medical tools were 
lying disordered. 

| pretended to look it over as Calvin spoke again “He’s stressed, more than I’ve ever seen 
him.” 


“| guess that'll happen when you’re going into a warzone to rescue your family and a few 
dozen others.” | forgot to mention that was the entire reason that we knew the refugees 
were there to begin with, Colton’s family who were in hiding, had sent him a message 
asking for assistance. 


Calvin was starting to notice how passive | was. “Is everything “Cough* alright?” 


“Yeah.” 
Simple and indirect | knew he was attempting to engage with me. 


“You’re worried about your friend, you’re focused on him.” 
| didn’t feel like saying anything back. 

| just wanted to sink into the table in front of me. 

| wanted to become one of the needles that lay on it. 

Thin and frail, yet able to pierce skin. 


“Look Anthony | know you’ve been through a lot...” 


Able to connect and interject with anyone. 


“But you’re strong and | know you can come out the other side.” 

Able to be filled with whatever someone needed, to be there for what they needed. 
“| SCough’ Know you can fight again.” 

But needles kill too, don’t they? 

“| just want you to know Anthony...” 

Everything kills. 

“| want you to know that you’re not alone.” 


My entire body filled with an absolute and pure rage. | flipped the small insignificant lone 
table filled with tools of vain healing. It assaulted the air in the room before plopping down 
on the floor with an ugly thud. “Heh.” | couldn’t help but burst into maniacal laughter 

“Not alone? NOT ALONE? That's all you have to say?!” 

| smacked my arms onto the empty promise of a bedside all while screaming at my sorry 
excuse of a Father “OF COURSE |’M ALONE! Have you ever met someone else like me!? 
Someone with a million voices in their head! 

Someone with a wall around themself! 

Someone who's half human half demon, all murderer! 

OF COURSE, I’M FUCKING ALONE!” 


| tossed myself off the Bed as Calvin stumbled “Your... Mother...” 


“My Mother? Oh, Anthony, your Mother was such a good person! 

Your Mother used her powers to help so many people! Your Mother saved me! 

Your Mother was a voice of reason! Your Mother was so powerful! So strong! So kind! 
Your Mother! YOUR MOTHER! 


MY MOTHER IS DEAD! 


WHY CAN’T ANY OF YOU GET THAT THROUGH YOUR THICK FUCKING SKULLS! 
IF SHE WAS SUCH A GODDAMN SAINT HOW COME SHE FELL FOR YOUR SORRY 
ASS!? 

IF SHE WAS SUCH A HERO WHY DID SHE WORK FOR THE KRYTALL!? 

IF SHE WAS SO NICE WHY DID SHE HELP YALVIN MAKE THE MINDGUNS!? 

IF SHE WAS SO LOVING THEN WHY DID SHE LEAVE ME NOTHING BUT THESE 
USELESS GLASSES!” 


| yanked the damn things off of my horrific face and slammed them to the cold desolate 
floor just in time for the old dying man in the bed to finally grow a backbone 

“You “Cough* pick those up ‘Cough’ right now!” 

| gritted my teeth as | straightened out my clothes. 


“Do it yourself.” 
| headed for the exit at last. Leaving behind those thin frail sticks of metal that held two 
equally useless glass lenses. 


Glass... 


What's the point of looking through glass anyway? 


Recording 6 


(Spark) As the Azarel approached the U.K. we entered the cold freeze that had consumed 
the country. The snow covered the flight deck forcing everyone inside. 

| tried to enter the observation deck where my Father was but it was locked for whatever 
reason. | couldn’t sleep and my quarters felt cramped so | decided on wandering the halls 
of the ship. | had been curious about where the Mindguns were stored exactly. 

And it seemed like | wasn’t the only one.“Nein, ich weif,, dass sie hier sind, das wei ich 
mit Sicherheit. Ich kann sie einfach nicht finden.” German, and it wasn’t far away. 

| unholstered the fang as | sneaked across the hall. 

“Ja, ich wei, aber ich habe nicht viel Zeit.” 

It was close. | popped my head into a rickety doorway that led to the lower decks, 

only to find it as barren and dark as the rest of the halls. | could still hear the voice though. 
It seemed oddly familiar. 

“Wegen des Schnees sind sie alle in der Kaserne. Ich denke... warte.” 

It was right next to me. "Ich bin nicht allein.” 

| whipped myself around just in time to spot a handgun poke out from behind a supply 
crate. | hurled my right arm out toward it, snatching it from my would-be attacker before 
meeting their knife which attempted to cut my left leg. | twist away just in time to slam my 
knee into them instead. They fall to the ground just quick enough for me to pin them there 
with my right boot. | aim both the fang and their handgun at them as | recognize their face. 
“Flynn?” 


“Ja. | guess you caught me, huh?” 

| was more than a little dumbfounded. “You’re a spy?” 

| left my boot off him as | asked the question. 

He quickly got his bearings and took his gun back.“Well if it makes it hurt any less | wasn’t 
always a spy but treason is still treason | suppose. Go ahead and take me in.” 

He stuck out both his arms, awaiting handcuffs, | shot him down since he seemed to be 
more than willing to tell the truth, for whatever reason. “Ok, but why?” 

He sighed “Why does anyone do anything?” 

He moved over to a small hatch door on the left side of the hall. 

“You know you aren’t a very good spy, if you just blow your cover so easily like that.” 

He had a small quiet laugh “What do you know about being a spy? Aren’t you just some 
commander who rode in on her Daddy's coattails?” 

| had nothing to say. 


He had just assumed exactly what | had spent most of my life trying to prove that | wasn’t. 
Was that the way everyone saw me? A spoiled brat who only got what she did because it 
was already set up and waiting for her? Wasn't that just what Rachel was? 

Why didn’t people look at her like that then? 

The only person who didn’t think | was just getting handouts was... 


“It's open.” 


“What?” 


“The door. | got it open. | couldn’t do that before.” 

| stepped over to the doorway Flynn was kneeling by, poking through it to view a glow of 
green light. Flynn seemed satisfied enough and began to shut the door 

“Well, that solves it. 

| spent the past few nights hearing people talk about a room with vats down here, 

and now | know what they were talking about. It’s the Mindguns alright... 

Oh, come on, Commander!” 


| grasped the door the second before it shut. 
Stomping into the room to get a good look at the Mindguns for what might be the last time. 
“Why are you even going in there?” He said stepping into the room after me. 


“Why does anyone do anything?” 

| fixed my eyes on one of the vats which had remained unchanged since | had first seen 
them back in Washington. “Woah! You saw the label for these right?” 

| acknowledged Flynn’s discovery with a nod while my eyes remained fixed on the figure in 
the vat in front of me. | felt like | could see some part of him in her. 

| suppose it made sense. | set my hand on the glass “You're not him.” 


“What?” 

Flynn had crept up behind me. | cleared my throat explaining that 

“They're not clones of Anthony. They’re his Mother... apparently.” 

| finally parted myself from the vat and moved over to the end of the room. 

“Are they all here?” Flynn asked, visibly unnerved. 

“’m going to guess so. | had no way to tell how many were in Washington, but... 
you see that right?” 


“See what?” 

| gripped a small indentation in the wall. 

“It's a wall switch, a common one too. Plenty of smugglers use it, | remember seeing this 
model in special forces training, along with an operation | ran in Canada.” 

My fingers twisted around the knob hidden in the indentation and cranked it with all my 
might until a faint light began to slide in from under the wall. The wall slowly retracted back 
into the ship to reveal a thin room that only had room for one thing, one person. 

There we found him sprawled out across four bloodied tables with his organs and skin 
dripping from each of them leaving only his endoskeleton to hold him together 

was Ben. 


Recording 7 

(Rachel) What do you mean you don’t remember any of it?! 

(Ben) Anything after Le Havre, it's all blank to me. 

(O) That's funny | can’t seem to remember anything up until... 

(Rachel, Spark, Ben, Anthony) When Bailey killed Z. 

(Rachel) Yeah, we’re not doing that whole thing again, that was a pain in the last tape. 


(Anthony) | still think you guys are blowing this out of proportion, so what if your memory’s 
a little blurry? I’m sure it'll come back by the time you need to explain what happened. 


(Spark) That’s the weird part though, even when | was talking about Ben but especially 
when | was talking about the High Lord | feel like | was leaving something out. 


Like something was being hidden from me. 


(O) Alright, let’s skip ahead a little. Ben, you do at least know that you had interactions 
with us that week after Le Havre right? 


(Ben) Yes. 


(O) So you remember that you were at least present for some of the events 
we’re talking about? 


(Anthony) O, this is... 

(Ben) Yes. 

(O) Can you recall some of them? 

(Ben) Not the details. 

(O) That's fine. Just give us a timeline. 

(Ben) Well, obviously we’re up to when Spark and Flynn found me, after that, 

| was hidden up until the Mindguns were awakened, and that led to the attack on the 
Exo headquarters of course, where everything came to a head. 


(O) There was an attack on Exo? 


(Rachel) It was after, well you know... 


(O) Ok. This is weird. 


(Rachel) | feel like my memory’s mostly intact, 
I’m not sure what’s happening to the rest of you. 


(Spark) | think we might just be trying to block out the trauma to some point. 


(Anthony) That could be possible. The mind does try to hide certain memories that are 
painful unless it’s something that’s a fundamental or life-changing experience. 


(Ben) So you’re saying we either just forgot or what happened to us wasn’t significant 
enough to matter? 


(Anthony) Basically. 


(Rachel) | think I’m with Anthony on this. You all are overreacting. 
| say we just keep going and only meet back up later if we really need to. 


(Spark) Eh, sounds fair to me. 

(Anthony) Me too, go ahead and take the next one O. 
(O) ... Alright. 

“Footsteps* 

Door opening’ 

Door closing’ 

(Ben) You didn’t buy into any of that, did you? 

(O) No. 


Not one bit. 


Recording 8 


(O) | left with Bailey and a small battalion of German soldiers at the break of dawn. 

The first few miles were easy enough to pass through since they were all occupied 

by the Germans and their allies, it also helped that the cold had begun to fade and the 
snow had let up for the morning at least, even once we got past the occupied area there 
were still a good amount of street blocks that, while leveled by the bombings, remained 
relatively peaceful. 


It wouldn’t take long for that to change though.The snow returned as we made our way 
through a tight alley lying between a cafe and a saloon. Right as the German soldier in 
front of me was preparing to step out into the light Bailey stuck her arm out from behind 
me snatching his vest. 


“Bailey! What are you...” 

*Don't move.* 

Her voice rang in my mind as my ears picked up what | assumed she sensed Psychically. 
*British troops.* 


She let go of the German in front of me who quickly signaled for his men to fall back, 

but there was no escape from the way we came. 

The British had both sides of the street surrounded. 

| sprang for the Cafe door to the right of us. My freezing hands struggled with the lock, 
although keeping quiet was the real challenge, | eventually latched it open. 

We all hurried into the Cafe while gently closing the door behind us. 

Staying low to the ground, | ducked under the nearest counter with Bailey following me. 
One of the Germans whispered something, but | couldn’t quite make it out, | just kept 
crawling around the ground until | reached the Cafe entrance where the soldiers were 
huddled on the ground next to the doorway. The general spoke in German 

“Get ready to move, we won't have much time after they pass.” 

The second the last British troop walked past the entrance our group launched up in 
unison springing out the door and into the snow. We all had made it about halfway 
across the street when the General’s boot unexpectedly crunched down on a block of ice. 
| shot my head back just in time to see his body be decimated by a barrage of rifles. 
Bailey took my hand dragging me into the next alley as the three Germans closest to us 
followed. We hopped into the nearest door without a second thought only to find ourselves 
exposed by a glass wall to a tank just a block away. We sprang back for the door we 
came in through but the British were already entering it from the alley. | flung out my gun 
shooting down the glass for a quick exit. We made our desperate escape just before the 
tank fired a massive armor-piercing round clean through the building, sending a deafening 
shockwave down the icy air. 


Breaking into the nearest building we caught our breaths just for a second until we noticed 
the stairs just in front of us. | broke off from the others to run up them, they followed 
although it took them a second. Once | reached the building's second level | shattered the 
first window | saw leaping out of it onto the rooftops of the street. 

| began to skip across the block catching brief glimpses of the British chasing me on foot 
with the tank behind them. 

| eventually came across a series of chimneys which forced me to come to a decision. 


Jump down? 
Hide for cover? 
Or keep running in the open? 


*O GET DOWN!* 

Bailey’s voice enters my mind ahead of my decision. My foot gets caught on the frozen 
slope of the roof, tumbling me into the snow on the other side of the street as my ears are 
assaulted by another roaring tank blast, obliterating the building | was just standing atop. 
| crawl through the wreckage entering the half-burning remains of a small tenement as 

| wait for the British to pass. | grip my ears while hiding behind the partly decimated wall, 
still reeling from the booming echo of the explosion. 


*What’s wrong?* 
Bailey was next to me, | hadn’t even noticed. 


*Nothing, it was just a little loud back there, is all.* 
My mental response intrigued her. 


*What’s it like?* 
*What?* 
*Hearing. What's it like?* 


| kept my thoughts private for a minute. 
They were mainly memories after all, so it took me a while to find a proper answer. 


“It's... It's like being touched. Sometimes it’s nice but other times... 

| used to wear headphones because the noise of the world scared me, 

| eventually got used to it though. Sometimes | even liked it. 

But It still comes back, noises that are too loud and that | want to protect myself from.* 


“MAYBE | DON’T NEED YOU ANYMORE!” 


Is that what | did when | screamed at Anthony? 


Did | protect myself? 


*That’s awfully silly O. How can a noise hurt you?* 

It was such a stupid comment | thought about laughing, but | still had to wait for the tank 
to pass with the soldiers before | even thought about moving. 

Once they were gone my body unfroze but was still chilled by the air. 

Bailey and | moved deeper into the tenement to find only one single German soldier 
waiting for us, he told me “The tank took out the other two. I’m going to try to radio back 
to base. You two stay out of sight.” | felt like | should say something in return, in thanks 
for what he and his fellow soldiers had done for us, but the words never came. 

| walked up the stairs of the tenement, Bailey followed behind me *Where are you going?* 


*| don’t know. I’m just gonna look around.* 

| needed to decompress after... everything. 

The entire week after the destruction of Paris and the chaos at Le Havre still didn’t feel 
real to me, even what was happening around me now felt like some odd state of unreality. 


*You thought about saying thank you back there, but you didn’t. 
Do you not know how to Say it in German?* 


*| don’t want to talk now, Bailey.* | reached the second floor and began to scan over the 
disastrous state of the room around me. Someone who lived here had left behind all of 
this, their entire life, in such a hurry. 

It seemed impossible. 


*We aren't technically talking, you know.* 
| finally acknowledged Bailey. 


*Why are you like this?* 
Thinking that would be enough to shut her up | move over to a closed door that seems to 
beckon me, but even then | can’t get a moment's rest. 


*Why are you?* 

She gives me some strained attempt of a smile as | turn the knob on the door. 

| pray to myself that it’s some empty place with a warm bed that | can take refuge and 
solace in. | just want rest and peace, | just want a second to myself and no one else. 
| miss my headphones, | miss my bed, and my computer, | miss... 


*What are those?* 


As soon as the door opens | reach out for one of them littered on the many shelves 
stacked throughout the room, they’re like old friends to me. 

Friends | never thought I'd see again. 

“Robots. Mech’s, actually. They’re mostly model kits. | used to build these with Anthony.” 
| rested the model in my hands back on its shelf as | wandered further into the room. 


*Do you miss him? Anthony | mean.* 

*You’re the one who told me | didn’t need him.* 

| found a chair and a desk hidden in a corner at the end of the room, no doubt where this 
person built their models. | sit in the chair doing my best to relax while Bailey continues 
to watch me from the doorway. 

*| didn’t say that. You did. You said it right to his face. Maybe | don’t need you anymore.* 
| swiveled the chair away from me as her thoughts struck my mind again. 

*Maybe it’s true then. Maybe | don’t need him. Maybe | don’t need anyone.* 

| turn back after the mental response. Whether consciously or unconsciously Bailey lays 
herself on the floor by the doorway of the room in an almost robotic-like way before piling 
onto the conversation. 

*Maybe we’re the same then. | don’t think | need or even like people.* 

| turned back to the desk 

*| don't think that’s possible. No one dislikes people, they just don’t understand them.* 


*Then how do you understand people?* 


Her voice rang in my head. Why did she ask so many stupid questions, 
especially ones that | couldn’t possibly answer? 


*I’m going to take a nap. Can you go away, please?* 
*No.* 


| have had more than enough of her annoyance springing out of the desk 
| marched over to her. 


“No?! What do you mean no?” 
*Because | made a promise to him, to protect you until this is all over.* 
“Him? Who would want me protected?” 


*The High lord of the Krytall, of course.* 


Recording 9 
(Ben) Why would the High lord want to protect you? 


(O) That’s what | can’t figure out. It just popped into my head while | was talking. 
| don’t understand it. 


(Ben) Interesting... You aren’t going to tell the others? 

(O) Why should |? They’d probably just say we’re crazy again. 

(Ben) My memory recall has never failed me before. My data banks have stored all the 
stimuli I’ve encountered, giving me a near-photographic memory, it’s a blessing and a 
curse. 


| doubt they would start failing on me now, after over a millennium. 


(O) Did you ever get them replaced? 
Maybe you had to clean or change them out because of a bug in your system? 


(Ben) No. It’s never happened. 

(O) Then | think we need to look at this from all angles. What are we talking about? 
(Ben) World War Three, the Mindguns, our falling out with each other. 

(O) Something must have happened because of all that. Events can’t be rooted back to 
one simple cause that leads to another simple effect. Life isn’t like that. 

This is multilayered. 

(Ben) Bailey. 

(O) Bailey? 


(Ben) That’s the name of the Mindgun you were with, | have the strangest feeling I’ve 
heard the name before. 


(O) Well, it is a common one. 


(Ben) That’s not what | mean. Someone | knew went by Bailey once. 
Why can’t | remember? 


(O) So this goes back further? 


(Ben) | can’t shake that feeling O. It's like we’re only telling half of this story. 


Recording 10 


(Spark) “You can see it all from here. 

It really goes to show you that it’s all a matter of perspective.” 

My Father had locked himself in the command deck of the Azrael ever since we boarded, 
but now that we had arrived in the U.K. he had decided to let me into his little hideaway, 
for whatever reason. 


“Perspective? From my perspective, this place is a pigsty.” 
| lifted up a half-eaten sandwich from the only other chair in the room, flicking it into the 
overflowing garbage as | sat down. 


“Sorry, you know how engrossed | can get in my own work.” 

Engrossed to the point of torturing Ben? 

| had tried talking to him that night, he was still breathing after all, but he couldn’t respond, 
he may not have even been awake. | closed the hidden wall back up and locked the door 
to the Mindgun vault with Flynn’s help. He still wouldn’t tell me why he was working with 
the Germans or what his interest in the Mindguns was but | was far too tired and far too 
frustrated to care. | had enough on my plate, | didn’t need another side drawing me away 
from the main course. | laid in bed that night for only three hours and | wanted to scream 
the whole time. | never minded not being able to sleep. Well... 


| guess that’s a lie, | only felt that way after | met Anthony. 

| remember that night in New Mexico when he told me he didn’t sleep, obviously because 
he’s a Krytall but he didn’t know that back then, that must be a terrible feeling, 

not knowing why you are and who you are. 

| had stayed up with him just talking, under the night sky. 

When he joined the C.I.A | would try to see how late | could stay up to be with him. 

| would end up falling asleep in the Break room or Cafeteria or god knows where on a 
mission. It wouldn’t matter where | was | would always wake up to him bringing me coffee, 
or building one of his robot models, or talking to O about some video game or other nerd 
thing | couldn’t even begin to wrap my head around. 


“Did you see what | dreamed about?” 
| once asked him after he woke me up one morning during a mission in Sweden. 


“| can read minds. | can’t see them.” 
He said smiling as he handed me a cup of coffee. 


“What if you could? What do you think you would see?” 


“I... I’m not sure. Sometimes when | enter someone’s mind | can see their memories but 
that’s just basic stuff that the mind’s just recreating.” 


“Recreating?” 


A look of excitement hit his face. 

He always got so bloody excited whenever he got to explain something he cared about. 
“Every time the mind remembers something it recreates the memory from scratch, 

by putting together the stimuli it took in. It’s why details on things like Police reports can 
get so muddy. People tend to remember emotions and feelings more than minuet details. 
They don't think of information so much as much as how the information impacted them. 
| think that’s why things like politics can feel so damn personal. 

Anyone who claims to be gardened by pure facts and logic is full of shit, just look at 
Mr.Night, we’re emotional creatures. When | read minds, I...” 


He stopped himself as he focused in on me 

“| don't have a choice what terrible personal thing pops into my head. It’s pure information. 
| don’t swim in it, | drown in it. | can always tell what people are thinking but never how 
they're feeling. With memories, | can spot the information because it’s still there buried 
under the emotion. With dreams, well they’re pure emotion, pure creativity. It’s the mind 
basically saying fuck it! And unleashing a pure uncensored catharsis. It... 

Well, | imagine it feels amazing. 

Right?” 


| had taken a long sip of the coffee while he spoke, gazing into those sea-blue glasses of 
his, trying to find the eyes underneath. | set the cup down at my side. 

“It does. Sometimes | want to live in my dreams forever, opening up everything | have 
inside away from everyone else, but | can’t. | have to wake up eventually.” 


“You barely sleep though. 
Hell, sometimes | think you’re trying to convince me that you’re part Krytall too.” 


Couldn’t see emotions. That was Anthony for you, infinitely smart and equally dumb. 
| wanted to laugh at how stupid his comment was but all | managed was a rough 
explanation “All the real things happen when I’m awake. | don’t want to miss those. 

| don’t want to miss this. Like us, right now? This is good.” 


| missed sleep now though. | missed the escape. | missed the catharsis of dreams. 
Screaming into them was all | wanted to do. 


Just like screaming at my Father as he paced in this so-called command deck, that he had 
become Engrossed in. He was always engrossed, work was all he loved. 

| had spent so many years trying to please him, make him proud, that | didn’t even realize 
that all | was giving him was another pawn for his game. A game that had apparently 
entered its final stage as my Father explained, “I’m leaving later today, there’s a park in 
London. I’m taking a team there to spring an ambush. It’s the last thing | have to do before 
the Mindguns are unleashed upon the world.” 


“Tying up loose ends?” 


“| think of it more as putting the pieces back in the box.” 


So he did know how to clean. 


| couldn’t help but stare at his growing, swirling cheek wound, it appeared freshly burned 
now. | visualized the smoke and ash circling his head the way it did back in Washington. 

| hadn’t seen what he did in Le Havre but | had overheard the stories from those who 
were there. Director Yalvin, the now Commander in Chief and most powerful man in the 
U.S, had summoned fire with nothing but a mere thought. The very ground he stepped on 
burned around him as he preached hellfire upon his enemies. | used to joke about my 
Father being a demon, maybe that was the truth now, maybe it always was. 


“| just wanted you to know where I'll be before it all goes down. | can’t stress enough how 
happy | am that you agreed to follow me down this path, Spark.” 


And | can’t stress how much I’m regretting it. 
“Do you think Mom would be proud?” 


He freezes after the words leave my mouth, | didn’t even think about saying them. 

| couldn’t help it though it had been itching at my side for far too long. Knowing that he had 
channeled himself into this fractured cause, that had cost so many lives. 

Nuking Paris, human experiments, doing those horrible things to Ben, manipulating me, 
his own daughter, and all for what to revive some woman from the dead? 

To save an alien race? 

What was the real reason he did it? 


“Your Mother’s dead Spark. Grow up.” The response was simple and plain. 

He wanted to push the feelings aside as if grieving was above him. 

As if accepting the fact that he was close to someone other than his precious cause was a 
sign of weakness. 


“This is good,” 

| remember saying the words to Anthony and believing them. Maybe | outgrew my cause. 
Maybe serving a country meant nothing when you had someone to throw yourself into. 
Had | spent my entire life living for anything but myself? Had | become so blinded by 
chasing happiness that | forgot what being happy even meant? 

Was | happy with being a soldier? 

Was | happy with Anthony? 

Was | happy with this war? 

Was | happy with myself? 


| saw myself in what Yalvin said and it mortified me. 
| had watched as my Mother died in that plane all those years ago and all | could think of 


was myself, my cause, my love, my war. 


“Your Mother’s dead Spark. Grow up.” 


| already grew up, Dad. 
| grew up the second she died. 


| never had a chance to be a child after that. Sometimes | can’t even tell what a child is 
because of you and the damn wringer you put me through. 

You always cared but you never understood because you always put yourself first. 

You could never sacrifice yourself to anything but your beliefs. 

You're just like Anthony and everyone else I’ve ever met in my god-forsaken life. 

You'd die for a savior but never for the person standing beside you. 

| would shove my gun in my mouth if it meant those around me could see another day. 
That’s America to me. 


Not some twisted sense of liberty or freedom but the pure bliss of having the opportunity to 
live in a place filled with such a diverse people. 

To walk next to someone completely different next to you. 

With thoughts and feelings all their own. 


Yalvin doesn’t see any of that, 

despite being given life by two people from two vastly different countries, 

despite being the head of a group filled with people from all walks of life united under one 
flag he can only see his precious goal. His glorious High lord, and his beautiful Psychics. 


I’m done, Yalvin. 


I’m done playing your sick game and kneeling down before your almighty deity. 
| won't live on my knees. I'll live to protect the people you neglect and burn in your wake. 
You burn the very ground you walk on you vile devil and | will have no part in it any longer. 


| make for the door of the command deck, turning the knob to step out of this hellish 
nightmare. 


He calls back for me 
“You are willing to kill them right?” 
“Who?” 


| want to run, to hide from the answer | know is coming. 

“Anthony, and O, and Z, along with all the others who dared to oppose us. It’s funny after 
you broke him out and stopped the invasion, | put him in your unit because | hoped you 
two would get close, closer than you already were | mean. | wanted to ensure that he’d be 
on board with the High lord’s plan. | knew that if it came down to it he would choose you 
over everything else. Love prevails, after all. But he didn’t side with you now, did he? 

No, he chose the boy instead. Think on that, Spark. 

| made him love you, but you made him hate you.” 


| slammed the door shut. 

He was lying. Manipulating me again. 

That’s all it was. That’s all it was. That’s all it was. That’s all it was. 

| don’t know how | ended up in the Mindgun vault after that or why my breathing had 
gotten so heavy. There must have been something in my throat. 

| probably just had to drink something to get it out. 

| wasn’t supposed to be acting like this. 

| was a soldier damn it! 

“| wanted to ensure that he’d be on board with the High lord’s plan. | knew that if it came 
down to it he would choose you over everything else. 

Love prevails, after all.” 

Get out of my head, Yalvin 

“But he didn’t side with you now, did he? No, he chose the boy instead.” 


“You'll throw it all away, for what, for him? For 0?” 


| have my gun trained on Anthony, | can end it all if | just take the shot, but he’s too 
damn... 


HE’S IN THE WAY! 

HE’S IN THE FUCKING WAY! 

“When it all comes down to it, who will you choose? Them or the mission?” 

| CHOSE THE MISSION DIDN'T |? 

| CHOSE TO PROTECT MY COUNTRY! 

“You asked me to choose him. Him, or the mission. It’s him, Spark, it’s always him.” 
GODDAMN IT ANTHONY, I’M THE ONE WHO NEEDS YOU, NOT HIM! 

WHY CAN’T YOU KNOW THAT? 


WHY CAN’T YOU SEE THAT? 


Why can't you tell that “I love you. Dear god, | love him. What the hell is wrong with me?” 
“Think on that, Spark. | made him love you, but you made him hate you.” 

The wall leading to Ben is open. 

I’m kneeling down in front of the table his body has been sprawled out and mutilated and 
defiled upon. The blinding green light of the Mindguns overtakes the room. 


They stare at me as | cry but they can’t possibly know what the tears mean 


and neither can I. 


Recording 11 


(Rachel) “Alright I’m pretty sure | know what everything means. 
| can see and hear everything from here.” 


“That's not creepy at all.” Z shot back at me as she positioned her body camera on her 
scuba harness. | could view the full feed from each camera from the dozens of monitors in 
front of me and even if | tried not to there wasn’t a section of the control room that wouldn’t 
barrage me with some sort of logistic, statistic, analytic, and a thousand other tics that | 
can’t possibly begin to name. Instead, | focus on responding to the beautiful woman on the 
other side of the camera “What exactly do you find creepy about an all-seeing all-knowing 
presence watching over your every move?” 


“| for one feel rather comforted by it.” Colton chirped up 
| chuckled over the radio “Is your religious pride kicking in Colton?” 
“| just like knowing that no matter what may happen out there, God is with me on this day.” 


“Good for you Colton. It’s nice to believe in something. My main belief right now though is 
this mission’s success. You all remember the plan right?” 


Z exerted a long-winded explanation of the mission briefing we went over just a few hours 
ago in an odd yet loving reply to my question. 


(Anthony) Speaking of the mission briefing we agreed on deploying an infiltration team 
and a distraction team. Colton, Z, and | were the infiltration team that would sneak into 
London and make contact with the refugees right as the distraction team would launch 

an attack on the centralized British forces, drawing attention away from our extraction. 

As for actually entering London, our plan was to enter through the River Thames which 
had been frozen by the frigid weather. We could easily dive before we met the ice but 
getting out, especially unseen, would be another problem entirely. 

Our dive suits were heated by a small waterproof unit on our belts and a special spandex 
insulation that traps heat, now obviously being the smart kid we all know you are, you can 
probably infer that this unit could be used to melt through the ice or at least melt enough to 
make cracking through it more of a reasonable possibility. 


The thing is someone would have to give up their heating unit 
in order to break through the ice. 


(Rachel) Frozen water is cold, kid, insanely cold. It’s like a blizzard hugging you. 

It's impossible to tell how quickly Hypothermia will kick in. 

We debated for a while over who would sacrifice their heat unit but | don’t think we ever 
came to an agreement, and even if we did it wouldn’t have mattered. 


(Anthony) Mainly because well... 
(Rachel) A lot went wrong. 
(Anthony) As usual. 


(Rachel) Eh, it was a typical Tuesday for us. 
Once Z finished her joyous summary of the briefing | exclaimed 
“That's right. Let’s just hope everything goes according to plan now.” 


It wouldn’t 
“My only regret is that | couldn’t be there with you.” 


Z gave this absolutely adorable sigh in acknowledgment that made me want to swoon 
over in my chair “It really is a shame Rachel, how about | bring you back a souvenir, 
maybe one of the heads of our enemies, eh?” 


The stupid joke got a giggle out of me as | watched the boat approach the river over 
a digital map displayed on one of those thousands of monitors | told you about. 


(Anthony) Colton gave the call when we reached the dive point “Prepping for dive, 
maintain radio silence until we’re high and dry. Let’s go put some good out into the world. 


” 


Put some good out into the world... 
How ironic. 


(Rachel) Before | could give any more good luck wishes you all already had your oxygen 
tanks and masks strapped on and were in the process of submerging yourselves in that 
snowy sludge water. So from that point on all | could do was watch the chaos unfold. 


(Anthony) And unfold it did. 

We had an hour of oxygen and we planned to emerge somewhere along the Tower Bridge 
since it was closest to the park. It was a long and grueling swim but our equipment held up 
and we reached the Bridge without any issues. 


(Rachel) Well, the issues started at the bridge. 


(Anthony) We had noticed some British patrols on the ice but they were at their most 
intense around the Bridge, apparently, it was where they had set up their anti-air infantry, 
clearly, we didn’t have that information. So we would either have to wait for security to 
loosen or find somewhere else to crack the ice. Colton motioned us to wait for the British 
to pass. We kept to the left side of the river as we held out our patience. The soldiers were 
moving slowly and carrying light equipment in order not to fracture the ice. 

Even with those precautions | still spotted subtle ruptures in the frost beneath their feet. 


| looked ahead to see the patrol turning back after walking just a few feet forward. 
Taking a peek into their minds confirmed to me that they would continue to stay in the 
same position and move like snails. 

We wouldn’t have any other chance to crack the ice. 

| moved for my heat unit and held it up to the nearest fracture. 

Colton reached out to stop me but it was too late. A British soldier was standing right on 
top of me and was already feeling the heat rise up to his feet. 


His eyes meet the frozen lake he holds himself over, | can feel the fear overtake his mind 
as he screams out for help while moving for his rifle. | dive down away from the ice as 
bullets plow through the cold water. My head jerks around trying to find Z or Colton, but 
they’re long gone. | swim back up toward the ice to grab my heat unit, only to discover 
that it’s reached its peak temperature by burning my right hand against it. 

My dive glove scorches and sticks to my skin while the freezing water defiles my skin. 
The bullets still continue to break the ice through all of this. 


| slam my burning hand into the unit one last time. It goes up in a burst of flames as the 
ice cracks around me. | drag the British soldier firing at me into the water, before clinging 
to the fragments of ice to pull myself out of the chilling lake. | scramble onto the fracturing 
ice just in time to see the Bridge full of Anti-air infantry set their sights on me. 

My feet struggle to grasp onto the already frail ice as | run for shore. 

| don’t think about the lake breaking out from under me, 

| don’t think about the possibility of falling back into the frigid water, 

| don’t think about the guns or the Men aiming them, 

| don’t think at all. 

| just run. 

An anti-air round goes off behind me as | reach the halfway point of my run. 

The inferno blows me to my destination but burns me further. 

| rip off my dive mask and scuba gear while | get my bearings. 

My first instinct is to reach for my handgun but my hand only grasps air. 


It Must’ve fallen into the water when the blast hit me. 


The British are seconds away from me now and there’s no way in hell I'll make it if | run. 
| stick my fists up and stretch out my legs, prepping for a last stand. 


“A good death is its own reward.” 


Is this what | meant when | said that to Z? 
| awaited my fate while my flesh burned around the frigid snowfall. 


Questioning why | was so willing to die alone in this thing | would feel on my body that 
would never respond to me, 

never talk to me, 

never reach out and | would never do the same. 

| gazed outside of my own hell just long enough to see the bridge go up in flames. 


Something had destroyed the Anti-air. | seized the opportunity to escape into the city. 

It was easy enough, all the stationed troops were heading for the bridge so | could avoid 
them simply by sticking low to the ground and moving in the opposite direction. 

Once | found a building that was intact and not full of people ready to shoot me the instant 
| entered, | tossed myself into it. Welcoming its refuge just as a blade placed itself over 
my neck. 


“Anthony? Sorry, | thought you were one of them.” 
Z sheaths her sword before walking over to Colton who’s waiting by a window with his 
sniper. 


“They're all moving toward the bridge. 
| don’t know who blew it, but they’ve done us quite the favor.” 


(Rachel) “Maybe they're one of your guardian angels.” | joked over the radio. 


(Anthony) Colton was unamused “Perhaps.” He said while collapsing his sniper. 

| had remained silent since the morning. It was hard for me to talk for whatever reason. 
The force required to do it and the repercussions of saying something wrong seemed to 
bog me down like a thousand-pound anchor. | still had to speak though, as much as it 
pained me 

“All my equipment’s gone. I'll need to find...” 


“There’s a closet upstairs, go find something that fits.” Z said it mercilessly almost like | 
was nothing but a second thought to her. “Take this though.” 

She handed me her pistol, the only firearm she had bothered to bring. It wasn’t even hers. 
It was a plain mass-market standard caliber handgun, even though it was newly made the 
metal was already fed up with shining and the grip had been stressed to hell and back. 
Gripping it in my hand | couldn’t help but think of the Fang of the Ouroboros. 


The gun | had gifted to Spark. 

The same gun she had used in Vegas which Colton modified with a laser sight and a knife 
holster. The gun that had been engraved with the snake that devoured itself without ever 
knowing it. The gun that had been filled with love and care despite being a tool of death. 


| could still see her smile when | handed it to her. 


“You were reckless back there.” 


| looked up from the plain dull weapon to get a better view of Colton as he spoke. 

“| thought | taught you better than that.” 

He spoke with sheer malice. | wanted to collapse in on myself. 

“?’m sorry Colton, it won’t happen again.” 

“This isn’t just a random rescue Anthony, my family’s out there. Keep that in mind.” 

Before | could open my mouth again Colton focused back on the radio. 

“We'll move once Anthony’s ready, we have a long road ahead of us.” 

(Rachel) “Copy that. Try to keep warm out there.” 

Now, kid while we’re here you might be wondering exactly how Z and Colton got out of the 


lake and made it into that building. Luckily | watched the full thing from their body cameras 
and |... 


(Anthony) Something wrong? 
(Rachel) ...You know what, I'll skip it. It's not that important anyway. 


(Anthony) Alright. 

Once Colton began speaking with Rachel over the radio | went upstairs to that closet Z 
told me about. | rummaged through everything, unable to find something that fit when my 
mind suddenly heard something outside. It ran around in my head. 

Replaying like a feedback loop. 

| had never felt anything like it before. 


Something touching my mind. 


| scrambled over toward the bathroom to vomit as the chunks of food and saliva poured 
out of my mouth | sensed a darkness being held over me. 


*“t can take the pain away. That is... if you want me to?” 


| sprang around drawing my gun, but there was no one there. 

My brain was pounding. It still felt like | was on fire. “Hypothermia?” 

| ask myself aloud like I'll get an answer, but no, this is something else. 
Something different. 


My energy suddenly returns almost from nowhere as | hear the minds outside again. 
One of them is filled with that feedback, that incurable need to reach out, and the other... 


the other is familiar. 

| launch myself back downstairs. 
“We need to go.” 

| order the others emotionlessly. 
“What is it? The British?” 


Z says as | move for the door. | spot two figures moving out of the corner of my eye. 

| speed back to the exit at the rear of the building. Colton follows me, no doubt noticing 
the figures as well but not recognizing them, why would he recognize them? 

It isn’t long until Z joins us and | have the exit open. 


“What’s going on Anthony?” 


“We're going to the objective.” 
| say blankly as the cool air blasts my exposed skin. 
Something crunches the snow in the distance. 


“’m with you. | don’t want to stay here any longer than | need to.” 

Colton’s thoughts snatch his family and refuse to let go. 

My mind feels like it’s burning through everyone else’s, even more than usual. 
It takes all my effort not to collapse in the snow due to the pain, but | can’t. 
Not when | know who’s just across the street. 


We pick up our pace. Slamming our boots into the snow until we reach the end of the 
block and turn the corner. Just as the figures across the street do the same. 

| aim straight at them, they do the same. | recognized him when | heard his mind but it 
hadn’t felt real to me until | saw him face to face. 

Part of me wanted to pull the trigger before he saw how weak and frail | had become 
without him, he shouldn’t have seen me like this, | was supposed to be the strong one. 
| was supposed to take care of him. 

| was supposed to be better. 


As | gazed into his eyes which slowly put the puzzle together my thoughts somehow came 
back to the last thing Spark had said to me “You'll throw it all away, for what, for him? 


” 


For... 


“QO?” 


Recording 12 


(O) The High lord’s protection... 
| don’t think | had even heard of him when Bailey mentioned him to me and yet everything 
surrounding him feels so strange when | talk about it. So... foggy. 


Why can't | remember? 


The sound of gunfire in the distance shocked my senses. Bailey and | ran downstairs to 
meet with our now-sole protector, who was already halfway out the door when we arrived. 
“| couldn’t raise them on the radio.” He said in German 

“Somethings going on down by the bridge now, this may be our only chance.” 


We sprinted through the snow which felt eternal now. 

We halted when we reached the bridge. It was as heavily guarded as we expected but 
their attention was focused on the frozen water below, giving us the chance to cross the 
river uninterrupted, at least it would have if Bailey hadn’t gotten her foot caught in a lump 
of snow hiding anti-air ammunition. 

Within seconds of picking her up from the icy ground a swarm of bullets cut through the 
frigid air around us. “Get behind me!” 

Our German soldier was dedicated to his mission, tossing himself in front of us as he 
pounded the trigger on his rifle. Bailey and | sped across the bridge while the soldier 
stayed behind. 

| clocked my head back for a brief moment just in time to see the British rifles chomp him 
down, turning the ground from a holy white to a stained red before turning over to us. 
Bailey snatched me by the coat slamming me behind a snow mound as the sound of 
boots violating frost overtook my ears. 

| peered over the mound in dread. Anxiously awaiting demise. 


“?’m already awfully sick of you all!” 


Z? 

| didn’t expect to ever hear her voice again. Especially not here. 

She swung across the bridge with her now single grappling hook while another figure 
gripped onto her. They were both wearing dive suits, which explained why the British were 
firing at the river. Bailey poked her head over the mound right as the figure holding onto Z 
fired off a One-in-a-million shot striking an anti-air missile engulfing the bridge in hellfire. 


| dived my head back into the snow mound as the troops stationed around the bridge ran 
over to check on its remains. After the glistening white streets were empty | hopped out 
of the mound and began making my way down the block. 


*He died, back there. He died and we didn’t even know his name.* 


| put no thought into my response 


*We didn’t know the others either.* 
*Still it feels so... weird.* 


| sighed “You get used to it.” 
Gazing up at the sky | spotted Z swinging up to the closest building across the street. 


*Let’s rest here.* 

| thought while stepping through the first door | found. 

| once again put no thought into an action | would have once dwelled on for minutes. 
| hated it but it felt so oddly freeing, however, if | wasn’t acting on thought, what was | 
acting on? 


The building we entered was vacant. It looked like a former pop-up store that had gone up 
for lease just days before the war broke out. The only remnant of a soul ever occupying it 
was a small Tv in the back. | had nearly forgotten that Tv or any electronics other than a 
radio had even existed, which was ironic considering how | practically breathed coding just 
a few weeks ago, that and | still carried my laptop with me. 


My laptop! 

| ripped it out of my coat and placed it on the floor of the hall | was mindlessly wandering 
through. Bailey sat down next to me yet again. | just couldn’t seem to get rid of her. 

Just as | predicted my laptop battery had died out, but | was still able to do what | needed 
to off of what little reserve power | could get. 

“What? Who is this?” 


The faint voice spoke through the speaker in German. 


“This is O. The group escorting me and my friend were killed. 
We need support if we’re to make it to the park.” 


The voice took a second but soon replied 

“Copy that O. We actually picked up a radio burst an hour ago from one of our guys, they 
must have busted it though, all we got was static. I’m sorry to hear about the death of 
those men, but I’m glad you’re ok. My unit is holed up in the cathedral just a few 
kilometers away from the park, can you make it?” 

| sighed “How close is it to the bridge? We only just made it across.” 


The voice sighed as well “Three kilometers. You'll have to pass the trenches.” 


Trenches. 
How could they have been dug out that fast? 


Even though the British had the home-field advantage, 
they still violated their own earth to gain the upper hand. 


“That's fine.” 
| squeezed out, desperate for some semblance of hope. 


“Alright then. We'll be waiting for you.” 

| folded down the laptop screen one last time as Bailey intruded on my mind once more 
*When you spoke to him | could hear you translating the words in your mind. 

You called me Freundin, | know that means Friend. Is that what we are, O? 

Friends?* 


Memories ran through my head like speeding trains. 

| recalled when she contacted me to help expose Yalvin. 

It was like some warped game | was forced to play. 
Uncovering the truth in such a contrived way. 

Was there even such a thing as truth anymore? 

Could | call someone who manipulated me like that a friend? 
Now that we were face to face, she clung to me. 

Why? 


| was reminded of Anthony again. 

How he clung to me and refused to let go even when | objected. 

Bailey and him were so alike. 

Almost as if they were... 

*Wait a minute.* 

*What is it?* 

| could feel something else in my head now, something reaching out for me. 

*| hear it O let me...* 

| knew what, who it was instantly. 

“Bailey no!” 

It was too late. 

Even disconnected from it all | could tell from the air alone that the mental clash was a 
ferociously vile one. 

Bailey was thrown forward by gravity; her arms caught the ground before the vomit came 


spewing out of her mouth. | stood up stumbling back, now knowing the dark truth. 


“| know what you are. | Know who you are. You lied to me. You aren’t some test subject. 


You don’t have parents. You weren't even born. You were just made. You aren’t Bailey 
Tech you're him. You’re a reflection of him. Why won’t you just leave me alone Anthony?!” 


*I’m not Anthony, O. I’m worse. I’m a clone of his Mother, an exact copy.* 

| burst out the door before her thought could finish defiling my brain. 

| just wanted to be alone. | just wanted to be myself. 

| wanted to run far far away and not be a part of this new sick twisted game. 

She lied to me. 

She was all | had left and she lied to me. 

| couldn’t take it anymore. 

| wanted my real family back. 

| wanted Z and Mom, and Dad, and to be locked in again at that snowed-in airport 

and for my only thoughts to be about what video game | would play next. 

Bailey, or Psych, or whoever the hell was behind that manufactured paper white skin 
chased after me. | was tempted to pull my gun on her, but | knew it wouldn’t do anything. 
It wouldn’t have mattered. 

Nothing matters. 

“Go away, Bailey! Please just leave me alone!” 

*Where else am | supposed to go? No one else here knows me! I’m as alone as you are.* 


“Go home to Yalvin, you’re just another one of his cronies aren’t you!” 


The street across from us echoed with the sound of marching boots, 
| just couldn’t seem to get a moment's rest. 


| lowered my voice and pulled out my gun. 
*| was working for Yalvin, but my duty is to the High lord.* 
“Then go find him.” 


| whispered trying to get rid of her. 
| refused to speak directly into her mind again. | wouldn’t play any more games. 


*O, please...* 
No. 
No more Bailey. 


It's over. 


Turning the corner was my only option. 

My finger gripped the trigger as | spun to the other side. 

| was ready to fire. | needed to shoot something, anything. 
Just to be rid of this anger that built up inside my heart. 


So when my eyes met Anthony’s and he spoke my name 
in the most oblivious way possible, 


like the past week didn’t even happen. 


Pulling that trigger was the best feeling in the world. 


Recording 13 
(Anthony) The bullet bounced right off of my chest without leaving a mark, 
at least not one the ash didn’t already cover, | didn’t even acknowledge it, how could |? 


| was too busy looking at O. 


(O) | holstered the gun, cursing my own decision. In my fever to hurt him | had forgotten 
the impossibility of doing it physically. 


(Anthony) | was struggling to find the words to speak to you after... well after everything. 


(O) Luckily | knew exactly what to say “What the hell do you all think you’re doing here?” 
Z stepped forward “We're here to...” 


(Anthony) “I’m here for you.” 


(O) | refused to acknowledge Anthony pointing my focus toward Z instead 
“You still want to kill me?” 


“No.” She gulped “We actually came here to rescue a camp of refugees.” 

“Cessold Park?” She stared at me with a look of confusion. “How'd you?” 

“I’m heading there too.” 

(Anthony) “We can help each other then.” 

(O) Anthony intruded into the conversation like a roar of thunder on a summer day. 

| had to restrain myself from screaming at him. 

That’s when Colton joined in, shooting down Anthony’s proposal 

“Let the boy be the master of his own destiny, Anthony. Do you want our help, amigo?” 
| had never met Colton before but | liked him already. 

“No. I’m actually working with the Germans, | was just on my way to meet them ata 
church not far from here. I’m doing good.” 

(Anthony) Doing good. All on your own? | couldn’t believe it. | still can’t. 

(O) Well, it was true. | had spent the past week taking care of myself and Bailey just fine. 
It became even easier when | met the Germans, and explained everything, 

well almost everything, to them. 


(Anthony) All by yourself. Working alongside people you had never even met before. 


That seems impossible. 


(O) Impossible for me? 
Or for you? 


(Anthony) While the conversation dragged on my eyes finally caught the girl standing next 
to O. Her skin was a blinding inhuman white sheltered by a suit jacket not too dissimilar to 
the one | would typically wear with my tuxedos. Under the jacket, she wore a plain white 
shirt that practically looked dark compared to her skin and a pair of black sweatpants that 
were being kept in place by a loose-fitting belt. The thing that really caught my eye though 
were the welder’s goggles she was wearing to cover her eyes, along with her lengthy 
black hair. Looking at her was like gazing through dark fragmented glass. 


“And who are you exactly?” 
| made sure to address her directly so that she couldn’t avoid me like everyone else 
seemed to be doing. 


(O) Which is ironic, considering that Bailey was deaf. | would have spoken for her if not for 
the sudden return of the British soldiers. The sound of their bullets ringing through the air 
sounded like nothing but wind chimes to me now, and yet | still felt the danger. 

Z hopped out in front of the gunfire, blocking the bullets with her sword, giving us the 
chance to escape. | followed Colton across a large graveyard of rubble as Bailey finally 
chose to split off from me. 


(Anthony) Even though | was curious about Bailey | kept my sights fixed on you. 
You were the entire reason | had come along in the first place O | needed to be with you. 


(O) No, you didn’t, you just needed someone to be with. It didn't matter if it was me or not. 
(Anthony) Let’s just do this, we don't need to talk about anything else right now. 
(O) You’re the one who brought it u... 


(Anthony) | slugged myself through the rubble like a rocket. 

It wasn’t long till both Z and Bailey caught up with us. 

We all ducked into distinct areas of cover while the bullets still poured on. 

Colton, and O both returned fire. 

Even though | was still holding a gun, shooting it wasn’t my main concern. 

| wanted to talk to O, but he was on the opposite side of the rubble, just a few feet away, 
which felt like a whole ocean. | turned to Bailey instead. | wanted to get answers for what 
had pierced my mind. | knew she had something to do with it. 

| could feel it around her, sense it. 

She was like me and yet she wasn't. | needed an explanation. 

| attempted to get one. 

*Who are you?* 


*You should ask me if | know where | am first, Anthony.* 


*YOU’RE PSYCHIC!?* 

She sunk in on herself, crushing her back against a chunk of cement while bullets plowed 
through it. *You’re one of Yalvin’s Mindguns aren’t you?* 

| got no response. 

*How do you know who | am?* 

Again nothing. 

*What’s your name?* 

She wasn’t giving me shit. | was ready to punch her and run off. 

| was so sick of being ignored like this, no one wanted me, at least when | was an 
Assassin | knew | was needed, even when Yalvin manipulated me it meant that someone 
knew that | could be useful. 

| was nothing now | was invisible | was... 

*Bailey. My name is Bailey Tech. | don’t know why you care.* 

Finally, somebody answers me! 

Bailey Tech, it was the worst name | had ever heard. 

| wanted to spit it out the second | thought of it, | had no time to though, 

| only had time to run. 

(O) A grenade rolled into our cover of rubble. | dodged over to the side with Colton and Z 
which was lucky enough to place us far enough away from the British trenches to simply 
run across the street and away from the line of fire. 

(Anthony) | yelled at you before the grenade blew 

“O! Come back! COME BACK TO ME!” 

And you screamed back, didn’t you? 

(O)... 

| whispered. 

“| never want to see your face ever again.” 

Footsteps* 


Door open’ 


ADoor slam‘ 


(Anthony) The grenade erupted in a blast of fire and smoke, sending me rolling into the 
aim of the trenches along with Bailey. 

| couldn’t even see her when | opened my eyes again. 

The bullets started pouring on me as frequently as the snow. 

My left arm reached forward desperately trying to grip the chunks of snow in front of me. 
| dug my fingers down to the mud below and started pulling. 

My legs refused to move so | was forced to rely on my arms and the empty hands at the 
end of them. | went slowly, one arm in front of the other through the snow with rifle fire 
beating on my back. 


| would feel it on my body but it would never respond to me, never talk to me, 
never reach out and | would never do the same. 


He abandoned me. 

He didn’t want anything to do with me. 

| don’t understand. 

| did everything | could to protect him, to be nice to him. 
Why had | even tried? 

It was stupid to think anyone even cared about me. 

I’m just so stupid. 

There’s no way out. 

| can’t make any of it go away as much as | want it to. 


The pain just keeps piling on and I’m just forced to put one arm in front of the other 
again and again and again through this endless barrage of bullets and snow. 


*Help me...* 

| want to scream it but | can only speak with my mind. 

It's like I’m trapped inside of it. 

*Please, why won't anyone help me?* 

It hurts to move now, I’ve never felt more pain in my whole life. 


My fingers dig into snow and mud again before being violated by stinging lead. 


*Is anyone there?* 

| can’t move anymore. 

*Please, just... Just kill me already.” 

| can’t feel anything anymore. 

*There’s nothing here for me. I’m just a monster... pretending to be human...* 


As my eyes are taken over by an all-encompassing white | feel a surge of dark tug 
at me again. 


It beckons me. 

It calls me. 

It needs me. 

Its gentle arms consume me in a warm embrace, 

| can’t remember the last time anyone ever made me feel like this. 
It reaches inside of my mind again but this time it feels different. 

It wants me to share myself with it, all of myself. 

What is this feeling? 


Is this love? 


A warm hand grasps my cheek before letting go and speaking in 
a voice that fills me with power 


*i will help you Anthony Assassin, and you will help me.* 


Recording 14 
(Spark) Where’s Anthony? 
(O) That’s what we wanted to talk about. 


(Ben) Have you noticed anything... weird going on with Anthony when you’ve spoken to 
him? 


(Rachel) More than usual, he means. 

(Spark) Why? 

(Ben) I’ve listened to all of the recordings we’ve done today and even the ones from the 
past two days, and I’ve begun to notice things that seem... well strange for lack of a better 


term. 


(Spark) Is this about you all forgetting some of the details, 
cause we already talked about that. 


(Rachel) That’s the thing Spark, | was recording with Anthony just a little while ago and 

| remembered exactly what happened but when | went to say it, it was like the words were 
being blocked. Like someone deleted a sentence right in front of me. 

(O) It’s happened to me too. In my first recording on this tape, | was going to talk about 
the plan to rescue the refugees and right when | was going to say if it worked or not, 

the words vanished before | could speak them. 


(Spark) But what does that have to do with Anthony? 


(O) Every time I’m around him | feel awful. He’s defensive at best and possessive at worst. 
Sometimes | think | can sense him scrapping at the edges of my brain. 


(Rachel) It’s like he’s guiding us along a set path. He wants all of this to be about him. 
(Spark) Isn't it? 

(Ben) ... 

(O) ... 

(Rachel) ... 


(Spark) None of us would be here without him. | definitely wouldn’t be. 


Look | can understand why all of you are suspicious of him, hell | am too, but | don’t think 
we should shift all of the blame to a single person right? 


Right? 


(Ben) Spark, we all know how you feel about Anthony but we need to see the big picture 
here. 


(Spark) Look, Anthony’s far from being a good person but he isn’t a bad one either. 
Why would he even do something like this? What reason would he have? 


(O) The kid? 

(Rachel) Kid? Who even is this kid we’re recording for anyway? 
(Spark) Well, it's... It's a good question... 

(Ben) Does anyone know where we are? 


(O) | can’t remember. There’s a door and I’ve walked out of it but | feel like I’ve never seen 
the other side. 


(Rachel) We've left plenty of times though, right? 
(Ben) Left to go where exactly? What’s out there? 
(Spark) There’s only one way to find out. 

(O) NO! What if that’s what he wants? 

(Spark) What? 


(O) We have no idea what will happen if we open that door. What if Anthony comes 
through or this whole thing suddenly ends and we're all forced to walk out? 


(Ben) He’s right. Under no circumstances should we open that door. 
(Spark) What can we do then? Just sit here? 


(Rachel) We can keep thinking. Keep recording. Can anyone remember how we got here? 
What was the last thing we were doing before we agreed to do this? 


(Spark) | can’t remember. 


(O) Me either. 


(Ben) Neither can |, everything is so blurry, it’s like someone cracked my head open. 
(Rachel) Damn it, we’re running in circles. 

(Spark) Like a snake, eating itself. 

(O) Ben, you said earlier that you felt like you might have known someone named Bailey. 
Is it possible that you were talking about the Bailey we knew and something just blocked 
you out? 

(Ben) | have no idea O, we can’t even trust our own minds here. 

(Spark) Our own minds... 


| KNOW WHERE WE ARE BUT YOU ALL HAVE TO LISTEN TO ME BEFORE... 


Door opens“ 


Recording 14.5 


(Benevolent) “You're quite the intelligent one aren't you Subject Benevolent? 
Yes, [can tell you already have it all figured sut.” While the High lord drones on 
my arms remain focused on the weights and the puzzle in front of me. | fasten my hands 
tighter against the eight hundred metric tons that I’m keeping up with only my two arms as 
my eyes work on the digital jigsaw puzzle in front of me. The eye-tracking technology I’m 
using to solve the puzzle won't be invented by any other species for the next eleven 
thousand years, and even then it will never be as advanced as our programs. 


Once | set the last piece of the puzzle in with my eyes | slam the weights down and turn to 
the High lord for my evaluation “Exeeltient problem-solving and logic skills, 
superb eyesight and ccordinaticn, ns signs of strain on artificial skin or 
muscles, no damage to metal endoskeleton. i'm tempted to say this was your 
best-scoring test yet, Subject Benevcient.” 


| bow in his majesty, grateful for the praise “Thank you, High lord, it is my joy to be your 
brush that will paint over the stained canvas of this reality.” 


He doesn’t smile, he never does, emotions mean nothing to him, they are but mere 
obstacles that fail to block his glorious purpose, but | can tell that he’s pleased by my 
display. 


*“Eollow me Subject Benevolent, i believe itis time to assign you, 
your cecupation.” 


“Occupation? High lord, | serve you to bow before anyone else would be blasphemy.” 
| say it as if it were true when what | really am is terribly, dreadfully scared. I’m terrified of 
leaving his side, I’ve been by it for so long that I’ve forgotten any other being existed. 


“Subject Benevoient, what did i say about emotion?” 
“Of course, my deepest apologies, High lord. | will follow your orders without question.” 


“Be grateful your test results were adequate, otherwise i would have your 
fiesh melted and replaced again. Now follow me." 


| shift through the air of our beautiful planet, following the High lord’s cloaked body through 
the halls of my home and his laboratory, crammed to the brim with genetic experiments. 
Green tubes filled with the bones and flesh of those deemed unworthy of the gift of serving 
us fill every room except mine which has become a refuge of books and puzzles. 

It has been my purpose to mold myself into a perfect creature of strength and knowledge 
since my creation, what other manner of existence could there possibly be for me? 


The exit of the laboratory opens way to a bright light that assaults my skin with heat. 
My eyes squint attempting to catch a glimpse of the horizon without being harmed. 
“Is that... a sun?” 


*itis. You should know that Subject Benevolent, there is no need for 
juvenile...” 

An unfamiliar sensation appears in my throat while my flesh makes an unrecognized 
upwards shape around my mouth. My eyes produce drops of water which land against the 


glass holding them before | mutter out “It’s beautiful. It’s the greatest thing I’ve ever seen.” 


The High lord seems at a loss for words while he stares at me, but he finds them soon 
enough “ees moving, Subject Benevolent. Our destination is not too far.” 


| hover through clean air, following the High lord through it all with that odd upward shape 
on my flesh. “This thing my skin is doing, is it a smile?” 


“Yes, and it will do you well to wash it off." 

“Why? It feels good, | like doing it. | want to smile forever.” 

“it displays your thoughts outside of your mind, it weakens you.” 
“| feel rather strengthened by it.” 

“That's how it tricks you.” 


| force my skin back into its natural pure shape as we reach another door, one that doesn’t 
look like a door at all. 


“This is a Neurs shield, itkeeps thoughts contained from these whe wish ts 
pryin.on us, once you pass through it your thoughts will be exposed to the 
Psychics i told you about. We're only here for one of them though, Psychic 
Six, she’s befriended a neuron storage container whe gained sentience nst 


tec long ages.” 

“What do you want me to do with them?” 

He lays his left hand upon my right shoulder before he speaks 

*“tneed for you to guard Psychic Six with your life, and I need you to give 
these ts her.” 


He reaches into his cloak and pulls out a pair of glasses with blue frames 
“What are these?” 


*“Yihen i created the Xrytail i had to... paint over the canvas as you put it. 
The process stripped me of my abilities. i'll need a proper channel if iam to 
doit again.” 


“So these glasses are some sort of amplifier?” 
“They are the palette which will house the colors i need to create my work.” 
“Fond of paint metaphors today, huh?” 


The comment doesn’t faze him, so | figure can ask one last question 
“Why do you want me to give these to that specific Psychic in there?” 


Only his cloak moves as he steps away “She’s the stain i couldn't wash over, 
ttaught you to hide your weaknesses, didn't i?” 


He’s gone before | can respond. 

He seems to vanish into thin air every time | turn my back. 

Almost as if he’s imaginary. | cross through the Neuro shield into a room filled with 
Psychics, each one quickly focuses in on me until turning away with the same speed. 
They are each hunkered into small cubical desks working on projects | know I'll never see, 
once the Transports and Currents were created and given ships and weaponry there was 
little need for any more innovation. Our military was the last thing we ever built. 

| continue to hover until | reach the end of the room. 

The High lord told me that my thoughts would be read, but | didn’t feel any different. 

| just felt alone without him. 


“You really shouldn’t think of him like that. He’s not a god you know. At least not anymore.” 
| spin over to spot a Psychic who looks rather odd compared to the others, just like them 
her skin is a pure white and her hair a pure black, but it’s been trimmed. 

She wears the same purple jumpsuit as the others, but a scarf rests above it. 

| can already tell she’s as abhorrent as the High lord made her out to be. 

“He could kill you for speaking of him that way.” 

“That implies that he hasn’t already tried.” 

Her voice was passive, she seemed more invested in studying me than speaking to me. 
“What’s your name?” 


“Name?” | almost wanted to laugh at the question. 


“Names are for the weak. We're only Psychics, Transports, and Currents.” 


“What are you then?” 

She leans up against the wall like she’s enjoying herself, | can tell she’s taking all of this in 
with great emotion even if she can’t show it. It’s disgusting. | decide to show a little 
emotion of my own, just to show her how truly vile such expression is 

“lam the High lord’s greatest genetic experiment. | was created to enact his will to the 
exact brilliantly written letter. | am the protector of both him and the blessed Krytall. 

| live to serve.” 

“So you're his pet?” 

She said it as flat as her previous sentences. 

| struggled to keep the same tone when | spoke and was often scolded for it, yet she 
seemed to only have one way of speaking, that still bubbled with passion and strain. 
Talking pained her, but she still wanted to do it. 

| kept my eyes locked on hers, while they wandered about my body and the room without 
a care in the world. | finally scoffed at her previous comment though it was long 
long-delayed “I am greater than some mere animal.” 

“Sure you are.” 

| have had more than enough of this woman. Ready to be done with her | presented the 
glasses the High lord gave to me “Well regardless of your feelings about the High lord, 
he still wanted me to give you these.” 

She became gravely silent at the sight of them. 

“Take them. | did what | was told, now you need to.” 

“| already did everything | was told. | did it a lifetime ago, but he still died.” 

“Who?” 


She snatched the glasses from my hands and placed them on her face before taking out 
a small box, a neuron storage container that gazed at me with a singular blinking red eye. 


“This is Mr.Night, he’s small now but we’re already working together to build him a body, 
if we’re lucky he’ll be speaking soon.” 


“He?” | gasped in disbelief. “He is a machine, not a man.” 
“| could say the same about you.” 


| was taken aback by a feeling of what | can only call shock. 


“Don't be so surprised. I’m a Psychic, remember?” 

| slumped down in my own skin, finally giving in as she spoke again 

“| can read minds, but | can only know names if they’re told to me.” 

| sighed “I’m...” Who was |? “The High lord, calls me Subject Benevolent.” 
“Well, that’s no name at all.” 

| twitched in frustration “What else should | be called?” 


“Whatever you want. You can pick your name. Unless you want to be known as 
someone's subject for the rest of your life.” 


Pick my name? What sort of Psychic was this? 

She was clearly defective and quite possibly insane. | thought about flying back out and 
alerting the High lord, but he already knew, didn’t he? He warned me. 

“Fine. I’m not a subject if it makes you stop pestering me, but I’m still Benevolent.” 

“Fair enough.” 

She seemed pleased with my response but she wasn’t done, she put Mr.Night back in a 
jumpsuit storage pocket before sticking her right hand flatly out like she was going to grab 


something or strike me. 


“This is a handshake. It’s a common introduction on most planets for species who have 
hands to shake them when meeting someone.” 


| stuck out my left, flatly mirroring her right, and shook it in the air. 
She was not satisfied with this. 


“Heh, no you do it like this.” 

She clasped my left hand with her right and shook her arm up and down, 
moving mine as well. 

Why don’t they call it an armshake, then? 


“It's nice to meet you, Benevolent, my name is Bailey. 


Bailey Tech” 


Recording 15 

(Anthony) | didn’t know what happened to me, but | would find out soon enough. 

My eyes flickered open to view a white tile floor and a mattress. 

A hospital. 

Was | back at Exo already? 

Was it all just one bad dream? 

| felt a smile stretch across my face and hit the pillow it rested on. 

| could lay in its softness forever, but | was restless. 

| stretched out my legs, the blood plumped cleanly through them and they didn’t burn or 
freeze. 

Everything was intact. 

Everything was good. 

| moved to stretch my arms now, the blood rushed cleanly once again, 

but my left arm caught on something. | turned my head over to view the obstruction. 

A tight metal ring was clamped against my wrist. 

My eyes followed the ring upward to a chain latched to the bed rail. 

| was handcuffed. 

Breaking out will be easy enough. 

| sit upright, flexing the cuff until it stresses when | suddenly caught the familiar sound of a 


gun being cocked. 


| finally looked upward scanning the room which was infested with over three dozen 
American soldiers in heavy body armor, with their rifles all pointed at me. 


“Agent Assassin. You were the last person | expected to see today.” 

Yalvin. 

“Although | suppose some congratulations are in order.” 

What would he possibly have to congratulate me for? 

| prepare to tug at the cuff again but something intrudes upon my mind halting the action. 
My eyes launch past the swarms of soldiers to catch a glimpse of the observation window, 


and the dark figure leaning against it. 


They're just listening, looking at me would pain them too much. 


(Spark) | can feel the glass rumble against my back as my Father speaks again 
“Without you none of what is about to transpire would be possible. Everything that 
happens next is all because of you and that magnificent little DNA of yours.” 


(Anthony) More things | could be blamed for, fantastic. 


“That Woman you meant back there is just the beginning. This war will be over in a matter 
of hours now. A shame you'll be forced to watch it from the worst seat in the house, but it 
was your own actions that brought you here.” 


| kept my tongue held as he walked away. “I’ll be going now, there is work to be done.” 
That was the last time | saw Yalvin. The master manipulator was gone, dumping me 
back in the box with the rest of the chess pieces. 


(Spark) He exited the medical room, taking four soldiers with him, he stopped beside me 
to deliver one last message “I’m going to oversee the operation in the park, keep Anthony 
under watch until | get back.” | gave a simple nod before he continued down the hall. 


| waited for him to be fully out of view before looking through the glass. 
It was clean enough but still felt stained and tarnished. 

Which may have just been because of the man behind it. 

He barely moved in that bed, he just sat there like a statue, 

he wasn’t even trying to look at me. 


“You're all dismissed. He’s not going to do anything.” 


The soldiers lowered their guns and filed out of the room, Anthony stayed still until they 
were all gone before finally lifting his head up toward me, we immediately locked eyes and 
| couldn’t help but stare. His eyes looked so painful, so empty like he was missing a part 
of his soul, his innocence seemed like it was taken away too soon, hell it seemed like he 
never even had any. 

| could feel his eyes staring back into me like a Judge scanning the defendant to 
determine their verdict, but | had already decided on a verdict of my own. 


I spun around slowly, ready to walk away and leave him behind forever, but then | 
remembered everything. Everything. 


My right arm became fueled by an incurable unsustainable fever. 

My veins pumped with pounding white hot blood that clenched my fist into a hard 
unbreakable weapon of fury. The only thing | wanted to do was let out these devastating 
emotions that had broken me apart for over a year now. | spun back toward the glass in 
the blink of an eye, my feet were nearly taken off the ground by how strongly my fist was 
leading the rest of my body.My fingers finally reached the glass, slamming into it with all 
the might of my arm and my body | was still able to only barely crack it. The crack ran 
through the entire window, turning it into something resembling a spider web. 

Anthony remained unfazed through it all. 


Regaining my composure, | coughed out under strain 
“| can’t tell if this is poetic or Ironic...” 


His head flexed back down. 


“Meeting again separated by glass like this.” Even my explanation didn’t shake him. 

| wearily entered the room trying desperately to remain calm. 

Why was | doing this to myself? 

Why did | care? “Mind if | sit?” | said while seating myself on the bedside next to him. 

| was begging for consent but | was already going through with it, 

instincts are funny like that.“You aren’t wearing your glasses. Did you lose them?” 

He stayed silent, my fist clenched again. 

“How have you been doing?” 

His thumb flinched, not his hand, not his head, not his leg, but his thumb. 

His lips were locked, he wasn’t even thinking about speaking. “How’s O doing?” 

He was so desperate to run after him, he must have had something to say, but he didn't. 
He just sat there. 

My fists clenched again. “Nothing to say?” 

He gave the expected reaction, | sighed one last time before grabbing him by the 
shoulders and slamming him down on the bed | sat up on top of him my fists pounding 
back and forth across his head and chest while | screamed at him “DAMN IT ANTHONY 
OPEN YOUR MOUTH! TALK TO ME! DEFEND YOURSELF! DO SOMETHING TO ME! 
ANYTHING! YOU’RE JUST SITTING THERE LIKE A STONE! WHAT IS YOUR BLOODY 
PROBLEM!? YOU’RE THE ONE WHO LEFT ME YOU SHOULD AT LEAST HAVE 
SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT IT!” 


| let up after | felt my left index finger snap. | gave in. | let myself lay on him since 

| couldn’t think of anywhere else to go. | was exhausted from putting up with him and 
everyone else around me, | just wanted to bury myself in something. 

“You kept the fang.” 

So he finally spoke. 

His eyes fixated on the gun holster on my hip, where | housed the knife and gun that he 
had given to me. It’s cold metal marked by the snake that infinitely devoured itself. 

| flexed myself against his body, pushing him down further while | pushed myself back up 
to the bedside “Of course | kept it. You gave it to me.” 

“That’s a horrible reason to keep something.” 

“Not for me it isn’t.” 


| stood up and began to walk back to the door 


“Do you hate me Spark?” 


The question caught me at the door handle, | didn’t even bother facing him as | spoke. 
“| know what this is now. It’s not poetic or ironic, it’s pathetic. Just like you.” 

After saying it | stepped through the door as if nothing had ever happened. 

“So that’s the big scary Assassin? | almost feel sorry for him.” 


Flynn had been waiting outside, he clenched a suitcase in his hands along with his phone 
which he was scrolling through. “Don’t.” | scoffed, standing next to the doorway where 
Anthony couldn’t see or hear us. Flynn shrugged, “I said almost.” 


| looked back into the room one last time. Anthony had moved at last but he simply turned 
over into a ball at the furthest left side of the bed, closest to the pillows. Was | too rough 
on him? 

No. | wasn’t rough enough. | didn’t have the strength to break through to him. 

| only had the strength to break him further. | could feel it inside my soul, something inside 
Anthony was breaking, something that could give at any moment. 


“lll watch him if you need to leave.” Flynn was eager to volunteer, what was he playing at? 


“We still need to talk about you working with the Germans. Not that I’m against you but 
it's only a matter of time until someone other than me figures out that there’s a spy on 
the ship.” 


Flynn set his phone against the briefcase chuckling “I thought you were all spies? 

Most of you anyway. Agents and Assassins, Spark all | see around me are Agents and 
Assassins. You know what the only difference is? Assassins know what they’re doing and 
why, they even choose to do it, Agents just follow orders for some man or cause, never 
for themselves. That’s what | think life is: you either deny the fact that you’re evil and go 
on serving what you think is righteous or you accept that you’re a cruel hollow thing in a 
cruel hollow world that was only made to die and to give death. I’m not a spy, Spark. 

I’m an Assassin, and | am free because of it.” 


The foreboding monologue sounded less like someone dishing out their own philosophy 
and more like a threat. | hadn’t thought of Flynn as anyone other than some kid pilot who 
was in the wrong place at the wrong time but there was something malicious in his voice 
now, something that was as ready to crack open as Anthony. 

| narrowed my eyes in on him now, trying to decipher what he could possibly want with 
Anthony. 


“Are you free Spark, or are you still lying to yourself?” 


| looked back in on Anthony again, who was still cradled to the pillow. 


“| can believe in something and still have freedom.” 
“Ha, you don’t even know who you are, do you? You're still just a tool.” 


“| pity you, Flynn, seeing the world as black and white, pawns and kings. 
You deny living for a belief but you seem to be entirely built around one. 
It's sad really.” 


“Is it? Maybe I’m just able to see things you aren't.” 


“That’s what humanity is: none of us are the same. 
Categorizing people is like trying to name grains of sand.” 


Flynn was angry with me. His hand was tapping against his suitcase like a drum now. 
“Sand is still sand Spark, and only the water can change it. You’ve been changed for the 
better but he’s been changed for the worst. You showed Anthony a world where he could 
be happy, where he could be loved and accepted but when you did that you also gave him 
something he could actually lose, look at him he’s not fighting for himself anymore he’s 
fighting in spite of himself. It's so obvious that a blind man could see it, watch the way he 
lays still on that bed expecting warmth to just come to him on its own. He doesn’t want to 
lose anymore, and winning would just mean the possibility of losing everything again, 

it's an endless cycle. An ouroboros. 

Two steps forward one step back. 

| really can’t blame him for lying still and silent like that. 

Somedays | wish | could do the same.” 


His diagnosis chilled me. Was this really what Anthony was feeling? 

Should | even consider the thoughts of someone | barely knew when they concerned 
someone | felt so close to and yet so far away from? | could have kept my mouth shut, 
why did | even try talking to Anthony when | knew any feelings he had for me were long 
gone and the feelings | had for him continued to burn brighter with each day? 

Why should | care about someone who had no interest in me? 

Unless he did and was just hiding it. | wanted to know everything that Anthony was feeling 
but he wouldn’t share anything with me. 

Maybe that’s why | thought Flynn was right. 

About Anthony at least. 

| had to think things over but | didn’t want to stray too far from the room. 

| couldn’t let anyone out of my sight again. | needed control, 

but | needed peace of mind far more. 


“Fine, watch him for me. I’m going...” Where was | going? “I'll check his equipment, we 
pulled that broken radio off him, maybe we can get something from it.” 


Flynn gave a sly smile that drew back on the tone of the kid pilot | had met back In 
Le Havre and | gave a feigned smile back as if the previous few minutes had meant 
nothing. “Sounds good. I'd like to talk to Anthony about a few things anyway.” 


He drummed on his suitcase again as | walked away. 
The beat was familiar, one two three, 
one two three, one two three, one two... 


Recording 16 
(Rachel) “Three.” 
“Three?” 


“Yeah, it’s just the three of them now, Z, Colton, and O.” 
Calvin did his best to sit up in his hospital bed after | said it. 


“What happened to Anthony?” 

| could feel his voice shaking with strain as he spoke. 

The words were heavy on him. The cancer was claiming his body now, 
it would only be a matter of time before it overtook him. 

| had watched people die before but never this slowly, never this ready. 


It's actually kinda funny. 
Ben and | had once considered Calvin something of an enemy, and now here | was 
standing by his bedside, worried for him. 


| told Calvin what | had watched through the body cameras, 

how Anthony chased after O and fell into the fire of the trenches with Bailey, giving the 
others time to retreat. “They’re heading to some church to meet up with a group of 
German soldiers that will help them reach the park. Apparently, O and his friend were 
already on their way over there, something about an EMP they’re going to use against 
Yalvin.” 


“ACough’ Think It'll work?” 


| sighed at the question 

“Hopefully. Should we go after Anthony?” Calvin seemed to laugh at me 

“No, the boy can take care of himself *cough’ He made that very clear.” It was obvious 
that the only person he was trying to convince with that sentence was himself. 

Both of his hands gripped Anthony’s glasses, he held them like a little kid clinging to 

a stuffed animal. “Did something happen between you two? You and Anthony | mean. 
You just seem distant from each other, well more than usual.” 


Calvin scoffed “What hasn’t happened between us? We were never close, Rachel. 

It's my fault mainly, after | lost his Mother | couldn’t stand the sight of him, or anyone else 
for that matter. Colton took care of everything.” 

| gave the best faux smile | could “You two should still talk, you’re family after all.” 


“We did talk... right before he left.” 


“And?” 


“And he hates me, Rachel. He hates me and he has every damn right to. 
Do you know what he asked me a year ago back at my camp in Vegas? 
He asked me why he was born. 

He asked it like he needed someone to blame for his very existence. 

Like he wanted me to say that | was wrong to ever think bringing his life into this world 
was a good idea. He thought | knew what he would become. 

| told him what he wanted to hear. | lied to him. 

My own son hates me because | allowed him to exist. Some Father | am.” 
Damn you Anthony. Damn you for making this man doubt love. 

| don’t know why | ever trusted you. 

Everything you touch turns to ash. 


(Anthony) | couldn’t agree more, but you can’t hear me, can you? 

(Rachel) The door of the medical bay opened once Calvin finished speaking. 

An Exo soldier walked through with a tablet in their hands that basically just showed 
everything that was on the monitors upstairs “Ma’am, we have a situation.” 


| lifted my eyes off Calvin and to the door 


“What sort of situation?” 


Recording 17 


(O) “She’s just been standing alone in the snow, for the past few minutes.” 

Z was on the radio with Rachel, obviously. | couldn’t hear her on the other end because 
they were using earbuds, but | sensed something between them. 

Z bursted with life whenever she spoke to her. 

I’m not sure | had ever seen someone more happy to speak to someone else 

“You can see her on the camera right? | have no idea how she got out of the trenches 
but there she is.” As she continued to speak with her | gazed down at Bailey who was 
just below the roof we were standing on. Her clothes were soaked with bullet holes now, 
revealing a purple jumpsuit underneath, similar to the white one Ben wore way back when 
we met him last year. “Well, now that we're out of the frying pan for now at least, | don’t 
think we’ve properly met, my name’s Colton Ansaldo, you’re obviously O right?” Colton’s 
nervous introduction drowned out Z’s conversation with Rachel about what to do with 
Bailey “Right.” | said reaching out my hand for him to shake, he took it as | continued 
“ve uh... Known your work. Well, more like had it taught to me.” 


“Really?” 

He was eager to talk, he had a distinct Colombian accent that was rather approachable, 
at least compared to my barbaric Russian one. “Yes, | was trained by, well y'know...” 

| pointed behind myself, desperate to keep the name Anthony out of my mouth. 

“| see, you are more skilled with a gun than | expected. | suppose it makes sense your 
sister is no slouch with one either.” 

Z didn’t hear us, she was far too engrossed in her talk with Rachel 

“No, she’s far better than me.” 

| shoved out while looking back at her, it felt like we hadn’t spoken in a million years but it 
was just one week ago that she had struck her sword at me. 

“| wouldn’t be too sure about that.” Colton said, trying to boost my confidence. 

“| would.” Z struck out, assuring us that she was at least somewhat listening, 

before focusing back in on the radio “Alright we won't leave her here, 

but what can we do? She’s just standing in the damn street like a deer in headlights.” 

| gazed back down at Bailey while Z spoke. 


Why was she acting like this? Was it something Anthony had done to her? 
Or was it that High lord she had talked about? 


“How do you know her?” 
Colton spoke up just as Z and Rachel had come to their decision 
“| guess she’s coming with us.” 


“That's good.” | said, doing my best to awkwardly look at both Z and Colton, who | was 
standing between “Her name’s Bailey by the way, she’s deaf so that could be an issue.’ 
| was careful to leave out the whole Psychic Mindgun clone of Anthony’s Mother part. 
Z sighed in frustration while Colton shrugged 

“That's alright, | learned sign language not too long ago.” 


“She doesn’t know sign language.” | explained wondering how long | could go without 
saying the full truth. 


“Then I'll teach her.” Colton’s heart was definitely in the right place, even with the fate of 
his family hanging over his head he remained calm. 

We made our way down the roof and over to Bailey, | reached out with my mind trying not 
to alert the others as | did so *Bailey, we’re going to head over to the Church now ok?* 


She didn’t respond, Colton stepped in front of her freezing when he met her face. 
He looked back at me in disbelief, before running back over to Z and I. 

Bailey looked back at us before beginning to slowly walk away. *Let’s go then.” 
She spoke into my mind as Colton exasperatedly whispered to us 

“She... She looks just like...” 


“Like what?” Z said fed up and already following Bailey. 

Colton stared into my eyes again 

“\..Nothing. Just forget it.” He had deciphered it all on his own; he ran up to Bailey and 
began to walk beside her, leaving Z and | alone. 

“You’re sure you don’t want to kill me?” | asked for the second time while the rough snow 
cracked under my shoes. 

“Positive.” Z laughed the cold air blazing out of her mouth as she did so. 

“That’s good. | know | killed our parents but it was...” 

“It’s in the past.” She scoffed 

“You're still my brother O, whether | like it or not. | can’t help but love you. 

I’m sick of violence and hatred consuming our family’s lives. 

Mom and Dad would have wanted us to stick together.” 

| nodded in agreement “You do seem...” 

“Happy?” 


| laughed now “I was going to say different. It might be the haircut.” 


She ran her hand through her buzzed head “Well it wasn’t voluntary, but I’d be lying if 
| said | didn’t feel lighter. It’s definitely easier to move around, grapple, and whatnot.” 


“It's something else though, isn’t it? I’m not great at knowing when but | can definitely tell 
that things change in certain people.” 


Z got the biggest smile | had ever seen on her “Actually, yeah, you’re right. 
There is something else, someone else.” 


| could already tell “Rachel?” 


“She’s amazing. | don’t think I’ve ever met anyone like her. 
She’s so full of life, and laughter, and kindness. In fact, she’s the kindest person I’ve met, 
although she can have an odd way of showing it, her heart is always in the right place.” 


“She makes you happy?” 
“More than happy O, more than happy.” 


| couldn't think of anything better to hear from her. If anyone deserved happiness it was Z. 
| gazed forward to spot Bailey walking with Colton, the pair were visibly trying to discuss 
something but the more | looked at them the more twisted it became. “How about you O?” 
Z’s comment caught me unprepared. “Are you happy?” 

Funny how the simple questions are always the hardest to answer “I’m...” 

My fists clenched for warmth in my coat pockets as the frigid air left my mouth “I’m trying.” 
It was the most honest answer | could give. Z was taken aback by it. 

| guess she didn’t anticipate such a vague response. “You aren't like Anthony, you know.” 
“| really don’t want to talk about him right now, Z.” 

Her left foot skipped on a chunk of ice “What | mean is, you can live for yourself and still 
have the courage to be with others. Your friend up there shows that. | show that. 

You’re not like anyone else O, but you aren’t alone either.” 

The strength of the words lifted my heart. She was right. 

She really was right. 


“Thanks, Z. That means a lot believe me but | can’t help but wonder what’s next though. 
What happens when this is all over?” 


“We go home | guess.” 


My foot skipped this time, while Z found her footing “Where’s home though? 
What can we possibly do with our lives after all the killing ends?” 


Z gave a swift and easy answer “We live O. We try to be happy.” 
| halted in the center of the street caught in my thoughts, Z stopped with me. 


“Z, | have been a terrible brother to you, and an even worse friend. | know you’re older 
than me, but | should have at least stuck with you after... well after everything. You’re 
right, | can be my own man, and | can also have the courage to ask for help. When this 
ends, however it does, I’ll be there for you and Rachel along with anyone else you find. 
I’m going to stand by our Family. No matter what.” 


“lll be there for you too O. | can’t wait to see what you do after this. | know it'll be every bit 
as amazing as | know my little brother is. And don’t flatter yourself. I've been far more 
awful to this family than you.” 


| gasped out in laughter, before continuing to walk “You’re kidding, | killed our Dad!” 


Z returned the laugh 
“| tried to kill you and | carried around a nuke for a week that killed Mom!” 


“| slammed it on the floor though!” 
“No, Yalvin used his stupid magic detonator, don’t kid yourself! You’re not a terrorist!” 


“I’m not a, good, terrorist!” | jokingly corrected her as we chuckled again. 

It was so, so incredibly stupid. Talking about awful, horrendous things from our past like 
they were nothing but casual inside jokes. Even still, | had never been more happy in my 
entire life. 


It was smooth sailing up until we reached the church, the British must have all been 
deployed in the trenches or out to greet the aircraft carrier. 

It was relieving not having to look over my shoulder every block or hop into an alley 
at the faintest sound resembling a gunshot. 

Bailey and Colton waited by opposite sides of the Church doors, 

tension clearly dividing them. The doors were a large deep brown crowned in ice. 

| shoved my hands against one of them, but it didn’t budge. 

| leaned my full body across it pushing with all my might 

“Can you get the other one?” | asked Z and Colton who quickly obliged. 

Even with our full force the doors remained sealed. Bailey stepped forward, pushing us 
aside to break the entrance open with a flick of her right arm. The doors flew into the 
chapel seating breaking into the large oak chunks that they once were. 

“Ok then.” Z huffed in confusion before stepping inside. 

| glared at Bailey before following Z. 


The Church appeared completely empty, we split apart searching every room for some 
sign of life only to find nothing. Bailey sat in one of the seats facing a large glass mural 
that the sun just barely shined through. | passed her several times between running to 
different rooms until | eventually gave up searching for the Soldiers and stared in front of 
the mural with her. 

“They aren't here.” 


*I know. | did a mental scan just before | broke the doors down.* 
*Why didn’t you tell me?* 


*You never asked.* her eyes never left the mural even as Z and Colton walked over to me. 
“| feel like we’ve checked everywhere. The guy you spoke to said they’d be here right?” 


Although Z did her best to hide it | had no doubt that she was frustrated by all of this. 
“Yeah, he did. Guess they left.” 


*Or they’re dead.* 
| was growing happier and happier that Bailey was unable to speak aloud. 


“Well, we need to get moving soon, reinforcements or not.” Colton sat down on the seat 
behind me as | talked with Z “I agree, but we can’t just walk in there unprepared. 
Something’s wrong here, | can feel it.” Colton spoke up “Here? In this house of God?” 


“Especially here.” | clapped back at him before turning back to Z as she spoke 
“I'll talk to Rachel again, I'll see if our exfiltration team can work some miracle in case 
things get hot. | know how your instincts can be...” 


“Good?” 


“Deadly.” 

She shot back as she stepped away and began speaking into her radio again. 

My eyes drifted to Bailey again. | could tell something was wrong, that something had 
changed in her, but figuring out what that was or what caused it was almost impossible. 
“She’s an odd girl O. Just let it go.” Colton was fully relaxed now, his entire body splayed 
out on the church seating like salmon on a plate. 

“Your family’s out at the park, right? Aren’t you worried?” 

For once my attempt to change the subject of a conversation succeeded. 

“Why would | be? I’ve prayed for them.” | sat myself down next to him, stating 

“Thoughts and prayers don’t save lives, y’know.” 

Colton smirked “You're right, but that’s not why I’m still religious, even though I’m well...” 


“A murderer?” 


| clasped my hands inside my pockets while Colton straightened himself, taking on a more 
serious demeanor “The world keeps changing. To the point that old men like me can 
barely recognize it anymore. Politics, Discrimination, Terrorism, Superheros, Spies, 
Psychics, Aliens, | feel like most people would go mad if they didn’t have something to 
latch onto. Humanity is a funny thing. People always strive to make some sense of the 
chaos around them, clinging to all sorts of things. The way | see it Religion isn’t some 
explanation for how it all works. Maybe it’s all real. Maybe none of it is. | could honestly 
care less. To me, it’s just about having faith, however slim, that by some slight 
inconceivable chance, everything is going to be ok. 

That there’s a plan beneath all this chaos. 

| know it seems naive but there are more days than | can count where that’s all | needed 
to get through the day.” 


| huffed “Even here, even now? When so many people have died?” 


Colton chuckled, “I never said it was a good plan. Sometimes | hate what’s happening 
around me. Like | said though, we humans are a funny bunch and | have to have some 
faith that everything is going to work out, right?” 


| laid back in the seat, taking my hands out of my pockets to clench them against the 
back of my head “Ever since | could remember. | felt like | had no control over my life. 
Now that I’m out here in the cold though | feel free. I’m liberated. | think we’re opposites, 
Colton. | love not knowing what’s going to happen, it's scary sure, and there was a time 
| would dread the next day, but | think it makes my life worth living now. That and Z.” 


| thought Colton would be upset with me, at my rejection of his beliefs but he seemed 
joyous‘l’m glad you can see my side, but I’m even more happy that | can see yours. 

| envy you O, you’ve had a hard life, but you’re so full of energy and potential. 

To be young and free is a wonderfully horrifying thing.” 


| smirked “Heh. It really is.” 
| chuckled further, “I have no idea what the hell I’m going to do with my life.” 


Colton lifted himself off the seat “I’m sure you'll figure it out, and please try not to swear in 
a church you may not be religious but it’s still disrespectful.” 


“Sorry.” | shrugged, unsure if he was joking or not but glad that he had poured some of his 
faith into me. | lifted myself up just as Z walked back down the aisle of seats. 
“| tried asking for more artillery on the chopper but they’ve already taken off.” 


“Then we should get going.” Colton replied as | moved back toward Bailey, sticking my 
right hand out to help her up *I don’t deserve your help.* 

She snarled into my mind before stepping up and out into the aisle to follow us out. 
Once we exited the Church | attempted to reach Bailey again 

*| saw you talking to Colton earlier, he’s a good guy, | like him.* 


Bailey held her head down *I like him too, but I’m not /ike him. I’m like Anthony.* 

The pieces finally fell into place. 

Bailey had seen a part of herself in Anthony, the ugly dark inhuman part. 

The part filled with pain, and anger, and hopelessness, that made him snatch on to 
whatever broke through that shell but didn’t demand anything in return. 

The part that made him lash out with violent frustration when he didn’t get his way. 

*I’ll never be normal O, I'll never be human so what’s the point in being anything at all?* 


*It hurts, doesn’t it? Trying and failing to get close to the person sitting beside knowing 
that the mind you were born with fights against something as simple as looking into 
another’s eyes.* 


*You can hate me, love me, want me dead, but whatever you do, O please... 
don’t feel sorry for me. | can take care of that just fine myself.* 


| did feel sorry for Bailey. 

| couldn't help it. It just happened naturally. She hadn’t left my side for the past week, 
as much as | wanted her to, maybe this thorn in my side didn’t mean to hurt me, 
maybe it just needed something to grab onto, maybe Anthony did too. *Bailey?* 


*What?* Her thoughts all read in the same flat tone, it was as hard to tell what she was 
feeling as it was for her to show it. *You asked me earlier how | understand people... 

| don't. It’s near impossible, the best you can do is try. I'm trying with you right now, 

we can only live with each other and do our best to be happy. 

We cradle up to each other for warmth, strap it onto ourselves, and give it up to break 
through the cold. | don’t know what I’m doing Bailey but I’m trying. 

You should try to, after all, you may not be human...* “But you’re still a person.” 


Bailey kept walking through the ankle-deep snow, picking her head up to gaze at the park 
ahead, the dead tree branches were covered in a glistening white blanket which dripped 
down into thin icicles, the crows that rested on those frozen branches cawed and flew 
away at the sight of us, the wind rolled in dusting the blanket off and onto our faces as the 
sun poked through to catch a glimpse at the profound beauty of it all. 


Bailey had been knocked back in awe as the nature of the park surrounded her, standing 
completely still as a flurry of playful barking jogged over to us, Colton was the only one of 
us who wasn’t surprised when it came into sight “I see this all too often, people evacuate 
and don’t have time to take their pets with them, it’s sad really.” 

Bailey leaned down to one of the dogs that were pawing at us, begging for food and 
attention, she rested her hand on its head and slowly started to pat it. 

*Why would you leave anything so precious behind?* The thought must have entered 
Colton’s mind as well as mine, the next thing | knew he was by Bailey’s side examining 
the dog’s collar while she patted its head 

“| recognize that phone number... THEY’RE HERE! THE INTEL WAS RIGHT!” 


Colton sped off into the park before | could stick my feet out of the snow to move. 
“Guess we're following him.” Z joked, nudging my shoulder with a smile as she took off 
after him, along with the dogs which playfully chased after her. Bailey and | dragged our 
feet through the snow after them, losing them in the clutter of wildlife until coming across 
the blazing light of a small fire hidden under a large flurry of trees. 

A massive group of people gathered around it for warmth, Colton was among them 
frantically speaking in Spanish to a small portion of the group that seemed even happier 
to see him than the rest. Crowding around them to ask all sorts of questions and beg for 
all sorts of things... 


“You’re here to get us out right?” 
“Do you have any food?” 


“Are more of you coming?” 


“Which army are you with?” 


“O, come over here!” Colton called as soon as the refugees noticed me. | walked over to 
him but | kept turning my head, scanning the area to see where they could possibly be 
keeping the Emp, but | was forced to give up when | reached Colton “I’d like you to meet 
my Family O, this is my wife Maria...” He nodded his head in the direction of a 
gray-haired, barely wrinkled woman in a red jacket whom he had his right arm slugged 
around “And my kids, Noah and Isabella, though you can hardly call them kids anymore.” 
He pointed his left hand upward to a man and woman just a little older than Anthony. 
Isabella was dressed in a thick brown coat lined with white fur which guarded a black 
t-shirt and blue sweatpants. Noah was significantly more stripped down, only wearing an 
olive green sweater and a pair of jeans “Hola.” He said, waving his hand. “Hola.” 

| responded, waving my hand as well. Colton turned back to his family cracking some joke 
in Spanish which erupted the entire group around the fire into laughter before he shifted 
back to me “I told them that’s the only Spanish you know, just... not in the nicest way.” 


“Well, it’s true.” | chuckled as Z approached me from behind. “Sorry Colton, but | gotta 
steal my brother for a second.” Colton eagerly shot his focus back at his family 
“All good, Z. | have plenty to catch up on here anyway.” 


As Z led me away my eyes scanned the park again. The Emp had to be here. 
“The helicopter will be here any second now, it’s incredible how we haven't run into any 
trouble since the trenches.” 


“Don't jinx us.” | quipped as we studied the rest of the refugees who were done asking 
questions and were now simply expressing their joy to each other at the chance of rescue 
“| would never... it’s just, this has all been going really well hasn't it?” 

It was odd seeing Z at peace like this, but it was a good feeling nonetheless. “It has.” 


*O!* Bailey reached out into my mind *What is it, Bailey?* | glimpsed over to catch a group 
of old women on a bench replacing her tattered jacket with a wool scarf 
*Look at how strange this is! It’s itchy but it’s so warm! Come over here and feel it!* 


| don’t think I'll ever understand Bailey. Just a moment ago this girl was having some of 
the most dreadful isolating thoughts | could have imagined, now she was raving about 
scarfs. *I think | could make one of these.* 


*Maybe you can learn to knit when this is all over.* | suggested, thinking back once again 
to that snowed-in airport, where | was caught in a wool scarf that scratched as much as it 
warmed. | wanted to be there again, earlier today, to be with my family happy in the solace 
of the cold but now the only place | wanted to be was here, with my sister and my friends. 
| couldn’t help but grin as | unconsciously held my arms out to feel the cool breeze break 
on my skin, taking everything about where | was into myself, viewing it not with any of my 
senses but with my heart and mind, my soul. For the first time in a long time... 


| was at peace. 


*When this is all over? O, don’t you know? When this is over, we'll all be dead.* 
The air transformed, the blades of the helicopter beating through it as it descended. 
*Bailey, what do you mean?* 

The refugees ran toward the helicopter’s landing zone as its door flung open. 


“They're here Maria, you, me, Noah, Isabella we can finally go home together.” 
Colton only stood up, not yet running off, not yet noticing the markings of the chopper. 


“That's not one of ours...” Z whispered as the realization struck her and | caught who was 
inside the copter’s open door. 


“Well if it isn’t the Gold siblings!” 


My head spun around the park in all directions, 

spotting the dozens of ticking C-4 littered throughout the park. 

Then it hit me, there was no Emp, there never was, that soldier | spoke to on my laptop 
wasn’t German at all, no one was ever going to be in that church, the spy on that boat 
wasn’t working for the Germans he was working for the U.S, he gave us false intel! 
This was all a trap to get me and Z here to pay for Paris, and to take down all these 
refugees who would be labeled as terrorists! This was Yalvin’s plan all along! 

Even though | exposed him, half the world still didn’t believe me! 

It would be easy enough for Yalvin to make the world buy into his lie once they strung up 
my burnt corpse for everyone to see! Oleg Gold, the man who destroyed Paris. 

The man who was tricked into thinking he could break free of being a pawn. 


*We'll all be dead.* 


So this is what you meant Bailey? You led me along, didn’t you? 
How much did you play me? How much of it was a lie? 

| struck out my thoughts to her but couldn’t get through, 

she was gone the second | turned around. 

Yalvin spoke again while reaching for a detonator 

“| just wanted you two to know that | was very close to your Father. 
I’m sure he would understand... 


That this is all for my country.” 


He then clicked the detonator. 


Recording 18 


(Anthony) Why should | even breathe? 

What reason do | have to do anything but die? The bed was warm and soft and safe. 
Why should | get up? | have everything | need here. 

| would say nobody can hurt me here but | was only hurt more here. 

It didn’t matter though. Nothing mattered. It never did. 

Everything that happened to me just led me back to myself and there was nothing 

| hated more than myself and the world around me. 

Why couldn't it all just go away, forever? All the pain, all the pointless violence. 

All the pointless smiles and frowns that were just masks for the nothingness inside. 
Why did | have to be born like this? | just wanted a normal happy life, not a mind that 
screamed at me. Not a body used as a vessel for violence. 

| yearned to cut my skin into the shape of a cross and watch it bleed out around me, 
but my skin was uncuttable, my mind unbreakable. 

| was tethered to this plain. Cursed to walk this earth. 

As Spark laid on me and beat me | wanted to scream 

“KILL ME! KILL ME! KILL ME! AND BE DONE WITH IT! 

NOTHING’S GOOD AS LONG AS I’M HERE SO JUST KILL ME! 

RIP MY EYES OUT, STAB MY EARS, AND KILL ME!” 


Spark... 


What was your place in all this? What did you want from me? 

Why did you ask me questions that hurt to answer? Did you want me to hurt? 
Did you want me to hate myself and this world even more than | already did? 
You punched me, struck out at me in range, but you couldn’t finish the job. 
Why did it seem like you were at rest when you laid on me? 

Or was | just too stupid to know how you felt? 

| felt good, it was one of the few times | wanted someone close to me. 
Someone warm to melt into me... 

You're the only person | can remember sharing those times with... 

they all scared me and | just felt hurt after. 

| didn’t talk to you until | had to ask why you kept my gift of death. 

Guns are so crude after all, you can kill someone and never even look into their eyes... 
Why couldn't | look into your eyes? 
Why did you keep the Fang Spark? 


“You gave it to me.” 
“That's a horrible reason to keep something.” 
“Not for me it isn’t.” 


What did you mean? 


| hate you. 
| hate that | can read your mind and still have no idea why you do the things you do. 
| hate how it hurts so bad to just be close to you. 


| didn’t speak at first because there was no reason to. 

There was no reason for me to do anything but lay down and die. | was going to kill 
everyone in the room and run at first but then | saw you and | thought to myself how 
everything | did just spun me around and around like a snake eating its own tail. 


Everyone either hated me or just stuck with me simply because they felt sorry for me. 
| don’t want to be felt sorry for. | don’t want to be pitied. 

Because those are the only things | feel for myself. 

| don’t hate who | am, | just feel sorrow for what | am. 

| did nothing but kill and violate minds. 


When we found that paper together that told me what | am... that diagnosed me... 
| thought that | would feel relieved once | finally had an explanation for why 
| was the way | was but all | could think about was how much further it isolated me. 


| was an alien. A half-alien. 

The only half-alien. There was no one else out there like me. 

Even that girl O was with was so different from me. 

Mr.Night was right back then, | can play at a normal life all | want but I'll never be human... 


So | might as well be dead. 


“Pathetic.” 
That’s what you said, Spark. 


“Pathetic.” 
That’s my new diagnosis. 


“Pathetic.” 
It was an illness, a disease. 


That’s why they call it a diagnosis, you wouldn’t diagnose someone unless they were sick. 
| was sick ever since | was born with this horrible awful, different mind and | only got sicker 
with age. My Father put a gun in my hand and told me to kill. 

He gave me my brush to strike against this stained canvas of a world. 

When | got angry | painted with it. | painted until the canvas was more stained and 
tarnished than | found it. Why did | have to be so alone? Why couldn’t | just have someone 
to myself who wouldn’t make me feel anything but joy? You make me feel joy Spark, 

but you also make me feel a million other things that | can’t name. 

| can’t name anything | feel. | can’t express it. It's so hard to laugh or cry or smile all 

| can do is lash out at the world for bringing me this pain. 

| wasn’t made to feel, | was made to kill. | was made to be a burden and an abomination. 


So kill me. 
Because I’m pathetic. 


So, so pathetic. 
There’s a thud on the table behind me. | flinch but | don’t want to. 
| can’t fight anything anymore, my will is all gone. “What type of music do you like?” 


| don’t know you, | don’t know your voice. Go away before we hurt each other. 


“Not gonna talk, huh? That’s fine. | don’t need you to.” 

There’s a thud on the table again as the voice continues 

“| know that it may seem odd, but | actually always liked classical.” 

A finger flicks a thin piece of metal which lands on a thin vinyl. 

I’ve never heard music from a record player before, the melody begins to play with a 
blasting sound of trumpets that quickly transition into a million different instruments that 
sound like some cartoon character descending down a flight of stairs 

“Beethoven’s my favorite. Especially this piece. The infamous ode fo joy. 

It's his final symphony, you know. It was actually adapted from a poem written by a man 
named Friedrich Schiller in seventeen eighty-five. It’s meant to represent triumph against 
war and desperation, thus bringing joy.” 


Triumph. How could you win something if you didn’t have the strength to fight? 
There wasn't even a reason for me to. 


“Over time though the message was warped. Twisted into a religious hymn celebrating 
unification under God. The surrender of freedom and individuality. 
No war, no hate, just Joy.” 


Sounds nice. 


“Sounds horrible | know. Still, | find it interesting how one piece of music can take on such 
a vastly different meaning depending on who listens to it.” A cell phone plopped down next 
to my face displaying a somewhat recognizable picture of a rather formal-looking old man 
standing beside a woman close to his age, standing on a stair below them was a less 
formal younger looking man and a younger woman holding a child. 

“Those are my parents, and next to me is my Wife and our daughter who was born just a 
month before that picture was taken. My wife was a symphony director.” 

| gazed deeper into the picture displayed on the screen that was being forced into my 
eyes, the music swelling behind me “In twenty-eleven, my Dad was running for Mayoral 
re-election in Texas, | got the news that he died just a day before the invasion, 

my wife was performing in Vegas, conducting this exact song.” My heart skipped shooting 
me up from the bed as the man standing in front of me drew his gun at my head. 


“You killed My Father, you dropped a building on the love of my life and my daughter. 
Do you have any idea the work I’ve put in to get you sitting right in front of my gun? 


| struck a deal with Yalvin to lead you and your friends along with false intel. 
German spy, ha! I’m not a spy!” His hands shook as tears broke his eyes 


“My name is Flynn Roberts, AND | AM YOUR ASSASSIN!” 
The trigger clicked. 


| closed my eyes awaiting a chance to escape from this mortal plain, but | knew once 
again that it hadn’t worked. 


The bullet bounced off my forehead as Flynn shouted once more 
“WHY WON’T YOU DIE!” 


| asked myself the same question. 
“Because his work isn't done yet.” 


That familiar soothing voice struck me again, appearing seemingly out of nowhere the 
cloaked figure stood vengefully behind Flynn “What?” His voice trembled into a whisper 


“What are you?” 


The figure rested his hand on Flynn’s head in an instant his body fell apart in front of my 
very eyes. His atoms and very being melting away through the exact same process | used 
on the Krytall fleet in Vegas. It was incredibly, indescribably beautiful. 

| gasped in awe “It’s you, you’re the one that’s been trying to reach me. Who are you?” 


“Before you first ask someone who they are you must ask where they are.” 
“Ok then, where are you?” 


“Like you, iam tethered toa reality i find cumbersome. 

Alss like you, lam akiller, a destroyer of worlds. 

iam alone due to circumstances outside of my control. 
thowever have channeled my burdens into a grand purpose.” 


“Purpose?” 
| was eager to go along with him, to follow him. | wanted to kneel before him and worship 
his very presence. Something inside of me felt that | had been delivered from my sorrow. 


“Since the birth of the atom [have strived to create a perfect reality for 
people like us tolivein.” 


“People like us?” | thought back to what Ben had told me in Paris, that this world wasn’t 
made for people like us, people with minds and powers beyond comprehension. 
Would anyone ever understand what it was like to be a Krytall? 


To live a life that could only be called human on the slimmest technicality? 
| knew what he would respond with before his mouth even opened again 
“£rytall. Psychics especially. You see i'm sort of their ruler, 
i'm the High lord of the Xrytall." 


My face exploded into a smile bigger than any | had ever had. 
Is it possible that someone finally understood me? 


“t actually am... was Psychic. i still carry some of the symptoms with me, 
mind reading, blindness to the emotions and interpretations of others, 
an obsession to seek out connection and yet be unable to gain it, 

simply because of the mind 

I was given..." 


“So you got all the bad stuff?” | joked, unsure if | should have. 


“Hoh, yes actually all the bad stuff i suppose. i can’t even make myself solid 
anymore, my mind's will can't hold my fractured ego together. 
lean disperse the atoms of others though, similar to what i did just now.” 


*Why can’t | flail my atoms apart? My ego is so broken, my sense of self so shattered, 
it makes sense that it should have broken by now.* 

| thought to myself before feeling the easing, encouraging response in my mind 
*There’s something inside you, something that fights back against giving 
your mind full control [have nc doubt that it’s your human DNA. 

Astrand such as yours is hard to break unless the process is acted out on 
a full seale.* 


*Full scale?* | spoke only with my mind now, | was sick of trying to find the meaning 
behind the noise of what the humans called talking 


“Are you familiar with the Big Bang theory of creation? 
Thatis what itis referred to here correct?" 


*Correct.* 
*I would need an amplifier and a legion of Psychics but i could possibly 


gather together every atom in existence into a single vessel, lactually built 
something like it along, long time age. A pair of glasses with blue frames.* 


*| know those glasses. They were my Mother’s.* 
*Anthony if you retrieve those glasses i could unify this divided reality, 


and recreate one withcut any conflict, vislence, hurt, or pain. 
Thatis if you want to of course.* 


| wasn’t sure how to answer. | didn’t want to be here in this world and my will to go on was 
fading by the second but to destroy everything, and to most likely destroy myself in the 
process was something else entirely. 


| hesitated. 


*isee.” 

He drifted to the left end of the room, watching the wall intently “Yeu can't stay here.” 
The music Flynn put on swelled again as a choir joined in with the instruments. 

The wall was ripped apart from the outside by five women in purple jumpsuits levitating in 
the air in a violet glow. They all looked exactly like that Bailey girl... 

“FH reconvene with you later just please... consider my offer.” 


And just like that he was gone. 

| stepped toward the hole in the wall, a pair of boots breaking through the door behind me 
“ANTHONY!” Spark drew the Fang on me as she stood in the doorway. 

| waited for her to fire, but she was still so indecisive. 

There was no point in standing by here any longer. 

“Goodbye, Spark.” 


| walked through the torn metal, stepping onto the air as the red glow took me again just 
as it did in Le Havre. More Women in purple jumpsuits floated toward me, Psychics, 

so these were Yalvin’s Mindguns. They were mine now, mine to command. 

| had never commanded before, | was always ordered, always manipulated, or hired, 
but now it was my turn to be in control as 

| always should have been. 


The choir burst into a chant as | issued my first order 


“Tear them apart.” 


Recording 19 


(Rachel) “Can any of you read me?!” 

My hand gripped the radio microphone to the point where 

| could feel the metal bending in my grasp. The entirety of Exo was crammed within the 
monitor-filled walls of the control room. All eyes were fixed on the static body camera 
screens, desperately watching for them to come back online if even for a second. 

| glanced quickly at the vital readings displayed on the other side of the room, the dive 
suits Z, Colton, and Anthony were wearing had been equipped with trackers and heart 
monitors, both of which had gone offline. My head was spinning. 


How did this all go so wrong? 


“Status on the exfiltration unit?” | asked, hoping for a shred of hope to cling onto. 
The Lieutenant next to me held his head down, staring wearingly at a tablet. 
“They got shot down, just over the river. That American carrier must have spotted it.” 


“And the distraction team?” 


“They've already gone radio silent, they’re running their op, but without any way to get 
those refugees out...” 


“It'll all be for nothing.” 

| held my head in my hands, as | finally took a seat. 

My eyes went back to the body cameras. | held on Z’s as it flickered from a deep black to 
scratchy white. | barely got any time with her, and the moments | did were the best of my 
life. Was | really going to lose her already? Would everything we went through really be for 
nothing? The doors of the Control room sprang open, the crowd halted as the lurching 
figure entered. 


“Nexo.” 

The lieutenant bedside me addressed Calvin, who looked like the living dead at this point. 
Both of his arms held Psych’s glasses as close to his chest as he could. 

He probably would have pulled them into his skin if he could. 

“Status report...” He muffled out through a strained throat. 

My thumb motioned back at the screens while | replied to him “You’re looking at it.” 
Calvin inched forward, squinting his one and only eye, attempting to decipher the static. 
“ACough* When did we lose contact...” The lieutenant held the tablet next to Calvin 

“Just a few minutes ago, they were in the park, sir.” 

Calvin nodded, | could see him weigh the variables in his weary head before his gaze 
shifted to the wall displaying vital readings. “Are the ‘Cough’ see if the heat units are still 
functioning...” 


“There’s no way to tell if they are.” 


Calvin shifted back in his skin “You're telling me... That every damn thing in here “Cough” 
has some type of tracker on it and you can’t even tell... if something’s on?” 

The trooper who previously gave the response was trying to stammer out a response now, 
as one on the other side of the room hopped over with another tablet 

“These are temperature modulators for the heat units, as you can see the heart monitors 
aren’t functioning, the suits were designed for the cold so a large blast of heat would fry 
their systems, but if | were to cool it back down they could come back online.” | couldn’t 
help but pop in “Aren’t they heat units though? The temperature can’t be lowered down 
that much, can it?” Calvin caught on before | did “No, but it can... be raised. ‘Cough”” 

| spoke up as soon as | put the pieces together 

“So, you're saying they could possibly be burning alive out there, 

and you want to cook them like a turkey just to see if they’re alive?” 

Calvin grinned “Yep.” 


“Fuck it, let’s do this.”The trooper plopped the tablet down on the Krytall table at the center 
of the room, flexing his fingers over Z and Colton’s names before moving down to the 
digital sliders beneath them.The crowd gathered around the table, the anxiety spilling over 
across all of our bodies sharing it like heat from a fire. 

The trooper set his rough fingers on the sliders, preparing to move them, he exhaled a 
sharp breath as he slowly raised the temperature. | shot my head back to view the vital 
display but it remained empty. | turned back as the unit reached one hundred twenty 
degrees Fahrenheit, they had to be burning by now. And yet the screen was unchanged. 
The trooper’s fingers inched at a snail’s pace on the tablet. | flexed my hands forward, 
taking the controls once they hit two hundred Fahrenheit. | waved my hand across the 
screen, sending the sliders to their limit of four hundred sixty, a warning hit the tablet, 
blaring through its small speakers before taking up the entire room. 

The trooper snatched the controls out of my hands just as the warning ended, his teeth 
gritted and he was fully ready to scold me until a sudden cheer erupted across the room 
taking my attention back to the vital displays. 


Z and Colton’s heartbeat blipped across the wall as the body cameras came back online. 
They were alive. 


| wasn’t going to lose her yet. 

| sped back over to the microphone, shouting over the roaring room 

“CAN ANY OF YOU READ ME!?” my desperation had transformed into triumph which 
began to soar after the radio chimed in “I read you, rich girl.” 


The relief washed over me in waves after hearing that gorgeous Russian accent. 

| could nearly grab Z’s voice, just coming into contact with some small part of her after 
being worried sick about the infinite possible what-ifs threatened to send me weeping 
with joy. If | thought the crowd was going crazy before they were going ballistic now. 


Calvin placed his trembling hand on my shoulder, the trooper who came up with the bold 
idea standing behind him “You both did well. Cough’ I’m... 


glad to know Exo is in good hands.” 


“The best.” | said covering the microphone as | eyed the trooper 
“That was some good thinking back there... General.” 


“You can’t... does she...” Calvin took his hand off of me turning to the dumbfounded kid 
“She can now... congratulations on the promotion.” The room quieted down subtly moving 
back to business as per unusual. 

| gripped the microphone again, the metal still bent from earlier 

“Alright what’s your status?” 


As | asked the question my eyes fluttered over to the body camera monitors, they were 
swarmed with fire, the snow had melted around them and the trees blazed in a sight that 
would only be welcome in hell. Colton’s camera depicted him far from cover, firing off his 
sniper wildly into the distance. Z was looking right at him, while she shuffled against the 
burning ground, doing her best to avoid gaining the attention of the soldiers above her. 

It was through Z’s camera that | spied the figure in the center of the park that Colton was 
fixated on. Standing just below a hovering helicopter was Yalvin engulfed in flames that 
spanned the entire park. He disintegrated each of Colton’s bullets into piles of ash before 
they even touched him, seeming more annoyed than anything Yalvin raised his arm 
motioning toward Colton, giving the command for the soldiers to fire on him. 


| had turned over to Colton’s camera for but a second before it was covered in blood. 
| turned over to the vital readings just in time to watch them flatline. 


My body tackled the microphone “Z GET THE HELL OUT OF THERE!” 


Recording 20 


(Spark) “GET ME EVERYONE IN A THOUSAND-MILE RADIUS, NO THE WHOLE 
COUNTRY! PUT ALL SYSTEMS ON HIGH ALERT. DEFCON ONE, DEFCON ONE!” 
My feet slammed on the metal hall as the ship quaked beneath me. 

How did the Mindguns even breach containment? 

The radio dispatcher shot back at me “What the bloody hell is going on?!” 


(Anthony) The metal bent and snapped like tin foil as the Mindguns and | tore the center of 
it, breaking it slowly in half like a twig. Just like everything else around me It was nothing, 
just another object of death and destruction to have its own objective fired back upon it. 


(Spark) The radio flew out of my hand as the floor sloped upward. | snatched the closest 
doorway, doing my best to not let go while hordes of soldiers fell past me on the way to 
their doom. My hands struck out, one in front of the other, my feet followed as | climbed 
my way to the third door up from me. It had been shut tight. 

| clawed at its handle with all my might prying it loose. | gripped it as it popped open the 
floor shifted again as the water of the river made its way in now. Hanging downward for a 
brief fading moment | thought | heard music playing. Tossing myself into the room and 
landing on the wall which had become the floor | sped under the empty tubes that the 
Mindguns had broken free of, a gaping hole was just above me, | was safe from the water 
for now but as | trudged through the green liquid over to the handle in the wall | could only 
think of my failure. 


Why Anthony? 
Why would you do this? 


(Anthony) The atomizing began. It wasn’t enough to rip the ship in half. 

It had to be stripped from existence, just like everything else. 

The metal gave way in a violent cruel glow. 

Its compounds yanked and twisted until they broke. The command tower went, then the 
flight deck, and then the artillery. No longer would humans bring death to each other. 
My head slowly sent itself down at the murmur of a familiar noise. 


(Spark) Anthony stared right back at me through the hole the Mindguns had made as 
| banged on the handle in the wall, again, and again, and again. 


“COME ON! COME ON! WE NEED YOU!” 


| wrestled the handle repeatedly but gravity continued to shoot it down again and again. 

| was at the wrong angle. Positioning my body just under the handle now | pulled up with 
all my might swinging myself between the gap to wrestle it open as the ship tossed again. 
Water slid in from the door | came from, we were fully sinking now. | yelled out in 
frustration, pushing up on the handle of the sliding wall, fighting gravity with my full body. 


“DAMN IT WAKE UP | KNOW YOU'RE IN THERE SOMEWHERE GET OUT HERE 
ALREADY!” Just as | spoke another hand joined mine at the handle. 


(Ben) “Looks like you could use some help.” 

My metal hands sprang the wall open. My artificial skin was now absent except for a tatter 
that remained over my face, and my muscles and organs were visible from inside my 
endoskeleton, but | couldn't have cared less. | was just happy to be on my feet again. 
Despite this Spark was still eager to point out my appearance. 


(Spark) “You look like shit!” the wall dropped back down as Ben took my hand 


(Ben) “I feel great though. Let me guess, Mindguns?” | twisted my head to the hole in the 
wall as | flew up to it. | spotted Anthony in the center. 


(Spark) “Can you get me a clear shot at him?” | asked, reaching for the knife of the fang. 


(Ben) “Yep.” | gave the quick reply as | burst up into the sky, hurling Spark at Anthony 
before being assaulted by a barrage of Psychic energy, throwing my atoms in all directions 
*Rh, Subject Benevolent, how nice of you to join us. 

i'm glad you'll be here to witness the culmination of my grand design.* 


It was him... 

The High lord was in my mind again. 

| held my form together through sheer will. My strained circuitry coursing through my veins 
and into my organs. Which one was my real body? The man or the machine? 

| maintained this rough self-image through the barrage. Once | broke it | charged into the 
closest Mindgun, driving them into the ocean as Spark attempted to break through 
Anthony’s force field. 


(Spark) The knife slid down the red force field Anthony 

and the Mindguns had put up around themselves. 

| had to claw for a hold on it to keep me from falling back down to earth. 

Once | found my hold | stabbed desperately at the field to break through, pleading 
“Let me in Anthony, you know me! STOP THIS!” 


(Anthony) | still had no strength to speak to her. My fists simply clenched as the field grew 
stronger, and she continued to stab her way through to me. 


(Spark) “Why won't you let me in...” | was weaker this time, my hands were slipping. 
It was no use, | couldn’t stop him, | couldn’t even touch him from here and he wouldn't 
even speak to me. He was just so damn indifferent. What was the point? 


No. 


Enough sulking. 
The point was that you abandoned me. 


That you didn’t care about anyone but yourself. 

That you couldn’t even notice everything | did for you, everything | gave for you. 

| would lay down my life for you and this was all you did in return! 

I'll give you something now! Something to get you to at least feel something for me! 

| used the force of my left arm to throw myself up on top of you slamming that damn knife 
through the field and into your right eye, gripping it with all my might | maneuvered us 
down into what was left of the Azrael. The small sinking flight deck whose atoms were 
being stripped felt so big as | ripped the knife from your bleeding head. 


(Anthony) “WHY WON’T YOU LEAVE ME ALONE!?” 

| could barely see through my gushing right eye and my left which was now soaked with 
the blood of its brother. Stumbling over to the edge of the rescinding deck, my mind 
reached out to a torn jet wing, levitating it in the emptiness of air | lashed out at Spark 
again. 


(Spark) It came straight at me right as | got my bearings. 
| dodged to the side but the wing was large enough to cut my left arm clean off. 
| yelped in pain as you approached me. 


(Anthony) “Pathetic.” 


(Spark) Screaming again my one and only fist rocketed out, breaking against 
indestructible skin that felt hard as rock. | slumped down to the ground in exhaustion. 


(Anthony) “You really thought you stood a chance? I’ve let go of myself, Spark. 
You can’t hurt me anymore.” 


(Spark) | coughed out through blood “I know, but he can.” 

(Ben) | swooped down, still holding the Mindgun | had tackled, | threw them into Anthony. 
Sending the pair flying into the horizon “That won’t stop them, we need to regroup.” 

| made the comment before turning to see Spark’s bleeding wound. | flew over to her 


“After | make you a tourniquet.” 


(Spark) ““Cough’ I'll be fine.” | lied, still yearning to fight until my last breath. 
| spat out “Where are the other Mindguns?” 


(Ben) | scanned the area around me, in all directions. They were long gone, my fears had 
been confirmed. | gripped Spark’s shoulders “Spark, was Anthony wearing his glasses?” 


(Spark) The question seemed to come from nowhere “What?” 


(Ben) “His glasses, Psych’s glasses, his Mother's, was he wearing them? It’s more 
important than you could ever possibly imagine. Please...” 


(Spark) “No... he, he didn’t have them.” My eyes swung to the sky 


“What's that?” 


(Ben) | turned my head back to behold the sight. 

The snowfall had cleared along with the clouds. The sky was becoming a deep purple 
haze mixed with a fiery red in its center. So that’s where the Mindguns went. 

They had already begun the first phase of the High lord’s Process. 

| stood up still gazing at the sky “Your species has many names for what is about to take 
place, the rapture, armageddon, doomsday, apocalypse, annihilation, the end times. 

My species calls it the Singularity process, a grand unification of the neurons and atoms 
of all matter across reality. 


The universe is about to commit suicide.” 


Recording 21 


(O) “I won the instant you two decided to come here. You fell right into my hand and never 
even saw yourselves tumbling down. Don’t fight it, all of this was inevitable.” 


My ears were ringing as | awoke to Yalvin’s voice rattling in my head. 

The C-4 had blasted back the refugees before incinerating them. The icy ground had now 
melted due to the scorched bodies. My coat had been torched in the inferno, the fire now 
working its way to the rest of my body. | quickly rolled out of it as a hazy tactical light 
perched from the end of a rifle zoomed over my head. | sunk into the scorched earth to 
avoid detection until the American soldier passed me, moving on to a small bundle of 
refugees still clinging to life off in the distance. 

“Don’t get soft now, Gabriel, no survivors.” Yalvin scowled before the Soldier put down the 
last shred of life in this fresh hell | now found myself in. 

“Speaking of survivors, you two aren’t fooling anyone. You weren’t close enough to the 
blast and once | touched down | caught both of you running for cover. 

You may as well come out now, while I’m still feeling merciful.” 


| caught a quick glimpse at Yalvin the blazing fire swirled around his body, streaming from 
his cheek like an evil banner as he stomped across the barren landscape, releasing a 
minuscule inferno with each step. 

He began to scan the park, moving away from the center of it to the north, which 
happened to be the area furthest away from where | was lying. 

“You two are out there somewhere, it's time to end this.” 

Yalvin was right. 

It was time to end this. 

If he wanted me then he’d get me. 


He’d get me and all the rage and vengeance | held for him. 


| snagged my handgun before beginning to crawl against the ground toward Yalvin. 

The soldier who had executed the refugees was my first victim, | quickly sprang up behind 
them swinging my arm around their neck, and slumping them down to the burning ground 
before shoving my gun deep into their skin and firing it. | laid their body down, ducking 
back into the melted ice after doing so. Two soldiers moved for the corpse of their fallen 
comrade as | crept under a blazing tree branch. “We got a man down!” One of the soldiers 
cried out after spotting my handiwork, Yalvin already knew | was alive but now he knew 
that | was ready to spill blood.“Maintain your formation, stay close to one another.” 

Yalvin let out a sigh once he gave the order, before spitting a brutal taunt “If you think 
killing my Men will do anything you are sorely mistaken, you’re just biding time.” 


His burning feet marched back toward the body of the soldier now, the unit followed him, 
spinning the muddy lights of their rifles across the ever-growing flames. 
Rolling over to the near edge of the park, to the bench where | had last seen Bailey, 


| crouched up gripping the hot steel of my gun while watching my infernal targets pass by 
where | once was. 


The sudden beating of blades fighting against rough wind descended again. 

The U.S. helicopter still hovered above the park, a large searchlight attached to the front 
of it which it motioned around the area with each pass of the park it made. 

The light would’ve nearly hit me if a welcoming hand hadn’t guided me down. 

“Glad to see you're still alive,” Z whispered, silently unsheathing her katana. 

“You got a plan?” | quietly asked, slithering across the ground with her to where a burning 
mound of corpses now rested “Same as you, | figured. Make them pay for all this 
suffering.” The searchlight passed, giving Z and | the cue to spring into action, | slammed 
my gun into a soldier’s neck, pulling the trigger as silently as possible while Z impaled the 
other straight through their body armor. We both plopped the bodies down as well as 
ourselves, moving closer and closer to Yalvin, as we picked off his men one by one. 


Once Z had disposed of her fourth soldier, | spied something odd. 

The tiny heat unit on Z’s dive suit was smoking more than the rest of the park. 

| held myself against the wet grassy earth in fear as the unit suddenly exploded like a 
firecracker alerting Yalvin and the unit of four that now surrounded him. 

Another explosion followed, this time from the firepit Colton was standing by with his 
family, Yalvin spun over to behold Colton launching up with his sniper locked into his arms 
“You... YOU DID THIS.” 


“Ah, Colton Ansaldo was it? I’m sorry you had to be dragged into all of this.” 


Colton huffed, moving his eye into the sights of the sniper 
“You're... sorry? YOU KILLED MY FAMILY! I have nothing left now, nothing... 
but the wrath of God.” 


“Heh. Funny, that’s all | have left to.” Yalvin’s passiveness ripped Colton apart as he wildly 
fired his sniper, the bullets collapsing into ash before they even hit the ground, Yalvin 
shook his head as he gave the order “Shoot him.” The following bulletstorm chopped 
Colton like a meat grinder. His head splattered against a falling tree as his torso and arms 
were shredded into thin fragments of meat along with his legs although those pieces were 
larger and much, much bloodier. “Guess the wrath of my God was stronger.” he scoffed 


A screeching mechanical sound struck the air. My eyes rocketed from Colton’s desecrated 
remains to Z ripping the radio earpiece out of her head while the lights of the rifles 
assaulted her. | hopped to my feet firing on two of the soldiers before slamming into the 
one closest to Yalvin “There you are.” his fists clenched, erupting in hellfire as | killed the 
soldier beneath me. Z grappled over to my position, leaping in to strike Yalvin with her 
sword, the fire shifted around him blocking her attack as he reached out to hit me. 

| rolled onto the ground again, sticking myself up to fire ineffective shots once | had arrived 
at a safe distance. Z slashed at Yalvin again, he ducked with little effort, still focusing on 
me he drew forth a wave of roaring flame, singeing my right hand and leg as | twisted out 
of the way of the attack. 


The metal of my handgun had become infected with violating heat forcing my fingers 
loose of the rough handle. | was completely out of order. My head pounded with aimless 
adrenaline and frightened anxiety. Part of me felt that Yalvin was invincible. How could 

| possibly kill him when he had already led me down this winding road of death? 

How can a pawn possibly smite a king? 


The helicopter made another pass over the park, unloading its machine gun once the 
searchlight spotted us. Yalvin stood still and stoic while the hot lead poured into the hellish 
inferno of the park like a brutal rain. “I was always meant to win.” 


Z and | didn’t even get the chance to run before the helicopter was lifted out of the sky 
along with the buildings surrounding the park. | gazed up at the sky as it exploded into a 
purple hue, revealing a circular formation of women in purple jumpsuits spinning in the air 
thousands of miles above us, there was no doubt in my mind that Bailey was among them. 
It was Vegas all over again, but this time the scale was massive. 

| shuddered at the thought of a dozen Psychics exerting their power over the entire world, 
the entire universe, but Yalvin... 


Yalvin was overcome with nothing but awe and disbelief. 

“He played me? He used me?” 

He dropped down to his knees “This was his plan all along. He didn’t care about this war, 
this world, America. It all means nothing to him. Everything...” 

He choked on his own words now, it was the most human thing | had ever seen him do 


“Everything meant nothing to him.” 


| gained my bearings, lifting a rifle from the scorching earth before shuffling over to Yalvin 
as he continued speaking. 


“I see now, this is God’s wrath. We’re all beneath him. 

How did | not see that we’re all beneath him? 

We can’t possibly comprehend him, so how can we love him? 

We're different from him, so we must be sinners.” 

| lifted the rifle against Yalvin’s now extinguished head while he delivered his final words. 
“| have sinned. | sinned the moment my flesh came to life.” 


| pulled the trigger. 


Yalvin’s lifeless body collapsed upon the inferno he lit, his corpse refused to become one 
with the ash. 


“QO?” 


Z turned to me as | dropped the gun. 


| expected to feel relieved. 

| expected to be at peace. 

The one responsible for all my recent suffering was gone. 

My dark architect had finally been cut out from my life. 

He would never hurt anyone ever again. 

When | stared at his corpse though all | could see was my Father, my Mother, and myself. 
| had orphaned Spark, regardless of how cruel he was Yalvin was still her Father. 

Just like Goldface was still mine. 

| wanted to feel relieved. 

| wanted to be at peace. 


But all | felt was the growing void inside of me. 


“| envy you O, you've had a hard life, but you’re so full of energy and potential. 
To be young and free is a wonderfully horrifying thing.” 


This isn’t what you meant Colton. 

This isn’t what | was made for. 

“It's over Z.” 

| shifted over to my sister, doing my best to hold back my emotions. 
“He won. 

He won.” 


A rift cut open the shining violet sky in the center of the Mindguns formation. 
| recognized the shape of what came through immediately. 


The Krytall fleet had arrived. 


The first ship hovered over the park sending down a wave of blue light into the fire, 
consuming us in the waves of never-ending light. 


Recording 22 


(Rachel) “What’s going on?” Z’s camera went dark as the monitors in the room all 
switched over to display the sky over London. Calvin rested his body against the largest of 
the screens in the room, loosening his grip on the glasses as he did so. 

“This is it, Rachel... This is what the Krytall were planning all along.” 

He slumped down to the ground weakly, various troopers rushed over to him while most 
stayed behind. | was the first one at his side “Don’t bother...” 

His voice strained “I never imagined it ending like this... but it's an ending nonetheless.” 
The cancer had overtaken him. | rested my right hand on his shoulder “I’m here, Calvin.” 

| couldn't think of anything else to say, | fragilely repeated the words again “I’m here.” 


“| wish Anthony was...” | turned my head down at the comment “Yeah, | wish he was too.” 
His hand finally let go of the glasses, | caught them in mine as he nudged out a last 
request “Protect them with your life. Protect them all... with your life.” 


| couldn’t help but think back to Ben. 

All those years of helping people, the charade turned into a purpose and soon became an 
inextinguishable passion. He was so different from everyone around him but could still see 
the fragility of life. Calvin was nearly a complete opposite of him. 

He was so incredibly human it was almost disturbing. 

He fought out of love and heartache, a Father who didn’t know how to raise his son. 

Ben appeared to know how to take care of me the instant my parents died. 

Something about it is comical, really. The fact that you can care for someone your blood 
doesn’t bind you to, but maybe we’re all binded in a way... 


Chained to walk this delicate plane... 

Forced to dwell alone in our bodies and minds step after hurtful step... 
Trying to find some light to guide us... 

When all we really need is someone to walk beside... 


| could’ve walked a thousand miles with Z. My heart soared at the thought of her. 
Calvin reminded me of her in a way, both of them were so dedicated and open. 

If | died would Z have taken up arms like Calvin did? He had found someone to walk 
beside years ago but when that person was replaced he never recovered, he fell, and 
Anthony never even bothered to move. 


Calvin drew his final breath as | rested the glasses in my shirt pocket. The screen behind 
us focused in on the circular halo-like formation of the figures in the purple sky, Calvin 
gazed at it as he exhaled his final words, for him, and for her “See you soon Psych... 

or should | finally call you by your true name? Bailey...” 


Recording 23 


(Anthony) | felt my Father die miles away. 
His mind went blank as his heart stopped beating. 


Colton had gone just a few minutes before. 
His last thoughts didn’t dwell on his family but on Yalvin. 


Who died shortly after. 


My body rested in a small cave that the ocean’s tide continuously drifted into. 

Caressing my damp flesh, just like Spark did. | didn’t want anything to touch me, 

| shook at the feeling of it. Why did something so small make me feel something so big? 
| didn’t want to feel anything anymore. Happiness and sadness all just blurred together. 
Nothing should touch me, nothing should speak to me, no more foreign thoughts should 
violate my mind, no fingers assault my skin, no voice pierce my ears. It all just hurt now. 
The endless feeling that never ended. Why couldn't | just be left alone? 

Why couldn’t | breathe my own air in my own world? 


All these people around me. 

And not a single one can understand me. 

It made me truly alone. 

Truly alien. 

The worst part was that | couldn’t express it without my precious cathartic violence. 
Hurting others and myself was all | knew how to do. 


What is a scream, a smile, a frown compared to a knife or a gun? 


| only hurt those around me, | can’t be with those around me, 
| can’t properly interact with those around me so why don’t they just leave me alone? 


It was because they hated me. 


They hated me because my mind wasn’t like theirs, 

so elegant and structured, 

so ordered and peaceful, 

so easy to keep and maintain, 

able to speak and breathe and feel and live without a care in the world. 


And so they berated me... 


“You're an insecure jackass with low self-esteem, who tries to make enemies with 
everyone because you don’t feel worthy of an emotional connection. Am | right?” 


“| loved your mother, she was the most important thing in my damn life! 
If you think you can crap on her legacy you don’t deserve to wear those glasses!” 


“You kept with it though, you kept killing. It's a drug! It's your drug. You love the thrill of 
pulling that trigger of having power over your fellow man, and whether you admit it or not 
you like the screaming too. You're a psychopath, a relentless warrior obsessed with 
slaughter. You don’t care about other people, you hate them all, just like your old man.” 


“This charade won't last Anthony how much of you is really human!? You don’t think like 
them! Your mind is so different! It's your identity, your behavior, you aren’t normal, you 
never will be!” 


“Krytall attack huh? | guess that’s why the Director thought we needed a Krytall freak of 
our own on this one.” 


“| still find it hard to believe that after all you’ve done, you think you can just slap on a 
Kevlar vest with a flag on it and go around pretending you’ve changed. You're just doing 
what you’ve always done except now you think it's for some just cause.” 


“Wait, that Assassin guy? | thought he and his hacker friend were both just mental or 
something.” 


“| don’t remember you being this hesitant before, you never hesitated while killing, 
even when | would’ve. You know what | think? | think you’re scared.” 


“We can play at a normal life all we want, but people like us... 

We don’t have happy endings. 

We don’t leave behind families and brick houses, no. 

All we leave behind is blood.” 

“You'll throw it all away, for what, for him? For 0?” 

“You're defending him, after all of this, and you’re defending him. You aren’t a person, 
you’re just a gun to be fired, a pawn in someone else’s game, so tell me 

WHY THE HELL DO YOU CARE SO DAMN MUCH!” 

“WELL MAYBE | DON’T NEED YOU ANYMORE!” 


“YOU FUCKING ALIEN FREAK! | ALWAYS KNEW YOU WERE NUTS! THEY SHOULD 
HAVE STUCK YOU IN THE FUCKING LOONY BIN!” 


“He’s like a child. He can’t see anything outside of himself.” 


“| want you to know that you’re not alone.” 
“You were reckless back there, | thought | taught you better than that.” 
“| never want to see your face ever again.” 


“DAMN IT ANTHONY OPEN YOUR MOUTH! TALK TO ME! DEFEND YOURSELF! 

DO SOMETHING TO ME! ANYTHING! YOU’RE JUST SITTING THERE LIKE A STONE! 
WHAT IS YOUR BLOODY PROBLEM!? YOU’RE THE ONE WHO LEFT ME YOU 
SHOULD AT LEAST HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT IT!” 


“| know what this is now. It’s not poetic or ironic, it’s pathetic. Just like you.” 
“Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” 
“Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” “Just like you.” 


Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 
Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 
Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 
Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 
Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 
Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic Pathetic 


That’s all | was and all | ever would be. 


As long as | existed Pathetic was all | ever would be. 

There wasn’t even a reason for me to exist. | didn’t ask to be born. 

| didn’t ask to live like this and have my mind like this. 

| was just a burden to everyone and to the very world around me. 

I’ve spent my entire life pretending to be as normal as possible but every little mistake 
| make shatters the mask piece by fragile piece until it all slipped away. 

It was so easy for everyone around me to live a normal life, a human life. 

| never even felt human, | don’t think | ever even felt alive... 


| feel like | would never be... 

Unless | did something about it. 

Unless | showed them all how much hurt and pain | felt every fleeting second day after 
excruciating day. If | was just a killer why shouldn't | just kill everything and everyone? 
If | was different, why not make everyone the same? 


Why shouldn’t | lash out at this cruel unjust world the same way it lashed at me? 


For the first time in my life. 


| finally know what | want to do. 

| want to drive a hole through this planet, | want to hurt it back for what it did to me. 
| want the pain to end. | want to have something and someone | can call my own. 
| want to be happy. 

But | can only be happy if this all goes away. 

No one understands me. 

No one feels the way | do. 

They would be better off without me and | would be better off without them. 

| should die. 

They should die. 

Everything should die. 


It should all just go away. 


All the crushing weight of reality should melt away into something new and perfect and 
painless. 


Nothing will touch me. 

Nothing will scar me. 

Because that’s all there will be, all there should be... 
Nothing. 

The High lord’s offer was irresistible... 

and | had finally reached my decision. 


This world must die. 


Recording 23.5 
(Benevolent) “We shouldn't be the ones deciding who lives and who dies.” 


“Why not?” | replied to Bailey. She was being strange again. Her eyes held on the horizon 
of Reganous through her intricate blue glasses, the marvelous design distracting from her 
disturbed eyes. The planet was being gloriously atomized and neurologically extracted, 
the fuel of our people would motivate our quest for a unified, peaceful reality free of all 
pain. It was the most meaningful goal of all, Bailey’s hesitancy to achieve such a 
wonderful thing was demented. 

Still, | sought understanding as she spoke in her monotone voice that, although flat, was 
filled with words of passion “Living things deserve to run at their own speed. To interfere 
like this is...” 


“Necessary?” 


“Grotesque, Benevolent. It’s grotesque. These people didn’t even know that there was 
anything outside of their planet a few hours ago, now look at them!” She swung her arm 
out to the ships in the distance, firing off their gravity destabilizers as the Transports 
teleported those running for some false sense of safety onboard our fleet above their city. 
“Death is just the absence of life Bailey. These beings are here taking up space until 
their atoms are returned and recycled. Life...” 

| struggled to find my next words, tugging at my cape as | bit my tongue 

“Life is meaningless.” 


“So you see no change then? 
You just view them as here and then gone, nothing in between.” 


| sighed, Bailey was becoming more and more difficult to answer with age 

“ve already lived a million years, in that time the High lord and | have watched stars burn 
out, planets form anew, solar systems be birthed from spare radiation, and entire galaxies 
fade away to begin the cycle of rebirth all over again. 

These people as you call them are gone in the blink of an eye. 

There’s no point in caring for them.” 


“Maybe you're right.” Bailey tangled her Scarf in her hands as she resumed a monologue 
she seemed to have memorized “But for one brief fleeting second they carried the burden 
of life in their minds, the way they chose to live and contribute to their society was theirs 
and theirs alone. In an ever-spanning seemingly eternal plain of reality, doesn’t that mean 
something? That there was someone out there with views and experiences all their own? 
Don’t you want to cherish that? Savor that? Maybe even defend it? Death is the absence 
of life, sure, but what will you have in four billion years, Benevolent? 

The Krytall? The High lord? Me? No. You'll only have yourself. 

So what makes you special, Benevolent? 

What makes you bleed?” 


| continued to hover above the frail ground, unsure how to respond. 

| had lived longer than most ever will, but what had | experienced? 

What hardships had | endured? 

What friendships and heartache did | carry inside my heart? 

Had | ever even lived at all? “The High lord will create a reality where no one ever bleeds. 
Only peace will remain. A life full of pain is no life at all Bailey, you need to learn that.” 


“One must know pain to know happiness, Benevolent.” 

Mr.Night had stepped out from behind the shadows to give his own thoughts on our 
matter. His mechanical frame not too dissimilar from my own spun as he spoke again 

“| side with the High lord, but it is a losing battle. The fact that | choose to serve him of my 
own accord is heresy to his very mission but I’m aware we seek the same thing for very 
different reasons.” 


My arms crossed as the gravity destabilizers in the distance blew my dark cape to the 
wind “And what is your reason, Mr.Night?” 


“The same as yours | imagine.” 

| could feel my endoskeleton crawl as he spoke, my artificial skin shivered as well. 

| wasn’t like any of the other Krytall and neither was Night, we were both male and both 
mechanical. Even though we were similar | still felt uncomfortable in his presence. 

He was an unsanctioned abomination, a plight on the great canvas of the process. 

He had no right to walk alongside us... 

Is that how everyone saw me too? 


Did they hold the same prejudice | held for Mr.Night? 
Perhaps | was just projecting myself... 


*Subject Benevolent, return to the control ship Psychic Six 
and the containment unit, the extraction is almost compiete.* 


*Yes my lord right away.* 


Bailey gazed at me once more as Mr.Night moved toward her 

“Why don’t you want to live, Benevolent?” | scoffed at the question while preparing to take 
off from the rough cobble ground infesting the planet “You said I’d only have myself when 
| die, Bailey. That’s not true. Cause I'll have you two. 

Even if you leave, I'll remember you. Because you two were my friends.” 

The pair was taken aback by my comment, | broke a smile at their disbelief 

“We are friends right?” Bailey took flight with Mr.Night beside her. 

The pair soon joined me in the sky. “Yeah, Benevolent, we’re friends.” 


“That’s good to know, even if you two are my only friends. Well, you and the High...” 
Bailey interjected faster than | could finish 
“Don’t say his name. He doesn’t care about you, but you'll find people who do. 


You'll inspire more people than you'll ever know, especially when they see your true self. 
Just don’t give up, Benevolent, never give up.” 


Recording 24 


(Ben) *Give up Subject Benevolent. You know i've already won.* Ever since my 
awakening the High lord infested my mind like an inescapable plague. Even after | had 
rescued all the survivors | could from the sinking carrier he insisted on taunting me. 
*tock at the sky Subject Benevsient, tell me this is not a sign of triumph 
for our people. These humans you love so much will be completely 
destroyed in the coming hours and you along with them that is unless... 
you would like to rejoin us?* 


*I’d rather die than turn my back on humanity. I’ve been in your league before and I'm sure 
as hell not in a rush to play in your little game again.* | made sure to give the response 
when | was alone by the shipwreck, even though he couldn’t see me through his mental 
projection, | wanted to keep any mention of the High lord, mental or otherwise, 

as far away from everyone else as possible. 

| figured | could at least stall for time, the fact that he was speaking with me Psychically 
meant that he was somewhere else and it was only a matter of time until he would have to 
divide his attention again, that would be when | would act. 

*Just because you manipulated Anthony doesn’t mean you'll win me back.* 


*tdon’tintend to. However, you must realize that in my securement of him, 
thave gathered all the tools i require.* 


*You don't have the glasses.* 


The last cool breeze rolled in like the chuckle of a dead man as it too was swallowed into 
the sky by the miniature black hole the Mindguns had crafted. 


*Turn to the sky of this doomed world once more, Subject Benevolent. 
Anthony will lead me to the singularity glasses and my feet will procure 
them no matter the scbstacle.* 


Sure enough, the Krytall fleet had arrived. The last combat ship was just now making its 
way through the black hole in the distance. There were eight ships on the horizon, each 
one the size of a sports stadium, each one as organized and deadly as the previous fleet 
that devastated Earth one year ago. | could feel the High lord loading up another attempt 
to provoke me as | shot back at his previous jab “You don’t seem to understand what I’m 
trying to say, so let me make it clear to you. If you want to destroy this planet you’re going 
to have to go through me.” 


*That can be arranged, Subject Benevsient.* 

Subject Benevolent, | tightened at the label. 

| had a new name, a new home, a new life. 

| was no mere subject anymore. 

| am not the boy who emerged from that vat cold and naked, millennia ago. 


| had found a reason to be. 

The human race is fragile, young, naive, conflicted, and inexperienced. 

They are also caring, loving, emotional, diverse, and complex people that 

| would give my life to defend. 

Humanity and the Earth it dwells on is worth protecting.| feel like | was finally beginning to 
understand what Psych had said all those centuries ago. 

Every life is worthy of love and protection, no matter how small and no matter how much 
| suffered for it. | felt the High lord exit my mind, no doubt being called away by some 
malevolent task. My face attempted to smile but the rough metal of my body only 
stretched out to the right half of my face, my only piece of artificial skin yet to be torn 
asunder from my being. 

My audio receptors suddenly whirred at the sound of Spark calling me back to shore. 


(Spark) “Hey, Ben!” The damn tourniquet our last medic had patched up my left arm 
wound with was still gushing blood like a running faucet as | called out. 


(Ben) | landed at the small campground the survivors of the Azrael and | had set up shortly 
after the ship’s destruction. As | touched down I'll admit | was more than | little surprised 
that | wasn’t immediately greeted by a swarm of rifles trained on me, instead, 

| was acknowledged by the few unscathed soldiers with nods of respect and even a 
handful of salutes. | returned the sentiments as | walked over to Spark who remained 
fixated on her bloodied tourniquet while a man next to her tinkered with a small radio 
earpiece. 


(Spark) “Anthony left this behind.” 

| tried to explain as | fought through the pain of my wounds. 

“We're hoping we can get some intel from it, maybe... trace it or something.” 

The blood had finished draining from my open flesh but even now | could feel that the pain 
was just beginning. | cursed Anthony one more time until opening my mouth again to take 
my mind off the agony “Sorry I... | had something else to tell you...” 

The Technician working on the earpiece leaned over to me as he reminded me of 

“The attack not far from here. | nearly forgot. The centralized British forces were attacked, 
it didn’t look like they were trying to kill anyone or even damage anything but that could 
also be because of how quickly they withdrew when... well... when all this went down.” 
even speaking couldn’t free me of my aching. 

| latched my right hand on the tourniquet all while the throbbing stabbing of my muscles 
screamed at me to just lay down and die. 


(Ben) “Do you want me to look for them?” 
(Spark) “Who? Anthony?” 
(Ben) “The attackers.” 


(Spark) The pain of my wounds stung me once more. | wasn’t sure what to say to Ben. 
How was | supposed to be commanding these men in a state like this? 


My Father had abandoned me, and Anthony had done the same. They all hated me. 

No matter where | went or what | did | never seemed to be good enough. All | did was fail. 
Fail my country, fail the people | cared about, fail the people | served, and fail myself. 
Was there any point to it all anymore? Or was | just fighting for my own selfish survival? 
This battle, this war | fought had no end. | never wanted a normal life. 

| don’t think | can even tell you what a normal life looks like. 

The idea of dedicating myself to a cause, to some higher ideal was all that had driven me 
and kept me alive for as long as | can remember. | thought service would make me happy 
but now | was starting to doubt that. I’ve only had those same doubts once in my life. 

It was the day my Mother died. 


The day | had been sitting in her lap without a care in the world one second and the next 
| was feeling the full force of our plane drop from forty-two thousand feet straight into the 
deep blue ocean. | couldn't even tell what was happening as the water began filling the 
plane. | begged for my Mother to follow us as my Father snatched me away and launched 
into one of the life rafts all while | pressured him to take Mom with us. Years later when 

| could finally comprehend the nature of death my dreams became littered with her head 
slammed into the seat in front of us, completely cracked in half and leaking out a dark 
flourishing red tangled in chunks of pink brain matter mixed along her brown skin. 

| wanted to bite back at my younger self after that. Tell her that no matter how much 

| wanted her, my Mother was dead. Crying and begging wasn’t going to bring her back, 
nothing could, not even fighting under a flag. 


The radio earpiece whirred to life as my pain let up for a brief moment. 
(Rachel) “Hello? Can anyone read me?” 
(Ben) | snatched the radio into my audio receptors the instant | heard her voice “Rachel?” 


(Rachel) “Ben?” My fingers trembled over the microphone. | was still reeling from watching 
all the events that transpired over Z’s body camera but the shock and joy of hearing Ben’s 
voice again, the fact that he was alive alone was enough to reinvigorate me 

“BEN! You're alive! | have so much to tell you! You have no idea!” 


(Ben) | may have had to adjust the volume on my audio receptors but there was no part of 
me that wasn’t beyond thrilled to hear Rachel once more. 
“| can’t wait to hear all about it, Rachel but we have a bit of a situation right now...” 


(Rachel) “You mean how Anthony’s sided with the Krytall and is working with Yalvin’s 
Mindguns to open a portal over the center of London?” 


(Ben) “Wow, that was a...” 

| looked back at the fleet slowly moving over the scorched city, the Black hole the 
Mindguns created finally closed as | focused back on the radio 

“Lucky guess.” 


(Rachel) | figured | had some quick explaining to do. 
“lve been working with Exo. We were running a mission to extract a group of refugees 
from the warzone when everything went down.” 


(Ben) Exo, that explained Anthony’s presence and the attack on the British forces then. 
Exo’s involvement also meant that we just might have a fighting chance against the 
Krytall. | had to speak to Calvin, we needed to come up with a plan to fight this and he 
was the only human other than Yalvin who had extensively studied the Krytall 

“Is Calvin with you? | need to speak to him.” Rachel gave a deep breath over the radio 
followed by a dreadful silence. 


(Rachel) “Ben... I’m sorry, Calvin... He got cancer while he was in prison. 
He passed just a few minutes ago.” 
Ben was unresponsive for a minute that felt like an eternity. 


(Ben) “He...” | started the sentence but how could | possibly have finished it? 

How can you possibly put a relationship that complex into words? 

Not even the longest books can fully contain a single life. 

All | could do was try my best to put my feelings into place “He wasn’t the best man in the 
world, but I’ll miss him and I’m sure | won’t be alone in that.” 

The sentence was good enough for the time being. 


(Rachel) | held on Ben’s previous comment as | asked the question 
| should have opened with “So how are we going to stop this thing?” 


(Ben) “The glasses. Do you have Anthony’s glasses?” 


(Rachel) My eyes drifted to the blue-framed clump with a microphone and duct tape 
resting on the control panel in front of me “Yeah, | have them. Why?” 


(Ben) “It’s a long story, essentially if they’re charged with intense Neural energy by the 
Psychics they'll collect all the atoms of our reality into a cosmic singularity that will create 
a second big bang.” 


(Rachel) | had picked up the glasses as Ben spoke 
and dropped them as soon as he finished 


“AND THEY WERE JUST SITTING ON ANTHONY’S HEAD THIS WHOLE TIME!” 


(Ben) | adjusted my auditory volume again at the sound of Rachel’s nearly comically 
overreaction responding with a deadpan “Yes.” 


(Rachel) “Ok, sure | guess it’s completely normal for someone to walk around with a 
universal superweapon on their face.” Say whatever happened to our Sarcasm sign? 


(Spark) | don’t know, | guess Anthony took it down. 


(Ben) Speaking of Anthony we had a talk about him a while back, right? 
(Spark) Yeah, we did. 

(Ben) How'd that end? 

(Anthony) It went fine. 

(Rachel) It went fine didn’t it? 

(Anthony) You should get back on topic. 

(Spark) We should get back on topic. 

(Ben) You're right. | laughed at Rachel’s remark before instructing her to... 


(Anthony) | know none of you even know I’m here, but | want you to realize that everything 
I’m doing is for your own good. 


(Ben) “Protect those glasses with your life. 
No matter what happens we can’t let the Psychics get to them.” 


(Rachel) “You don’t have to tell me twice.” 

| dropped the glasses into my shirt pocket, as a plan formed in my head 
“lll call the team | have in the U.K. They'll tell you how to get over here. 
Where are you right now?” 


(Ben) “I’m at Canvey Island where the U.S.S Azarel was stationed, with Spark. 
Where are you?” 


(Rachel) Simply hearing Spark’s name was enough to drag Yalvin into my head, 
his fresh corpse slotted its way into my consciousness and weighed on me until | couldn’t 
possibly bear to lift it anymore “Ben... there’s probably something you should tell Spark.” 


(Spark) | had remained still ever since Ben had shoved the radio in his ear. 

| hadn't fully been paying attention to what he was saying to Rachel when he turned over 
to me and took out the earpiece. The flat metal part of his face was impossible to read, 
but the small sliver of skin that still laid over his eye and mouth told me enough. 

| sliced out a question to prolong the pain of the news “It’s about my Dad isn’t it?” 


(Ben) “He’s... He’s gone Spark I’m sorry. O killed him.” My eyes couldn’t watch Spark 
anymore as she latched onto her tourniquet, mumbling in agony. 


(Spark) “Damnit, Damnit...” 
| couldn’t expel any other word. Not a single part of me knew how to feel. 


My mouth wouldn’t express my thoughts, my eyes refused to draw tears, and my arms 
were incapable of covering my face. That indescribable inescapable feeling of emptiness 
consumed me just like it had done when | watched my Mother die. 

It was even more intense this time. 

| had fought for the U.S. with my Father but all he wanted was to justify his worship of evil. 
Why had | ever taken up arms in the first place? 

Why did | agree to follow the path of a madman? Was there no other way? 

He raised me so of course | should have obeyed him! 

| would be nothing without him! RIGHT?! Was | right? 

It didn’t feel like it... 


| feel like it should have been me. 
| should have been the one to kill him. 


But he wouldn't even let me have that. He just had to target O. 

He just had to have his vengeance against the son of his past enemy. 

He still lived in that time when he discovered the darkness of the world. 

He never stopped staring into the abyss and after Mom died he returned to live in it. 
What was it with all these people around me trying to relive their past mistakes? 

Did they want some sort of redemption? Did they want to fix what they regretted? 

| never wanted to visit my past, | wanted to run into the future as fast as | could. 

| wanted to live. Why did everyone around me want to escape from life? 

What was so frightening about the world that would make someone want to destroy it? 


Then | felt the wounds Anthony inflicted on me pierce my nerves one last time and 
everything became suddenly clear. | took my hand off the tourniquet and pounded my fist 


into the snow 


“Damnit.” 


Recording 25 


(O) “Damnit O, Wake up!” Z’s hands shake me awake, my eyes haze over the dark walls 
around us as | drift back into consciousness. “About time, | thought | was going to have to 
stab you awake or something.”! ignore Z’s joke, focusing on rubbing my eyes instead. 

| can’t tell where we are. All | remember was killing Yalvin and then being engulfed by the 
bright light of “A Krytall ship? Are we on a Krytall ship?” Z stands up moving away from my 
side, questioning me while examining the room around us “You'd be the one to know. 

You were on one of these before right? In Vegas?” 

My eyes finally adjusted to the waking world in order to scan my surroundings. 

The room did feel familiar but | couldn’t quite recall a time when | was ever in it. 

Then it came back to me 

“The teleporter.” 


“What?” 


The ground below us glowed with a slight blue light which slowly faded into a roaring 
purple. “Z, RUN!” | rushed over to her but | was too late. In a flash of light, a figure ina 
cloak appeared, surrounded by Bailey and the rest of the MIndguns. 


“Mello. You two must be 0 and Z.” 


His voice was horrific, the mere vibrations of it chilled my skin just as the cold air had done 
not too long ago. The Mindguns flew up and away into various compartments of the ship 
as the cloaked figure stood still with Bailey at his side. 

Z drew her sword barking “Who the hell are you?” 


“1 am the High lord of the Xrytail.” 

So this was the High lord. The leader of the Krytall. The man who had assigned Bailey to 
protect me for whatever reason. Even his presence struck me as a crime against nature. 
Every fiber of my being screamed at me to run for cover as | looked into his inhuman black 
eyes, hidden under his hood. “thave an offer for the both of you.” 


| attempted to reach for my gun only to grasp air, in the heat of my fear | forgot | had 
dropped it at the park, however, the threat was still felt. Bailey gripped my right hand, 
twisting it until my fingers broke *Listen to him, please. 

| don’t want to hurt you any more than | have to.* 

The floor glowed again bringing forth a squadron of Transports this time. Each one wore 
the same armor and carried the same weapons that were used one year ago. 

Bailey let go of my arm once they appeared. She twirled her wool scarf in her fingers 
visibly trying to carve into it almost like she was searching for some manner of escape 
from the position she now found herself in. “Are you ok?” 

Z asked me empathetically before scolding Bailey “Don’t touch him again! And you, tall, 
dark, and ugly, whatever your offer is, the answer’s no.” 


“You haven't even heard it yet. ican grant everything the two of you desire. 
iknow your lives have been hard and that neither of you are fully satisfied 
with them.” 


“You don’t know shit.” Z spoke up for both of us, | did the same “Who are you to say we 
aren’t happy anyway? You don’t seem all that fulfilled living the way you are.” 


The High lord vocally cut back at my remark 

“You would be correct, but icarry out my mission in the hope that i may one 
day watch the sunset on a perfect world. One absent of any pain or hardship 
for living things. Then and only then will ibe fulfilled. 

Only then willibe happy.” 


| snapped my fingers back into place as the air cooled around us. 
“And how will you do that?” 


“By unifying a divided reality. i will create a singularity composed of all the 
atoms in existence, then i'll use these materials I’ve gathered to create a 
realm of life without Haw.” 


“So you want to kill us?” Z raised her sword defensively as the Transports began to aim 
their weapons at us. 


“i you consider Death the absence of life, then yes, but iseek more than 
simple emptiness. i want indifference. 

Your minds will be one with all life in all of existence. 

Your Neurons, your consciousness will be one with everyone else. 

The pain of the self will be melted away. Freewill will cease to be, your body 
will no longer ache or stab at you, there will be no need to speak or fear 
miscommunication because there will be no need ts communicate. 

You'll be normal. You'll be just like everyone else. Don't you want that? 
Bon't either of you miss the simpler times? 

Your parents? Anthony? Akio?” 


Z and | looked to each other, as our eyes met we knew we had both decided our answer. 
Bailey sensed it too, her fingers let go of her wool scarf choosing to step back from the 
chaos about to unfold *I’m sorry Bailey.* | thought as | grabbed her by her scarf providing 
enough of a distraction for Z to strike the Transport closest to us. Tossing me their rifle 
once she had pulled her sword from the Transport's hollow armored corpse. 

| snatched the weapon out of the air, freeing Bailey from my grasp before hastily aiming 
straight at the High lord’s cloaked head.My finger slammed on the trigger fighting through 
the agony of being broken a mere few minutes ago. | could care less about being in Pain if 
it meant I’d be able to live to fight another day but in order to do that | would have to clear 
the obstacle of the High lord from my path. 

“i'm afraid it won't be that easy, child.” 


It wasn’t until he spoke that | realized what had happened. The laser had passed through 
the High lord like he was just some sort of ghost or projection. 

My body trembled at the shock of not being able to bring such a simple action into reality. 
In my pure dismay, | hadn’t even noticed the Transport that had teleported through the 
High lord’s body until they tackled me to the floor. 

| hung onto the rifle using it to wrestle with the Transport on top of my body who frantically 
cut at my skin with a burning violet dagger. The blade violated my forehead, which had 
already been damaged enough in Paris, the blood flooded down into my left eye and 
would have continued to drench my body had | not miraculously caught the dagger 
between the rifle’s trigger. Tugging at the stock of the rifle a searing laser pulsed through 
its foreign metal firing into a Transport Z was dueling. | then pounded the blunt end of the 
stock into my attacker’s helmet, shattering it so | could view their scarred face as | threw 
them off me and fired a laser into their soulless eye. 

Z rejoined me in the center of the room while | regained my bearings. 

My eyes flashed to spot Bailey and the High lord hovering above the room in order to 
watch what they undoubtedly assumed would be our demise. 

“it's as if you two go cut of your way to be miserable.” 

| turned back to my sister, we shared a smile as we readied our respective weapons. 
“You’re wrong again, asshole...” | finished my sister's sentence 

“We've never been happier.” 


It was true. We had made amends with our tortured pasts and Z had found love in Rachel, 
while | had finally struck out from Anthony and was ready to find a purpose of my own. 
There was no place | would rather be than fighting by my sister’s side. 

| had all the reason in the universe to fight and to live to see tomorrow. 

| may not always be happy but that’s just part of being human and right there in that ship 

| had never felt more human in my life. 


More Transports appeared around us, a whole swarm of them. 

| waved my rifle until | found a suitable target. “You go left, | go right,” 

l instructed Z who huffed in agreement “Sure, | needed the workout today anyway.” 

We broke from each other, speeding off toward our distinctive goals. 

| shot the first Transport | targeted dead only to find one grab me from behind and teleport 
me to the ceiling above the battle. | steadied myself as | entered free fall firing at the 
Transport who had moved me before spinning back to rain fire on those below me. 

| had taken out two when a third latched onto me and teleported us both onto the floor. 
| sprang backward once my feet greeted the solid metal, quickly firing my rifle to kill the 
third Transport while | flung the stock into the stomach of the fourth who was waiting to 
ambush me. They stumbled backward right into Z’s sword. 

“You must be getting slow. | already finished my side.” 


“No one likes a show-off, Z.” 

| joked while shooting the final Transport in the head before Z could remove her sword 
from their body, she gave me a wry look as | did so. 

“What? Don’t pretend like you’ve never seen a hypocrite before.” 


Z pulled her sword out of the body as it hit the ground, laughing 

“Since when did you learn sarcasm?” 

| chuckled, “Since you met Rachel, | guess.” 

Z’s face lit up at the mention of her name while she prepared to sheath her sword 
“| guess she influenced the both of us. God | can’t wait to see her...” 


I’m sure you’ve already figured out what happened next. 


Z’s sword became consumed in a purple hue that stabbed the blade through her chest 
and continued to cut into her flesh until there was nothing left of her lower body. 

The floor smeared into a dark red that covered its once pulsating light. 

Intestines piled up against bones and flesh into an unrecognizable lump of death as the 
sword simply kept spinning leaving only the stained body camera behind. 

| watched on helplessly through it all. 

Her death seemed to last an eternity and it wasn’t until it was all over that | saw her killer. 


“BAILEY!” 

She choked through tears as she descended with the High lord at her side. 

When they both arrived on the floor Bailey collapsed crying like a child she pierced my 
mind for the final time *I said | was sorry. | didn’t want to do it! 

| never wanted to do any of this! He made me! He made me! | wish he never made me!* 
As if sensing her thoughts the High lord kicked Bailey’s side in, instantly staining it with 
blood, she yelped in pain while he scoffed at her.*Pathetic, ¥seless weapon!" 

It was the first emotion | had seen him emit and the only one 

| would ever see from him. “i would have killed her but my strength is limited. i 
used the last of it on that damned boy back at the ship. Now I can only kick 
and squirm, at these whose image and will determine their existence. iam 
nothing without you all now, the least you can dois follow my commands 
without this incessant whining!" Bailey silenced herself. 

Her tears swirled amongst blood like oil spilling in an ocean. 

| didn’t know how to feel. All that surged in me was a sense of disbelief. 


We were happy. 
We were finally happy. 


| was, she was... 

| wanted to cry as much as Bailey wept for her own actions but the only action that came 
through was my grip loosening around the rifle Z had just handed me. 

The rifle touched the floor as it glowed again. 

Was | really going to have to fight without her? 

Would | really be forced to be alone as | once was? 

As | had always felt I’d been? 

The last of my family had died in front of my eyes and all | could do was watch helplessly. 


| had nothing left now except myself, and all | ever had was... 


(Anthony) “Hello, O. I... | didn’t expect to see you here, but I’m glad you came.” 


(O) His voice attempted to be soft but still came across in the same feigned inhuman tone 
he had always carried. 

| withheld the urge to look at him as he floated over to the High lord. 

There wasn’t a single fiber of me that even sought an attempt to greet him. 


(Anthony) “# take it you've accepted my offer?” 
The High lord’s voice was beautiful as always. “Yes. | have. Is there a reason why...” 
Bailey cried out from the floor to my mind *Don’t do it, Anthony. Please don’t let him...* 


*| don’t even know you, stop talking to me.* Her face went dark at my thought while 

| turned back to one of the only two people in the room who mattered in order to gain 
information about the other “Is there a reason why O’s here?” 

*“thad attempted to enlighten him. iknow what he means to you and thoped 
to..." 


“Let me try.” | said, turning to the young boy | had poured my life into all for the sake of 
raising him into the man | never could be. The High lord stuttered “If you insist.” 


| approached O, my feet hovering above the bloodied floor of a lesser being. 

“Hey, buddy.”| said softly, caringly, nuturingly as | always had been with O. “Don’t worry.” 
He wept as | placed my hands on his head and entered his mind 

*Everything’s going to be ok.* 


(O) Anthony broke into my mind digging and clawing deeper and deeper until reaching the 
place | held closer to my heart more than anywhere else in the world. 


(Anthony) *Where are we?* 


(O) *An airport.* 

The plain tile walls and rows of metal benches beckoned me to come sit down with my 
family and wait for the snow to clear. Once it was gone we would go out to a nice 
restaurant just like Dad had promised us then we would place the flowers on Grandpa’s 
grave. We had picked them all out the day before our flight. 

Dad brought Gardenia’s, Mom had lilies, Z insisted on cherry blossoms, 

and | had folded a paper bouquet that made everyone smile when | showed it to them. 
“How clever!” Mom had said to me, on that warm day before we boarded. 

“They aren't real, though.” Z added, not able to understand in the way Dad did, 

who seemed like he had drawn tears behind his helmet “They’re the most beautiful flowers 
of all, dear, because he made them. He made them all on his own.” 


(Anthony) *NO! NO! NO! This isn’t what you want O! This isn’t what you love!* 
The dull tile gave way to the one place that mattered to us. 


Goldface had given it to us as a gift; it was our special home where no one else could 
bother us. The shelves were lined with models of robots and spaceships. 

The cupboards filled to the brim with anime and sci-fi films we would watch together in 
order to escape further into our own secret little world even if it was just for a few hours. 
My weapons were strung in one area and your computers in another. 

Everything was there, everything was ordered, everything was safe! 

Then she came, Spark came and then Rachel and Calvin and they ruined it all! 

It always should have been just the two of us! 

Father and son watching the world go down! 

(O) I’m not your son Anthony and *This place means nothing to me. Not anymore.* 
(Anthony) *Yes it does, O. This is where you're safe.* 

(O) *I don’t want to be* 

(Anthony) *This is where you’re at peace.” 

(O) *I don’t want to be.* 

(Anthony) *This is where you’re happy.” 

(O) *NOT WITH YOU!* 

(Anthony) The shelves shifted into darkness. The left turned to pitch black. 

(O) and the right to pure white. 

(Anthony) The news station from Le Havre was hopeless; it was where | began to fall. 
(O) The news station in Le Havre was potent; it was where | stepped into my own. 
(Anthony) *You changed me O. On that day when | was sent to kill the Golds only to see 
them step out of the hospital with you, a young innocent precious baby who hadn’t done 
anything, you changed me. You made me into what | am.* 

(O) *And for that | will never forgive myself.* 

(Anthony) *DAMNIT O! | LOVE YOU, | NEED YOU!* 

(O) *You don’t love me. You love the idea of me. 

The truth is that you could love anyone else, but you just cling to me because you’re too 
scared of being rejected. You’ve never been in love you're just obsessed with the idea of 
love and yet somehow you don’t even know what love is. You’re dependent on me. 


I’m your pet, you expect me to admire you for simply providing me with shelter. 
Any normal relationship would be too complex for you, too difficult. 


You'd just get hurt. The same way you hurt everyone just be being around them.* 
(Anthony) *I need you...* 

(O) *You’re pathetic, Anthony.* 

(Anthony) He was drifting apart from me once again. 

| lost. No matter what | did | lost. | can’t help but lose him. 

The glass between us was unbreakable. 

(O) *Now can you let me go?* 

(Anthony) Let you go? 

LET YOU GO? 

My hands broke through the glass shattering it as we were dragged back into the horrid 
clutches of reality. | wrapped my fingers around O’s neck, pressing until | could feel the 
blood pulse through his vocal cords as he attempted to scream, | comforted him 

“lam never letting you go.” 

| held you in my arms the day we met, don’t you remember? 

There was no greater feeling I’d ever had than rocking you to sleep in my arms, 

don’t you remember? | promised you, promised your parents, promised myself that no 
matter what | would protect you. | would never let you go. 

We deserve each other. 

We need each other. 

No one understands me like you do. 

| just don’t want to be alone. 

You can understand that can’t you? 

Please tell me you understand. 

If you don’t you will. 

When this is all over you will. 


Trust me. 


| love you, O. 


| love you 

and now you'll be with me forever. 

No one else can take you from me. 

As my hands dig into your skin | can feel myself finally give way. | don’t matter anymore, 
because | have you. We’re together. We’re finally together! The burden is gone! 

It's only one second now but soon it will be forever... 

We'll be one singular being. 

We'll be happy. 


We'll finally be happy. 


“Goodbye O, I'll see you soon.” My child takes his last breath on this tortured Earth finally 
freed from the miserable pains of life | turn to my lord as | ask “Who’s next?” 


(O) ... 

All of us... 

That’s why we can’t remember... 
You kill all of us... 

Oh, my God... 

We're all dead, aren’t we? 
Footsteps* 

Door opens* 


(Anthony) Goodbye O, I'll see you soon. 


Recording 26 


(Rachel) She was gone. 
They both were... 


All it took was a matter of minutes. | had glued myself to the monitor displaying Z’s camera 
feed the instant it flickered back into life. Watching the battle unfold from start to finish was 
the most intense experience | had ever lived through and it’s one | wasn’t even an active 
part in. Come to think of it, all | had done that day was watch by helplessly as the world 
unfolded around me. Maybe that’s my role in this story. 

Perhaps I’ve always just been a spectator to life. The camera spun aimlessly through her 
hapless body until it hit the ground to reveal Bailey as her killer and after that Anthony 
appeared to murder O. Silence lingered throughout the room once it was all over. 

There was nothing | could say and nothing | could do. 


They were gone. 
They were just gone. 


“Ma’am.” 
It was him, the lieutenant | had promoted just before Calvin had died. “Yes?” 
| choked out, holding back tears. 


“We’ve established a perimeter around the base, this is the most secure room in the 
facility so we’ve agreed to keep the glasses in here for now, but there’s something else...” 


“What?” | asked, wondering what other tragedy could have possibly occurred. 
“We don’t have enough guns for everyone.” 


“What do you mean? Calvin accounted for everyone in Exo.” 

The ceiling above the room suddenly roared like some wild animal was flying above it. 

| rushed out at the sound in time to view an entire fleet of British, American, and German 
carriers stacked with all the artillery we could ever possibly need, all manned by survivors 
of the hells of war the carriers held more than half of their nation's respected militaries. 

| gazed in awe as Helicopters and Jets flew overhead docking on the ships of their former 
enemies. Soldiers who once fought against each other now traded ammunition alongside 
our own group. Exo troopers exchanged tactics and stories on how to fight against the 
might of the Krytall while those who once would have labeled them terrorists hung on their 
every word. The forces of humanity had joined together to defend themselves. 

It was one of the most beautiful things | had ever seen. 


The beating blades of a helicopter came down over my head, blowing my hair back 
through the cool air as it landed. | moved over to the landing pad to greet the sliding metal 
door of the chopper which opened to reveal 


(Spark) “Hey, Rachel. Quite the place you have here.” | stepped out of the copter as its 
blades slowed to a halt. My dark skin was taken by the cold air opposing the warm rays of 
the setting sun that had refused to shine just a few hours ago. Even now the sky was 
being consumed by an unholy violet that continued to spread across the world. 

My mind focused on the horizon and the man heading its corruption as Rachel asked me 


(Rachel) “What happened to your arm?” 


(Spark) The question launched me out of my dissociation, sending me kicking and 
screaming into the weight of what was around me. | flexed my hand around the harness 
that now covered the wound where my left arm once resided with a tactile carbon plate. 
| didn’t want to answer, Rachel. | refused to think of anything relating to him but he was 
like an infection that overtook everything inside me. “Anthony...” 

| whispered before nudging on to a different topic “After Ben met with your distraction 
team, we shared your coordinates with our military and they shared it with the Germans. 
| guess war takes a vacation on doomsday, huh?” 


(Rachel) “Yeah, imagine the history books years from now, World War three ended in a 
ceasefire in order to stop a bunch of aliens from getting to a pair of blue glasses.” 

| laughed at the stupidity of our situation along with Spark. 

How could | still joke after everything that had happened? Was | just distracting myself? 
As the laughter faded the tears returned, | desperately shoved them back in for the 
moment long enough to ask Spark “Where is Ben anyway?” 


(Ben) The High lord was absent from my mind as | hovered above the Earth. 

| had no doubt that he was already moving ahead with his plan now. Even flying over the 
chaos of the planet there was no way for me to possibly tell what was occurring in those 
ships of his and flying straight at them would be suicide. 

There was absolutely no reason for me to be in orbit like this. 


Even still | felt like it was important for me to take one last glimpse at this gorgeous planet 
that | had called home for so long. | was sent to destroy this world and now | would 
attempt to be among its saviors once more. 


The irony was exquisite. 


Earth called to me, out of all the nearly infinite planets in the spanning cosmos Earth 
beckoned at my very soul. There was nothing that made it inherently special. 

Plenty of other worlds have life on them, even intelligent life wasn’t hard to come by. 
There were some galaxies that had been fully colonized and organized into fully structured 
societies, and there were also some galaxies that remained fully untouched by any life. 
Between them all was the black inescapable void that was space. 

The abyss of empty black nothingness is the one thing common across all of reality. 

It’s as if living things need emptiness simply to remind them of all the fullness around 
them. 


Some may feel small against the eternal darkness that defines existence and in a sense 
they are, they very much are, but for that one fleeting blink of an eye moment in time they 
were permitted to ponder such questions as they fought the current that beat upon them. 


Perhaps | loved Earth because there was nothing special about it and yet there would only 
ever be one of it. This blue marble beneath me will die soon but it would be the only world 
like it to ever exist. Its lives that dwelled within it, its green fields, dunes of sand, oceans of 
water, mountains of snow, and streets of concrete would all be the only ones that would 
ever exist in tandem with one another. Why would you want to destroy this? 

Why would you wish anything but love upon such a delicate flower? 


I’m not naive, death is inevitable, and | know that day of reckoning hangs over my head 
like the blade of a guillotine every time | so much as draw breath, but why dread or seek 
such a thing? | am here and eventually, Ill be gone. 

Just like this marvelous world, | find myself gazing out on. 

| will live to my fullest and | will protect all the precious lives that | can in what time | have. 


And so | tune my audio processors for the final time in order to listen in on this unspecial 
yet unique planet | love so much. 


They have turned to the sky. 

The sky that has been artificially polluted by the man who can’t behold the beauty 
surrounding him due to all the hatred he is forced to bear for himself. 

Some have called this damnation, as it truly is, while some have denied such prospects 
and carried on with their lives, as they have the right to, some only stare in awe marking 
what they view as a phenomenon, as it very well may be. 

So many individual lives, so many differing experiences and opinions float into my ears. 
It's breathtaking. 


| stretch my thin lanking metal rods which | call arms out across the nothing that consumes 
me | am truly alone in something 


that would never respond to me 

never talk to me 

never touch me 

and yet | would try to do the same. Oh, how | would try... 


| bulleted back down toward Earth, slowing my descent as | reached Exo headquarters. 
My audio processors tuned in time to hear Rachel exclaim “Where is Ben anyway?” 


“Right here.” 


(Rachel) “Ben!” | lunged out hugging his metal skeleton intertwined with his organs and 
nerves that laid caged beneath it. 


(Ben) “It’s good to see you, Rachel.” 
(Rachel) | pulled away from the embrace the instant it was returned. “We need to talk.” 


(Spark) | stepped forward joining the pair 
“Damn right we do, Anthony will be here in just a few hours now we'll have to...” 


(Rachel) “I meant in private.” | tried to say it as politely as possible even though the knot 
inside me stabbed at me with every second that passed. 


(Spark) | hesitated knowing that we would need a plan of defense but recognizing that 
there was a page in this story | hadn’t read. | sighed “Sure... | understand.” 


(Rachel) Part of me knew she didn’t but accepted the gesture regardless. 

Ben and | entered the now dark and empty control room, the only sign of life left being the 
glasses resting on the holographic table. Instinctively | stumbled over to the microphone 
prepared to issue orders until reality hit me again. “Ben... |...” 

The words refused to come through, transforming into tears instead. 


(Ben) | rested my frail alloyed hand on her shoulder as she wept. 
The cold metal that was my body was little comfort to warm fragile flesh but it was all 
| could give, that and my voice “It’s ok. I’m here.” 


(Rachel) “It’s not... IT'S NOT OK!” | pounded the controls, the microphone split in two 
before | slumped to the ground. “I... | was in love, Ben.” 


(Ben) | sat beside her, aware that all | could do was listen. 
(Rachel) “You remember Z, right?” 
(Ben) | nodded. 


(Rachel) “God, she had this amazing smile, her voice mixed with it when she spoke. 

Like you could tell she was smiling even when you could only hear her. Even if she wasn’t 
smiling her voice still fluttered like a songbird, maybe it was that accent of hers. 

Her eyes though. | could have stared into her eyes forever. | wanted to fall into them. 

Fall forever and ever. | know it seems insane since we spent so little time together but 

| had never met anyone like her. She made me see a part of myself | didn’t even know 
was there and now that part has faded, it’s disappeared just like her.” 


(Ben) | had pondered the fragility of life just moments ago but to witness it firsthand was 
an entirely different, much more frightening experience. 


| have flown through galaxies, stared down global armies, battled inconceivable horrors 
and yet the emotions of others are the most difficult obstacles | have ever had the 
challenge of facing. 

Even artificial strength and senses weren’t enough to handle such delicate matters. 

Still, | would try “She...” Rachel’s drenched eyes of despair moved to me now. 

What could | possibly say? How could | define someone | barely knew who had meant so 
much to who | considered to be my greatest friend? 

“She sounded like an amazing woman.” 


(Rachel) “She was. She really was.” 

| thought back on her face smiling at me against the sunset of France, her hair blowing in 
the wind while | laid helplessly by a tree in awe of her beauty. 

She had told me her past although it harmed her to do so. 

| think she wanted me to understand or at least feel sorry for her before she told me that 
| was everything she felt she wasn't. 

“People will let you down.” 


She had said, while her eyes locked into mine. | imagined myself back against that tree 
speaking back to her “Not all people. You could never let me down, Z.” 


We didn’t need each other, we only complemented each other. | doubt the wound of her 
death will ever close. Perhaps I'll carry the pain forever but | won’t carry it alone. 
“?’m sorry Ben, | know the last time we saw each other wasn’t on good terms but...” 


(Ben) “You have nothing to apologize for, Rachel. If anything | do.” 

My flat metal plate of a palm turned over, appearing the exact same on both sides. 
If | squinted | could’ve made out the serial number used to organize the piece during 
assembly. “I never wanted for you to see me like this. 

This body is mine, sure but | never felt like it was me. The rea/ me.” 


(Rachel) “Z wanted me to forgive you for that exact reason. 
She knew why you hid it from me. | won’t accept your apology, Ben. You are who you are, 
lam who | am, the only thing that isn’t unique is the ground we share.” 


(Ben) “You’re oddly philosophical today.” 


(Rachel) “I’m sober, and the world’s about to end, 

| think I’m allowed to do a little preaching.” 

We erupted into laughter as we stood up, my tears finally letting up for the time being. 

| placed my hand on Ben “Thanks for listening, Ben, and hey, you may not feel like it or 
even be it but you are human Ben. You’re the most human person I’ve ever known.” 


(Ben) | was speechless at the remark for reasons so obvious that putting them into words 
would be pointless. Still, | tried as | always did “Thank you, Rachel. Thank you.” 


Recording 27 

(Anthony) The Krytall ships had no windows. 

No holes or gaps were present throughout the vessels save for the hangars where 
extractions occurred. However, since there would be no need for the hangars in the 
coming hour the ships morphed to enclose the space in which a hangar would have been. 
The ships did this often. Morphing and shifting seemingly at random. 

| questioned if it was the will of the High lord doing this or even the Mindguns, for a brief 
second | thought it was myself but | laughed off such a notion and continued hovering 
through the halls like the innate specter | deserved to be. 

The color of the halls was... 

*You killed him.* 

*Bailey.* 

*You killed him and you don’t even care.* 

She stood in a feigned defiance in front of me. | thought of crushing the ceiling down on 
her but the idea of damaging such a marvelous work of machinery seared me. 

*| cared. That’s why he had to die.* 

Bailey trembled at my answer. 

*You’re scared.” 

What was it that pushed her to bother me so? 

*What makes you think that? I’m above emotions now, I’ve pushed them aside.* 
*You’re scared of feeling things, just like me.* 

We are nothing alike you selfish whore. 

| hovered past her floating to the top deck of the ship, she followed. 

*O was my friend too, Anthony. | only wanted the best for him.* 

You have no right to even think his name. 

| rested above the neurological control center. 

A holographic table sat in the middle of the room. 


| pretended to study it as | passively responded to Bailey *If you wanted what was best for 
him you wouldn’t have a problem with me killing him.* 


She twirled that wool scarf of hers again. The very presence of it got under my skin. 
*| just... | wish | was like him.* 


The table displayed the ocean we flew over. The fleet was slow moving but all mighty 
things are. 


*Do you wish that Anthony? To be someone you're not?* 


| halted at her thoughts. Something about Bailey was off-putting, almost horrific. 

| avoided contact with her deep purple eyes even more than the disorienting ones of 
humans. “All the time,” | replied knowing that there was a chance she wouldn't be able to 
hear me through her deaf ears. 


*Who do you wish you were?* 


“WHY DO YOU CARE!?” 

| was fed up with the insolence of this Woman. 

This cloned reflection of the Mother | never knew the Mother who abandoned me the 
Mother who could never wrap her arms around me, could never love me because, 

for some unfathomable reason, she assumed that my burden of a life was worth more 
than her apparent gift of one. She died to create me. Gave life to a bringer of death. 

Did she know that | would be this way? Tell me Mother was life as difficult for you as it is 
for me? Were you ever able to look someone in the eye? 

Could you stand next to someone without scaring them? 

Did you drown in the isolation you felt knowing that you would never have a normal life? 
Was being around other people as exhausting and sickening for you as it is for me? 
Please tell me, Mother. 

Tell me your womb was more than just the promise of a tomb. 

Tell me why you did it. Someone tell me! | need guidance! 

| need someone to take my hand! 

I’ve been screaming silently my entire life, pleading for an answer! 

Why am | alive? Why does it hurt so much! 

Why did you have to put me here?! 

Why did you have to give birth to me?! | never wanted this! 

| NEVER WANTED TO BE ALIVE! 


*| never wanted to live either. I’m a clone of you, right? 
Maybe if | can understand you | can understand myself.* 


“Bailey... Even | don’t understand myself.” 


“Huh...” It was the first sound | had heard from her mouth that wasn’t an attempt to expel 
sadness or frustration, though | suppose they could be the same thing. 

Her voice reminded me of my own. 

Flat like a stiff wooden board unable to flex in the way humans did. 


| never did understand how they could articulate their voices to express emotion and it 
frustrated me further when | failed to emulate it much in the way Bailey did now. She had 
never heard her voice or anyone else's, so how could she even possibly hope to do it? 


“Bailey,” | said her name while hovering over to her, piercing the cold air circulating the 
ship as | placed my hands on her ears. “You know how Krytall anatomy works, right?” 


*Yes.* 

“So why can’t you hear?” 

*| don’t know. | must be defective.* 

Our bodies are controlled by our wills, our images of ourselves. Something was holding 
Bailey back and although | wouldn’t admit it something was holding me back too... 

but it didn’t matter, it would only be a matter of time until my burdens were stripped away 
along with the rest of existence. 

| removed my hands from Bailey. “Then maybe we are the same.” 

| don’t know why | had said it. The words just flowed naturally in response to Bailey’s 
remark about defectiveness. 

| could feel Ben in my ear again. “This world wasn’t made for us.” 

The truth the statement held poured on me with scorching heat. 

Even conversations with someone similar to me still seared me to the bone. 

| reminded myself that the frustration would be gone soon enough, 

taken by the sweet embrace of death. 

The singularity couldn’t come sooner. 

*| think | do understand you, now.* 


“How so?” 


She took me from behind, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as | stood blankly not 
knowing how to respond. “Don’t do it.* 


“The singularity?” 
| questioned coldly. 


*| don’t want you to die.* 


“| don’t care what anyone else wants. I’ve been doing what others want since the day 
| was born. | need to do something for myself.” 


*Even if it means killing yourself?* 


| hesitated. 

Bailey’s arms were coaxed in the security of her jumpsuit, the material rubbed against 
my skin like freezing plastic. Her embrace was caring and nurturing. 

It was different from Spark’s. Hers had a sense of longing, a sense of need, and solace 
berated her soft comforting skin as mine tingled in fear of the unknowing dread of what 
she could possibly want from me. 

Bailey’s touch wanted nothing but to show that she cared. 

Even | could see that. 


| didn’t want to be cared for though. So | shoved her aside. 
“What do you have to lose anyway? What would you gain by allowing everything to live?” 


Her arms folded back in on her scarf 

*I'd lose this. I’d lose the feeling of this scratchy wool on my skin. 

I'd lose the sight of frost falling from trees and the innocence of a dog starved for attention. 
I'd lose the warmth of fire and the coldness of ice. |’d lose the rush of blood at the sign of 
danger, the insecurity of being seen by another, the opportunity to make a new friend. 

I'd lose the hurt but I’d also lose the happiness, but more than anything... 


I'd lose you...* 


| looked at Bailey. She did her best to portray a smile across her face but she failed in the 
same way | always did. That’s the worst part of being what we are, the emotions are 
genuine but the expression always fails. Bailey was so innocent, so blind to the 
frustrations she faced as a Psychic simply by being alive. 

It angered me to see her like this. So fueled by indifference. She lived simply to live. 

That seemed like no life at all. 


She said that she would lose me. 

There was nothing left to lose. My body was a cage that housed an all-consuming void 
intent on collapsing in on itself and taking everyone and everything around me with it. 
The only reason | had left to live was to die. All | saw left in this life was pain. 

Each day | would go through would only yield more miscommunications, 
misunderstandings, and misreadings. There was no point in being with others if there 
wasn't a single other that was like me or that could even understand me. 

| was truly alone. Even with something with a mind similar to mine standing in front of me, 
| could only decipher a cracked reflection. 

Difference is often praised as a blessing. 


It’s good to be different. It’s ok. 
Was it? 
It never felt like it was. Being different just meant | was even more isolated and alone than 


| already was. Being different implied that | was lesser than normal people. 
| wasn’t human and even if | was | wasn’t a good one, a moral one. 


| was just a killer, an Agent, an Assassin. 

She’d lose me? 

How can | be lost if | have nowhere to go? 

What if | never could go anywhere? 

What if | was already gone? 

Gone away forever and ever, never to be touched or hurt again. 
Never to feel any pain or joy crawl through me like a sickness | couldn’t expel. 
That would be a good thing, wouldn't it? 

To finally be at rest. 

It's what the normal people want. 

Rest. Peace in rest. 

Rest in peace, Anthony Assassin. 

Yes. 

| had finally realized what | always knew deep down. 


“I’m already gone, Bailey.” 


I’m already gone. 


Recording 27.5 
(Benevolent) “They're gone?” 


“Yes, You are the only Psychic left now. Sco i suqgest that you begin ts take 
more initiative in our glorious purpose.” 


It was a surprise to us all, Bailey especially. Normally meetings of this variety would be 
private but the High lord instructed me to never leave Bailey’s side, even in his presence. 
Mr.Night often protested with me over the matter but we all knew there was nothing we 
could do. The insolence of the pair had led to us becoming a full extraction team, now 
including a Current and a Transport. The promotion was designed to force Bailey and 
Mr.Night into following the instructions of the High lord's grand design, yet it seemed to 
have only caused more sacrilege, practically on Bailey’s part. 

It was no wonder her newly appointed importance now weighed on her. 


“But | heard the thoughts of Psychics Twelve and Nine just a few moments ago!” 


*“Seath cries ne doubt. They were both deployed on extraction missions as 
you will be shortly.” 


“| won't be a part of your death march!” She pleaded, her scarf flowing behind her as she 
stood her ground, positioning her glasses tightly against her pale nose. The High lord 
looked up at her from a small screen he had been monitoring ever since we had been 
called into the room. His charred mouth cracked as he spoke “i don’t think you 
understand the gravity of the position you now find yourself in Psychic Six. 
The Psychics will be completely extinet as a race in our species were you to 
ever die. The Psychics are the lifeblood of our planet, they fuel its image, 
its soil. Our mission is to collect neurons as a substitute for them. 
Failure to do so will doom our planet and our species. That means thatihave 
already failed my mission of creating the perfect reality. 
That means that we must now undergs the singularity process, perhaps 
prematurely or even permanently this time. That means..." 


“You don’t have to create the Singularity.” 


“i don't have to? Tell me Psychic Six when you witnessed it with me, the pure 
destruction of everything thatis... were you not taken aback by the sheer 
majestic seale of it? The simplicity of wiping clean a stained canvas only to 
paint over it once more? Did it not dawn on you how utterly small and 
insignificant every tiny fragile atom around you is? How can you still not 
realize how isolated we are from it all? Soe you really think there will ever be 
another living thing that can understand you, relate ts you? We are alone! 
Justlike all gods are. 


it truly baffles me how you cannot recognize such simple truths. 

The answer to the awakening commands should always be the same, 

Where are you? tam alive, a constant state of agony and despair. 

Who are you? iam my title, my label my diagnosis that i was cursed with the 
second i began my miserable incurable existence. 

So, Psychic Six let me ask you these commands one last time. 

Where are you?” 


“m alive...” 


Her voice was as flat and weak as ever yet | could sense the hesitation in it, even turned 
away from her. “A state of agony... and pain.” 


“Yery good. Now who are you?” 


| thought back on the first question | was asked by both of them. They may have been 
similar but the difference was stark. Bailey attempted to nudge at my mind for guidance 
but my neural blockers had been active since our last mission. She was on her own. 
Her will would be her only guide. A part of me anticipated it, how did she see herself? 
Was it the way that she was supposed to? The way that she had been created, the label 
she was built to fit into, the mind she was burdened with, or was it another way? 


“lam...” 


The very air seemed to transform around her lone figure. 

The mere atoms beneath me gave way along with the entire room slowly being consumed 
at the will of “Bailey Tech.” She whispered through tears engulfed in a purple glow that tore 
away at existence itself. The light expanded into a pulsating surge as she spoke once 
more, shouting now “I’M BAILEY TECH!” 


| stared on in an unrivaled terror. | had never seen anything like it before. 

It was indescribable beauty and horror. All of her repressed emotions, the ones that 
neither of us could ever see nor comprehend were expressed in one all-encompassing act 
of catharsis. It felt like | was witnessing some kind of revelation. 

Was this how Bailey saw herself? 


The High lord achieved a similar state in an instant, being taken by a red glow he struck 
out at Bailey with the might of his mind exerting itself over the atom. 


| didn’t know what | was doing. 


It was all reflex. 

| sped through the sea of air to Bailey’s aid. 

| can’t understand why | rushed to her instead of my Lord but | was greeted with swift 
punishment for the thoughtlessness of the action. 


“lexpected better from you, Subject Benevolent.” The High lord held a small 
device in his hand which emitted a nauseating buzzing noise through my mind bringing 
Bailey and | to our knees. “trealize now that i shouldn't have given you special 
treatment. You're far more expendable than any of the other Xrytall 
anyway. You were just a blueprint, a test subject for our glory to be built off 
of. The only reason you're still aliveis to guard her. 

i€y greatest mistake. She's in your hands now. 

The most You can dois fulfill your duty. 

Theleast you can dois restrain yourself from attempting to defy me!" 


He dealt a ferocious blow to my chest without even moving a muscle. 

| was splayed out helplessly on the ground just like | had been the day | was given life. 
What did he mean? | was a blueprint? | was special, he told me so! 

| was supposed to be the most important part of the Krytall’s mission! 

| wasn’t meant to be some low-rate security for a defective Psychic! 

Why did he lie to me!? WHY DID HE LIE TO ME!? 


“You two were always the most pathetic of my creations. I suppose that's 
why kept you so close te me. i won't carry such weakness again.” His words 
were the last thing | heard as unconsciousness gripped me and spat me back out. 


| awoke to the same buzzing noise bombarding my head only for it to quickly dissipate at 
the whim of our team's Transport 

“Pretty neat, huh? | guess it only works on you two though.” 

My hands launched up, snatching the device from hers before quickly tucking it away in a 
small compartment on board the ship | now found myself on. 

“So | assume we're leaving now?” 

Transport scoffed at my actions and my hasty change of topic 

“Yeah, undercover infiltration to pave the way for full extraction, it’s not a typical mission 
but | suppose that’s what we’re stuck with now that all the Psychics are dead.” 

Bailey coughed herself awake, behind me. “Sorry, all the non-defective Psychics.” 

She joked as Bailey stood up to examine the twin of the device that had been used on us 
“Why would he give us these?” 


“He wants us to control you.” Mr.Night said entering the room with Current behind him. 

“| won't use it on you, you’re no animal.” Bailey smiled gratefully handing the device over 
to him as | approached her “We need to talk Bailey.” 

“|... don’t think you should call me that anymore.” 

The comment caught Mr.Night’s attention “Why not?” 

Current flickered out her own opinion “Because it's obscene she’s a Psychic, nothing 
more, nothing less. Not this Bailey nonsense.” 

The blazing red of Mr.Night's mono-eye flashed with a scorch of anger which Bailey put 
out with a mere look before focusing back in on me “We'll talk outside.” 


| waited on the hull of the ship above our planet’s atmosphere for what felt like an 
eternity until Bailey finally arrived. | needed to question her. 


| needed to know why the High lord had tossed me aside so easily. 

Did | ever even mean anything to him? All those centuries | spent training at his side and 
all | had to show for it was a name and a costume. | ran my fingers through the embedded 
green letter of my jumpsuit, was it just another label? A symbol to classify me and me 
alone or the thousands of me that never came to be? Was | really that disposable? 

| thought back on the nearly infinite green vats that swirled with corpses of the possible 
versions of myself that could have taken my place had | not been the sole survivor of the 
High lord’s barbaric creation process. 

Did | want to be like this? This unique special thing? Who am |? What am |? 

Maybe this was a lesson from the High lord to show me that life truly is painful, 

that only in death can there be peace. 


Bailey flew up to meet me on the hull, the wind encircling us as she landed. 

“Took you long enough.” It sounded passive but | was beginning to become increasingly 
annoyed with her. “I told the others what happened.” 

“You mean how | defied him?” Bailey sat beside me, crossing her legs against the smooth 
metal of the ship “I never thanked you.” | shrugged “Why should you? | failed him. 

| was built only to serve and | couldn’t even do that.” 

“You’re not what he made you.” | nearly laughed at how boldly idiotic her words were. 
“What am | then? He created me. Out of all his millions of Mindgun test subjects, 

| was the only one who lived. The only one.” 

She twirled her scarf in her hands again “Exactly. The fact that he couldn’t plan which one 
of you would live shows that he doesn’t have as much control as you give him credit for. 
That’s why he kept you so close, not just because he needed data if he wanted to make 
Mindguns again but because he couldn’t account for you. 

You weren’t one of the variables in his design.” | clenched onto one line of her statement 
“What do you mean make Mindguns again?” 


Bailey’s hands dropped onto her lap, her scarf falling back across her jumpsuit “I...” 

She had no answer, so | pressured her “What was that thing you did back there? 

When you glowed and bent atoms around you?” 

She was hiding something from me, it was obvious. Did the High lord tell her something? 
Did he give her instructions to keep me in the dark? 

Why did he care so much about her when she cared so little for him? 

Why could he never show the same love to me, 

when | had done everything he ever asked of me? 

“You aren't the first Mindgun, Benevolent. The Psychics are. The High lord just needed the 
data recreated so he can do it again, hopefully, better this time. That’s also why you’re the 
only male Krytall, your DNA wasn’t made to replicate a specific individual so he chose one 
at random. And that’s also why your abilities are limited compared to ours. 

You can fly and have unparalleled strength and senses, sure, but you can’t do anything 
near the level of a Psychic or a Transport. You’re just at the lower end of our neurological 
spectrum. It’s the way you were made, even he couldn't plan for it.” 


“You're lying.” | raised myself into the air. Bailey trembled, as weak as ever 
“| wish | was, but that’s the way our entire species was created. We're a paradox! 


We have no true origin point, we're just a series of recreations. An echo of past mistakes!” 
“YOU'RE LYING!” The air fluttered across my clenched fists, it felt as if | was harnessing it. 
| wanted nothing more than to unleash my rage. | knew Bailey felt the same 

“You think | want to be like this!? You think | want to be another woman!? 

One | don’t even know the name of!? It’s the truth, Benevolent. 

It’s the truth | live with every single day. 

| don’t let it define me though and you don't have to let it define you either.” 


| couldn't believe her. 

Did she really expect me to? Maybe it was true. Maybe | really was just a disposable test 
subject like she said but the High lord had a philosophy that was meant to be followed. 
“You really expect me to live in spite of myself? | am who | am, Bailey, and there’s only 
one thing | am, and that’s Subject Benevolent just like you’re only a Psychic. 

We are the labels we are born with, they are our burdens and we can either carry them 
or lie to ourselves like you do.” 


“I’m not lying to myself! I’m fine with who | am, but being Psychic is just an aspect of...” 
“You're naive.” 
She grabbed her scarf again “If you really feel that way... | guess you’re right.” 


| sighed, my cape fluttered at the combination of my expression and the wind 
“| suppose | at least know why the High lord values you more than me now.” 


“| suppose.” Her delicate hands twisted her rough wool scarf as the silence lingered 
between us, leaving only the roar of the wind. 


“What | did...” She began choking on her words before spitting them out in her usual 
inexpressive tone “What | did back there was called an Ego revelation, 

at least that’s what | call it. I've witnessed several but I’ve only ever had two of my own, 
the one you saw and the one that granted me my hearing. | was born deaf. 

It took me years after the singularity to harness the power to awaken my revelation. 

| had to change the way | looked at myself, the introspection itself took a full century but 
at the end of it, the only conclusion | came to was that | am in a constant state of change. 
I’m a ball of clay that is molded and remolded minute by minute until it finds a suitable 
shape for the situation it finds itself in. We are not one simple thing, Benevolent we are 
complexities and unsolvable equations, just like every other living thing.” 


| crossed my arms huffing “So who are you now?” 


She finally looked up at me through those blue-tinted frames of glass strung between thin 
metal rods as she opened her frail mouth “He won’t even let me have my own name. 

So I'll choose a variation just to prove how hypocritical he is. 

Call me Psych from now on, it'll be easier.” 


“Psych, fine. It'll work.” 

| descended back down into our ship. Psych, | was assigned to protect her. 

She was essentially the High lord’s pet, his champion. Why had | put her life over his? 
Why did | try to save her from him? Was it to stop the very one | served from doing 
something he’d regret? Perhaps. Perhaps. 

| was certain of one thing, however. | meant nothing to the High lord anymore. 

| was just his servant and not even his preferred one. Regardless, | would do my duty. 
There was little else | could do. 


“We take off in an hour.” Mr.Night exclaimed as he walked through the halls of the ship 
adjusting it for long-form interstellar travel. “Already? Where are we going anyway?” 


“Unexplored galaxy.” Transport suddenly appeared carrying a great sense of joy with her 
“Get this it actually has a name, they call it the Milky Way, isn’t that funny?” 


“Funny or stupid.” | yawned, floating over to the hologram table which displayed a map 
of the planet we would infiltrate “Earth?” The name didn’t sit right with me. 


“Yeah, it’s definitely going to be one of the worst we’ve been to. Overpopulation, pollution, 
war, famine, they haven't even cured all their diseases yet, it’s unbelievable. 

The main species at least looks like us though, so | guess that’s a plus.” 

| kneeled over the spectral globe of the planet, one moon, seventy percent water, 
twenty-nine percent land, two magnetic poles, and a medium range of gravity. 

The planet was incredibly small, fragile, and unremarkable. 


This mission would be the easiest one yet. 


Recording 28 


(Ben) “Infiltrating Earth was the most difficult mission the Krytall and | ever faced. 

We were in no way prepared for what we would meet when we arrived on this planet. 
Even still the amount of damage a small extraction fleet was able to cause continues to 
haunt your species to this very day. Now that they’ve had time to prepare with the full force 
of their weaponry combined with the sheer power of the Mindguns all aimed directly at this 
one location... victory is doubtful.” The holographic table of the control room displayed a 
full map of the base, military carriers, and all, the Krytall fleet was slow moving but would 
be at our doorstep in a matter of minutes now. The room was filled with the entirety of Exo, 
along with Spark, Rachel, and generals representing the German, English, and American 
forces; the actual captains of the combat carriers were part of our meeting via the video 
monitors that consumed the walls. As a Krytall myself | had been given a position of 
authority to give a debriefing on the extent of my former allies’ forces. All eyes were on me 
as | spoke now. The hostility in the room was so tense you could cut it with a knife. 

| didn’t shield myself though. | couldn’t be ashamed of my cold sharp metal body or the 
naked muscularity and organs beneath it. | refused to hide from those | protected any 
longer, they needed me as much as | needed them. 


(Spark) The energy overtook the room as | stepped forward grabbing the blue-framed 
glasses in my hands “This is the enemy’s objective. Once these glasses are in Agent 
Assassin’s hands it's game over. They'll be guarded in this room by Rachel and | along 
with an Exo squadron. The weaponry of your nation's militaries will hold off the Krytall 
soldiers and their fleets. You won't be able to bring any of them down, I’ve seen these 
bitches shrug off nuclear bombs like they were stubbed toes, but if you keep up the 
pressure we should be able to horde them off from this room long enough for Ben 

to kill enough of the Mindguns for the glasses to be unusable.” 


(Rachel) Spark set the glasses back down as | stepped forward “I recently lost someone... 
very important to me at the hands of the Krytall.” | choked, unsure of how to find myself 
until | felt Z on my shoulder again, guiding me “We very well might die here but | won’t let 
her sacrifice be for nothing. I'll hold back the tide by your sides until my last breath. 

| realize the true weight that surrounds the world now and I'll lift it even if it means my 
death. Because our lives are worth it, they’re worth the pain and the sacrifice that beats 
on us.” Ben joined in, taking the final call to action as | stepped back. 


(Ben) “Although we can’t be sure of our survival...” 

Their eyes hung on my shred of skin as | continued 

“Or even our success we must not go quietly. We’ve defeated the Krytall once before, Exo 
has, the two women standing next to me have, | have, humanity has. The stubborn will of 
this planet to stare into the darkness of the abyss of fate and find a way to refuse it has 
never ceased to baffle and amaze me. The gravity of what we face today cannot be 
understated, the entire fabric of reality hangs idly in the balance of a madman with the 
power of a god and | for one refuse to hand my life over to him. 


Although it may very well be in vain | won’t let my destiny be decided for me despite my 
fate already being cast. We have very few true choices in our lives other than the obvious 
two, kneel over and die, or stand up and fight and suffer only to eventually fall in the end. 
Today | choose the second choice. | choose to live not despite the inevitability of death 
but because of the promise of the fight | will be a part of. The fight humanity takes part in 
day after day, the fight to live for the moment. You want to know how to defeat the Krytall? 
Fight... 


Fight and live. 


Even if it’s only for a second, don’t let those bastards drag you down.” 


Recording 29 


(Anthony) *Any second theughts?* 

| awaited our approach on Exo beside the High lord in the teleporter room along with the 
two dozen Mindguns, ten Transports, and three Currents. 

| gazed at Bailey off in the distance, she clawed at her scarf like she expected it to provide 
her with some sense of security. *No.* 

| stated, turning toward the High lord’s awe-inspiring cloaked spectral form 

*Any doubts | had about this died with O. 

This life | have is meaningless, the only way | can truly be happy is to burn it all.* 


“Yes. [realized that as well, although far tes late. The singularity will 
consume everything and everyone, only then will i be able ts engineer a 
universe of peace and happiness. One where those like us can live freely." 


*Too bad I'll never see it.* | thought already preparing to correct myself *| mean I’m glad at 
least someone will be happy when I’m gone. Maybe everyone will be. They never wanted 
me anyway.” | flexed my arms over my head, | don’t think | could even feel them anymore, 
there wasn’t a single part of my body that felt real. 

| might have been dead already for all | knew. 

*Everything will be better after this, Anthony. Everything.* 

| had already forgotten | said something that merited a response, my arms flopped limply 
back to my sides before | looked back at Bailey in the distance. Why did she care about 
me? What was it that drew her apart from the other Mindguns and toward me? 


It didn’t matter. 
Nothing did. 
Just push her aside like everyone else. 


*Don’t let her out there by the way.* my mind blurted to the High lord *Whiech one?* 
*The Deaf Mindgun who calls herself Bailey Tech. She'll interfere in the operation.* 
*Bailey Tech? It know her, she’s defective. Son't worry lll ensure that she 
isn’t in the field until you have secured the glasses.* He seemed to know her. 
| thought of asking about the extent of her defects but the memory of the glasses beat 
itself back into my head. “I shouldn’t have yelled at him like that.” 


“Pardon?” 


| hadn't realized | said the phrase out loud. | rushed out a string of verbal thought 
frantically trying to explain myself “My Father, Calvin. | got into an argument with him just 
before | left for London. | left the glasses there in a fit of rage. | should have just taken 
them with me. It would have saved us the trouble.” 


“Your emstions got the better of you, you're young it happens. You need ts 
repress them, push them down. All that matters is our goal, now. Besides, 
your Father deserved everything he got for bringing you the curse of life." 
He did. He really did. | was glad he was dead. Relieved even. 

| had never asked to be born. He was selfish to ever want me to exist. 

Wanting anything is selfish. | wasn’t though. | only craved nothingness. 

Pure simple nothingness. It was what everyone deserved for daring to live on this 
miserable world with me. They all deserved to die just like | did. 


What | was about to do was going to be glorious. 


An unfiltered catharsis of violence and death ending in a humble peace. 

| would bathe in blood before extinguishing all matter in the galaxy and beyond. 

The hands | was cursed with will be fists of brutal rage against the lifeless shells of people 
around me. The mind | was burdened with, the mind diagnosed with difference would 
finally strike out on the world that it wasn’t made for. 


Such cruel irony, life is, such brutal decadence it would now face at my hand. 


The red glow engulfed me one final time as the High lord announced the sentence | had 
been waiting the past few excruciating hours for “We're here.” 


Recording 30 
(Ben) “They're here.” 
(Rachel) “Go,” | said, placing a new green jacket on over a tight mechanical jumpsuit. 


(Spark) “Are you wearing what | think you’re wearing?” 
| was so busy preparing myself that | hadn’t noticed Rachel’s own actions. 


(Rachel) “It’s my precaution for if things go sideways,” 

| responded along with a quick wink before slapping on my own dark-lensed sunglasses 

| had been saving for the perfect occasion. 

| stepped over to Ben when | had fully primed myself, as he slowly floated out to the deck 
| gripped one of his metal protrusions that stuck out like spikes from his body “Ben?” 


(Ben) | caught myself holding on the sight of the violet horizon in front of me only turning 
to Rachel once | could see the fleet move on the horizon. 


(Rachel) “Give them hell,” | said it with a smile but deep down | knew | wished to say the 
goodbye that | couldn't give to Z. 


(Ben) | however, after losing so many around me had finally found the strength required to 
say farewell “Spark?” 


(Spark) “What?” My voice was blank while my eyes held on the holographic 
representation of the Krytall fleet. 


(Ben) “You’re a greater person than your Father could have ever hoped to have been, 
and Rachel I’ve been meaning to thank you...” 


(Rachel) “For what?” 


(Ben) “For showing me what it means to be human.” 

Once all was said | flew out to the mothership of the fleet. Its gravity destabilizer already 
humming to life as | arrived at its mast. A squadron of fighter jets and various other aircraft 
hung behind me as the ship shifted to unveil the High lord standing alone in an empty 
room surging with energy. The room moved to the front of the ship to face me, | crossed 
my arms in wait for some sort of proclamation from this former god of mine. 

He had grown weaker since the last time | had seen him, his presence was that of a ghost. 
His cruel image of himself had overtaken him and was beginning to tear his body back to 
the atoms it was once formed from. Hearing his voice in person was even more dreadful 
than when | had communicated with him from a distance earlier “Subject Benevolent, 
i will be merciful and grant you one last opportunity to either join us or 
surrender. Bring me the glasses and there will be no need for pointiess 
biocdshed.” 


“Sure, no need for violence only a quick painless death of all life in existence right?” 

| scolded him sarcastically, begging for a provocation. There was no point in delaying this 
confrontation between us any longer, so | might as well get my point across. 

“There’s a human gesture I’ve learned on Earth that | have found perfectly suits people 
like you allow me to demonstrate. Simply hold one of your hands out, flat like this...” 

| said doing the exact action as he watched in idle frustration “Then curl up your fingers 
one by one but leave the one next to your pointer sticking up just like this then raise it at 
the individual you seek to provoke and politely tell them to go fuck themselves.” 


The rude finger expression | had learned from Rachel had appeared to work. 

The High lord gritted his teeth together, his fists clenched in a burning rage as | placed 
my hands defiantly on my hips for one final delivery “Perhaps | wasn’t clear the first time, 
you want Earth? You’re going to have to go through me.” 


The High lord raised his hand passively turning away as the room shifted to cover him 
again. The Mindguns teleported to hover above the fleet along with the Currents and 
Transports who rested on the hulls with their weapons at the ready. The rough 
uncanniness of the High lord’s voice rang throughout the fleet to announce his final order 
“Attack.” 


A single Mindgun was the first to leap at me, | held my right arm back until they came 
directly at me with their mouth open in a scream. | sprang my fist into their gaping jaw, 
stabbing it straight through their head, the other Krytall looked on in horror as | addressed 
them “All life is precious but if you think you can kill this species I’m not going to hesitate to 
rip every single one of you in half. There were twenty-three of you here, now there are 
twenty-two, how quickly do you think | can get that number down to zero?” 

The full might of the Krytall troops launched on me with a burning rage. 

The aircraft next to me fired upon them but was shredded apart in seconds as the gravity 
destabilizer fully activated, sucking in the lifeless body hanging on my arm along with the 
planes closest to me. A tornado of water gushed up to the massive device as 

| maneuvered with the surviving aircraft out of its gravitational pull only to be engaged by 
a pack of Mindguns pulsing with purple energy bending the very reality around them. 

| floated backward before preparing to engage them. 

That’s when | finally grasped what was happening, this was going to be the fight of my life. 


(Rachel) “FIRE NOW!” 

| howled, swinging the microphone over the Hologram table just in time to watch a 
fireworks display of bombardment be unleashed in perfect unison onto the Krytall fleet by 
the perfect entwined combination of Exo forces and national military weaponry. 

Spark ensured the room was fully sealed before rushing back over to the table where all 
of our leftover troops were now gathered. 


(Spark) | frantically scanned the various video and holographic displays as | asked what 
| thought was the obvious question “Is he out there?” 


(Rachel) “Anthony?” | inquired in a whisper of confusion. 


(Spark) “These are his Mother’s glasses. He sided with the Krytall, he should be here.” 
My eyes locked back onto the table to view the gravity destabilizer begin to consume the 
carriers “I should be out there.” | mouthed to myself as | looked down at the glasses to 
view a flickering reflection of light glaze over them. 


A Transport appeared above the table dropping down to snatch the glasses. 
| shot through the cracks in their body armor expelling sputters of sprayed blood onto the 
video screen walls before they lifelessly collapsed. 


(Rachel) “Well...” 

| joked as the blood stained over me “Guess we forgot to account for that.” 

The tension of the room burst with the release of nervous laughter as | tucked the 
glasses away into my jacket pocket. 


(Anthony) “I wouldn’t celebrate just yet.” 

| exposed myself from the edge of the room the Transport had dropped me into, warping 
the fabric of its atoms around my body transforming them into spears and daggers of hot 
metal that pierced the Exo troops. | reached out my hand, letting my guard down to offer 
my former allies one last chance at salvation “Give me the glasses, Rachel.” 


(Ben) | struck out at the Mindgun closest to me with a punch that sent shockwaves of 
sound shooting through the air. Their face became a bloody smear at the impact leaving 
them in a stunned state that granted me the time | needed to grab them by the feet and 
hurl them spinning into a Krytall ship. | sped after them once they hit the craft, 

making sure to tear through its shifting walls as | did so. 

Reaching the now incapacitated Mindgun | finished the job with a quick stomp to the 
neck only to find myself tackled by two Transports and another Mindgun. 

“What exactly makes you think you will win this battle, Subject 
Beneveolent?* | ignored his stabs at my thoughts as the carriers blasted the Transports 
off me leaving only the Mindgun which | hastily struck into a crowd of artillery fire with a 
powerful kick to the chest. The artillery shell smacked into their side hurtling them into the 
gravity destabilizer. The Mindguns were more inexperienced with their powers than 

| thought, maybe this would be easy. 

*How naive you still are, Subject Benevolent.* 

His gnaw at my brain distracted me from the dual blows of atomic fists that sent me flying 
back into one of the carriers. 

My endoskeleton tore through the carrier until it reached the lower decks. 

Soldiers swarmed around me, with a small group even helping me back onto my feet. 

It was only when | was steady that | spotted the pair of Mindguns swooping back down on 
me like vultures. | screamed out toward the soldiers “GET OUT OF HERE!” 

but my warning was in vain, the two had already pierced through the carrier and the 
soldiers like they were made of nothing but tinfoil. *¥ou dese much te pretect these 
so-called people, Subject Benevolent, and all for what? 


Acentury, a decade, 2a minute what difference does it make when they die? 
i'm merely speeding up the process.” The carrier collapsed into the sea, 

the ocean consuming me, flooding my joints and machinery until being drawn inward by 
the gravity destabilizer. All while he taunted me *What hope do you have against my 
might, Subject Benevolent? The answer is none. You don’t stand achancess 
you might as well give up.* The water overtook my mechanical limbs which refused to 
bend under the infinite hydro pressure. Through the barrage, | lingered on one thing that 

| fought to keep out of my mind but | just couldn't help it... 

| couldn’t help but think that he was right. 


(Rachel) “No.” 


(Anthony) “You’re sure? | could reunite you with Z, your parents even. 
Don’t you want that, Rachel? Don’t you want to be happy?” 


(Spark) | hung back, knelt behind the hologram table with my gun in hand. 
My gun, the fang of the ouroboros, the cannibalizing snake, 

the gift | thought had been given out of love now felt like a cruel omen. 

My finger sat beside the trigger, unable to simply reach into it and fire. 
The sound of Anthony’s voice sent chills down my spine 

but the pain of Rachel’s burned me. 


(Rachel) “I was happy... then you killed her.” 


(Anthony) | lowered my hand, shifting it back into the crimson light of power that would be 
my final weapon of choice. “All things die.” 


(Rachel) | grasped the pocket of my jacket, folding my hand around the fabric of the 
glasses as Anthony lurched toward me. A sudden burst of fire split the air behind me, 
speeding over my shoulder to hit Anthony’s forehead. 

He stood still after it hit, staring off at the table behind me. 

I spun to view Spark, her gun shaking with a weakness | had never expected to see in her. 


(Anthony) “Spark...” The red dissipated again. | held myself down on the tile floor that 
chilled my bare feet like ice. | didn’t know what to say to her. She had taken my eye with 
the knife | gifted her, laid on me after beating me, opposed me, danced with me, fought 
beside me, what was | possibly supposed to feel? What was | possibly supposed to say? 


The glasses flew through the air, being tossed into Spark’s hand by Rachel, 

who struck me with the heat of a familiar device that broke through her green clothing with 
an uncanny mechanical fury. Wings expanded from her back with roars of fire from their 
blazing turbines. A domed helmet encased her head, horns protruded from it as 

a spinning X took over the visor before lying down into a pulsing plus sign. 

So Calvin picked her over me? Calvin made Rachel Nexo! 


(Ben) The circuitry of my thin rods of fingers no longer responded to me, | had to pound 
both of my arms into the moist sand of the divided ocean to prevent myself from being 
dragged along with the water around me into the vacuum of the gravity destabilizer. 

Bits of machinery flew off my body into the swirl of destruction engulfing me. 

The carrier | had attempted to protect broke into large fragments of weaponry dragging 
into my frail form of self begging me to join in their tornado of death. One of the two 
Mindguns | had last engaged with, lunged back at me through the vortex, in full force. 
Ignoring the limitations of my organic anatomy in favor of the artificial 

| launched my legs up to grab them, slamming them into the sand to strangle them as 
their partner descended upon me. | once again sprung my legs into the air, this time with 
the other Mindgun in my clutches, smacking them into each other with a thud that cracked 
both of their heads open into blasts of bloody gore. 

| dropped the corpses, planting my legs in a similar position to my arms now. 

“What exactly doe you pian te do here, Subject Benevcient? 

Xill our entire species? Become a bringer of genocide?* 

It's a hard decision but I’d rather have it be them as opposed to all of reality. 

The remaining Mindguns approached the base only to be blasted back by heavy artillery. 
The frustration of the blasts caused them to work in unison, lifting the carriers into the air 
as if the massive vessels were nothing but plastic toys. 

*Look at our power compared to theirs, Subject Benevolent. They are 
nothing but insects to us, they deserve te die.* 

My vocal cords snapped as | screamed into the void. 

My legs were ripped into the force of the destabilizer as | crawled forward, clawing at wet 
grains of Earth in a desperate ploy to prevent any further death. 

My body failed as the barrage of the metal from the carriers piled atop me. 

*What's the point of struggling? Give up, Subject Benevolent 

this planet was lost before you even arrived.* 


(Anthony) “THAT ARMOR WAS MY FATHER’S YOU DON’T DESERVE TO WEAR IT!” 
The forcefield | projected was enough to block the lasers of the Nexo armor but Rachel 
has clearly never worn it. Her ignorance may very well kill her before | get the chance to. 


(Rachel) The mechanisms of the armor seemed to fight me with every movement. 

| was stuck firing lasers and evading attacks, without the slightest clue as to how | was 
supposed to take flight. Eventually growing sick of ineffective attacks | simply swung out 
one of the wings into Anthony as the turbine scorched it with fire. The explosion sent me 
flying back through the wall of the room which shattered into rubble once | made contact 
with it. Anthony idly walked out preparing to strike me again. Swiftly | positioned the 
second wing over my body to block his blow only for it to break apart in a blaze of fire. 
The shards of the wing cracked through the helmet’s visor, if it wasn’t for my sunglasses 
| would have lost an eye. 


(Anthony) “I tried to be merciful, Rachel, like you... but you left me no choice.” 

| stepped away from her toward the mind | could feel just a few feet below me. 

| tore the atoms of the floor beneath me apart, effectively melting it as | descended to 
come face to face with 


(Spark) Storing the glasses in the strap that held the plate covering the wound of my arm 

| aimed the Fang at Anthony once more. A mound of dust and debris stoked the room 
around us as | coughed out a question that had been on my mind ever since he destroyed 
the Azrael 


“Why?” 


(Ben) My inefficient body went limp as it joined the swirl of the gravity destabilizer like 

| was nothing but a stringed puppet on a grand stage. Soldiers scrambled across the deck 
of the carriers being dragged helplessly into the air. The exact one that had rammed itself 
into me just a second ago pounded its cannons one final time to blast the destabilizer 
apart in an assault of iridescent light. The soldiers cheered as they splashed back down 
on clear seas. | entered freefall as well but quickly regained myself in order to graciously 
descend onto a crowded life raft. *k£eok, Subject Benevolent, they truly believe 
they've accomplished something.* The Mindguns dove back in circling for the kill 
as | leapt into action, tackling one out of the sky, shoving my cracking aching talons of 
fingers into their eyes. Grasping the sockets before yanking them apart and open ina 
splatter of blood as the central Krytall mothership gradually fell from the illuminated sky. 
As it fell it began plowing into its brethren, knocking them down one by one like dominos 
raining down upon the carriers crushing them into watery graves for those on board. 
*insects are only to be squashed, Subject Benevolent.* 

| flung the Mindgun corpse to the side, choosing to fly over to aid the soldiers rather than 
spill more blood on my hands. *¥You ferget your goal, Subject Benevoient. 

Are you really willing to let the Hindguns reach the glasses just to save 

@ few lives for one brief moment?* | wanted to yell out “Yes!” but even if my voice 
wasn’t already broken the vent on my face refused to let out air any longer. 

The only thing | could do was hold up the falling ships as | hoped that Spark and Rachel 
could defend the glasses. 


(Anthony) “Why?” | had to repeat the question as | stared down the barrel of the Fang. 
Spark’s thoughts were cloudy and | found it easy to get lost in her eyes unable to speak 
until | forced myself to “Why does it matter? Just give me the glasses.” 


(Spark) | stepped back as he approached “It matters to me...” | took a deep sigh 
“Maybe I'll give them to you if the reason’s good enough.” 


(Anthony) | wanted to believe it was true, but her mind was so hard to read and her 
emotions were blind to me. My fists clenched in frustration before my mouth burst with it 
“THIS! This is why! This conversation that | barely feel like I’m a part of! All the straws 

| claw and grasp at every day just to live among humanity! | hate this! | hate it with all my 
heart that I’m so different and you’re so damn perfect! | just want the pain of it to go away, 
along with all the other little things that grate on my sanity! | know you didn’t want things 
to end like this, but goddamn it Spark, THEY NEED TO!” 


(Spark) “You’re selfish.” | whispered, circling the room as Anthony chased me, hanging by 
the end of the Fang. 


(Anthony) “Is it selfish to want to be happy?” 


(Spark) “| THOUGHT WE WERE HAPPY!” | fired twice the bullets simply bouncing off his 
skin as he lunged forward. 


(Anthony) “You, Spark, you were happy. There’s a difference. 

When did you ever ask what | wanted!? What | needed!?” 

My hands made their way to her, but a strong invisible barrier pushed them back. 
| scraped on it frantically trying to break through as it continued to engulf me with 
a blue hue. 


(Spark) The force field Anthony had cast reappeared around him the instant he attempted 
to touch me. Something inside of him was afraid of hurting me, 

maybe of even being near me. The time to dwell on it passed as Rachel struck Anthony 
down with a blazing laser-infused punch to the back. 


(Rachel) “I’M NOT GOING DOWN THAT EASY!” 

Anthony fell to the floor as | pounded on a flurry of clawed metal strikes in rapid 
succession, stopping only after | had finally drawn blood to yell over to Spark 

“What the hell are you waiting for, RUN!” 

She retreated through the closest uncollapsed doorway just as Anthony’s forcefield 
expanded sending me flying off of him in a burst of red. 

The Nexo helmet fully shattered off of my head flying into the wind while my body was 
dragged back toward Anthony, glowing with a fiery hue. 

His fingers wrapped around my skull slowly slipping to grab me by the hair and place me 
on my knees to view the battle unfolding on the horizon. 


(Anthony) “Look, Rachel. Look at the power of my people. My species will extinguish yours 
in a blaze of glory today before | strip apart the very fabric of your hellish reality. So tell 
me, please because | can’t help but wonder, what makes you think you can still win?” 


(Rachel) | couldn’t help but smirk “Not what... Who.” 


(Ben) The ship weighed more than | had ever lifted. 

My endoskeleton casing crumpled, tearing my muscles into gory sponges of meat. 

It felt like | was being blasted by that nuclear bomb all over again, 

except now there were thousands of them, all combusting above my head. 

“Really, Subject Benevolent? This is how you choose to kill yourself? 
Risking your life for these aliens?* | gazed down at the helpless soldiers firing on 
the Mindguns who danced in the air around them, only flying down to dispense cold 
indiscriminate bloody death upon these people who seemed to mean nothing to them. 
*How utterly Pathetic of you, Subject Benevolent.* 


Against every fiber of my being | swung the Krytall ship out at the Mindguns wielding it like 
a mighty club that hurled out of my stumps of hands once it made contact. 

It was becoming difficult to breathe now, as | looked out to see the world in front of me 

my eyes blurred hazily just enough to make out two bolts of lightning making contact with 
the heart of my mechanical body, finally shutting it down with a faint whimper of light. 


*Time to surrender to me, Subject Benevolent, 
as you should have in the first place.* 


(Rachel) “No...” | didn’t have the strength to cry out in pain, or the necessity to. 
All | could do was watch in disbelief and then... 


Awe. 


(Ben) *¥You still struggle, ican feel it. Submit, Subject Benevsient.* 

The High lord violated my mind as much as he had violated my body by encasing me in 
this hapless containment of machinery. | had spent my life stuck in a tin can and now | 
would drown beneath this all-consuming ocean like a simple piece of unwanted garbage. 
He threw me away, he put me here. *#ew long will it take for you to simply die, 
Subject Benevolent?* Subject Benevolent. Subject. 

Having a real name would make me too much of a person, wouldn't it? 

| wouldn’t be your toy or your tool anymore. It was so much easier to have playthings 
than friends, right my lord? *¥ou are mine, imade you, kneel over and die already, 
Subject Benevoient.* | remember what you said now Bailey, about our names. 
About how important they are. | remember you screaming yours and | remember you 
whispering it. *t gave you your life, what does it take for you te simply give it 
back te me, Subject Beneveient?* Rachel, my friend. | remember when | told you 
my name. | had trouble trying to deduce how you felt about it. You defended who | was 
though, you told the others. | never thanked you for that. 

I’m so proud of you, so proud of how you found yourself. 

*Subject Benevoient, give up!* 

| think I'll stretch out now. Escape from this cage of a body that imprisons who | am. 

I'll rip it off and show them all what | always felt | was deep down inside. 

I'll bleed. | Know what hurts me now, Bailey. | know what to fight for. | finally know. 


*Thatis enough, Subject Benevolent!’ 
It started as a whisper, a hum... 


“My name 


IS 


Ben!” 


Before launching into a roar. 


My skin hopped out of its shell, joining the right side of my face and my mind to fuel 
itself with a green glow that illuminated and boiled the sea. 

| flew out of the water bending it with a speed and power | had never even thought 
to comprehend. The atoms of existence now obeyed my every command. 

This was freedom, true freedom in my own skin and my own self. 


(Anthony) “How?” | gasped, dumbfounded. 


(Rachel) | knew how. | feel like | always knew that Ben had it in him 
“Ben was the first Mindgun Anthony, that makes him the first Psychic. 
You really didn’t see that coming, huh?” 


(Anthony) | gripped Rachel tighter, pulsing with frustration “He’s just a prototype...” 


(Rachel) The ignorance of the comment rivaled my own | just had to laugh 
“No, he’s only himself, nothing more and nothing less, just like all of us... 


He's human.” 


(Ben) | started with the Currents who had struck me, | reached out and spun their atoms 
into storm clouds which | positioned directly on the few remaining Krytall ships. 

The thunder and lightning pierced the ships into blocky chunks of smoldering ash in 
seconds as | engaged the Mindguns. Even their united Psychic fields stood no match 
against my unrelenting vibrance of power that now surged through me. 

| envisioned a mouth across my enlightened face if only for the sole purpose of smiling. 
In fact, | began to envision an entire body around me, albeit a familiar one. 

The body | had before | was forced to expose the insidious cruel technology that didn’t 
represent me at all. | returned back to my full face, the glass panes over my eyes now 
gone, allowing the heat and coldness of the wind to draw tears from them which would 
flow down my weary cheeks with stormy passion. | imagined a white cape of blinding light 
beating behind me while resting on a green jumpsuit that laid snugly upon my muscular 
limbs and torso.In the center of the suit | decided to reclaim my emblem, a bold letter B 
written in a flare of white. | crossed my arms one final time as | rebuilt the surviving 
carriers with atomic glows of green and white, crafting steel beams and titanium hulls 
before moving on to heal wounds of flesh which infested the soldiers. 

My thoughts act as scalpels and bandages sealing the pain of violation. 

The act of healing is done in moments | breathe in pure bliss afterwards, knowing that m 
y true self can finally achieve the purpose | always longed for. 

Although my mind can’t reach out to them, or read their thoughts, | will protect this ocean 
of individuals | find myself drowning in. | wish | could thank you, Bailey. 

| couldn’t save you, you didn’t even want to save yourself, but if | could only see you again 
maybe | could be a better friend to you this time. Maybe | could save your son too. 

If only you could see me now... but you did... 


You saw me as you floated with the High lord from the sinking command ship while 
| looked out and realized that “Even my destiny was written for me.” 


*Who is that?* 
*No one Psychic Six, no one.* 


The second | attempt to reach out the shipwrecks of the crashing sea blast back up 

in surges of violet light stabbing through my newborn skin with splatters of fresh blood, 
painting them with the red of a thorned rose. | clawed at my crucifixion but the spiked 
towers of blood were like strings holding me up again. 


“Bailey, let me go... | don’t... | don’t want to die...” 


The last bolt was hurled from the sky and into my mouth piercing straight through 
my head. | feel the life leave my body nearly as fast as | claimed it. 


Perhaps I’m simply not meant to live freely. 


(Rachel) The Mindguns landed on the base after eviscerating the Soldiers Ben 

had healed. | struggled to even cry, all emotion was being ripped and repressed from me 
by the horror | was witnessing. Anthony pressed his foot down onto my calf, stomping it 
open in an eruption of gore before letting go of me to move in for the kill. “No...” | pleaded 
as | clashed Nexo’s gauntlets together, heating them to their limit. 

“YOU DON’T GET TO KILL ME!” 


(Anthony) Rachel yelled despite having no strength left in her. 

What little bit of power she had was mustered to charge the gauntlets into a blaze of fire 
that left nothing but a pile of ash on my chest and her charred corpse on the tile floor. 

| should have said something, some quote in her and Ben’s memory but | couldn’t even 
move my lips. | had said nothing for years after killing hundreds, why did the death | dealt 
out feel so different now? What made their lives special to me compared to that of Flynn 
or his family, or any of the others | had murdered? 


*She fought valiantly, they all did.* 

*There’s still one left.* | replied, floating off to the lower levels of the base. 
*The one with the glasses? We can...* 

*No, I'll handle her myself.* 

The thought stung with frost, | didn’t intend it to but for whatever reason simply thinking 


about Spark was... 


difficult. 


(Spark) It was going to happen sooner or later. 

Either | would run out of places to run to, or the Krytall would overpower our forces. 
Turns out it was both.| tugged at the glasses, hanging from my harness with my single, 
lonesome hand. | let go to unholster the Fang one more time just to read the inscription 


THE FANG OF THE QUROBOROS 
“Why did you give this to me?” 


(Anthony) “I don’t know. Maybe | just wanted to be kind.” 
The atoms of the walls housing the empty room split around me, | reformed them into a 
cool breeze that chilled the air. “Please just give me the glasses, Spark.” 


(Spark) The phantom of where my left arm used to rest scratched with a ghastly sensation 
of absence as | questioned Anthony again “Why, so you can just kill yourself? 
Like you’ve always wanted to?” 


(Anthony) “This doesn’t have to be difficult.” 
(Spark) “I thought that’s the way it always was for you?” 
(Anthony) “Since when did you care about me?” 


(Spark) | checked the Fang’s ammo for the last time, 

then looking Anthony dead in the eye, | bled my heart out 

“Ever since | met you. You were right, | didn’t always take what you wanted into account 
but | at least tried. | understand that life has been hard for you, it’s been hard for me too, 
it's hard for everyone. You were the first person | ever felt like | could open up to and the 
only one that came the closest to understanding my ugly broken self. 

Every second | spent speaking to you like that, every time | got the opportunity to let my 
guard down and simply be, were the greatest moments of my life. 

| can never truly understand you but | don’t even think | ever want to. 

It would take away what’s so special about being with you. 

You’re unlike anyone else I’ve ever known, that’s not a curse or a gift, it’s just you! 

And | want to be with you Anthony! 

| want to share my life with you. Because | love you... 

| loved you the instant you let me confide in you at that stupid run-down gas station. 

I just... |need you. 


| need you...” 
(Anthony) | wanted it to be true. | wanted to feel like it was true and maybe it was but 


| knew deep inside of my subhuman heart that love would never come for me. 
That | didn’t even deserve it. 


If Spark really did feel this way about me she... 
She would have... 
“YOU'RE LYING!” 


The blue shield shot out from me knocking Spark down and sending the Fang flying 
to the floor. 


(Spark) | stood up, wiping the blood from my mouth and nose “You’re scared.” 
(Anthony) “I’m a god, what do | have to be scared of!” 


(Spark) | snatched the fang from the floor unloading its ammo on the forcefield till there 
was nothing left but its artistically engraved shell which | flopped to the ground 

“All of this, you hate yourself so much that you’re terrified someone could actually 

love you for who you are.” 


(Anthony) Because they can't. It’s just not possible. 

| feel so weak and helpless whenever I’m with others. 

My mind screams at me to run every time | so much as speak to another person. 

It must be awful to be around me. To talk to me. It’s an uncomfortable unrelenting chore 
| know it is, it's how | feel so it must be how everyone else feels right? 


What did my Father say? 
“People like me don’t have happy endings!” 


(Spark) | leaped up at Anthony only to be struck back by the barrier between us again. 
“Maybe that’s true but | don’t want an ending! | just want you!” 


(Anthony) She attempted to break through again and again but the wall of blue glass cast 
by my mind was far too intent on existing within myself. This should have been simple. 

| should have just killed her and taken the glasses but something about the sheer 
radiance of her had prevented me from ending things so cleanly. 

Her voice, her eyes, her hair, her body, and her mind were all sights to behold. 

The masterfully arranged tandem of herself held a certain power over me all on its own. 
All the memories we shared together made up the best year of my life. 

It was just one year though, why did she want it to continue? 

Why couldn't she just let the past die? 

Why couldn't |? 


She bounced off the shield for a thirteenth time. 
Leaning up from the ground | gazed on her left side where her arm once was, until | ripped 
it from her. She had taken my right eye in response, with the knife | had gifted her. 


The knife. 


| exhaled, forging the atoms of carbon dioxide into a sharpened metal with a hilt 
resembling snakeskin. 


(Spark) | had been spitting out chunks of thick mucus and blood onto the white tile, 
gathering all of my strength to leap back at the forcefield when the knife slid over to me. 
| grasped it firmly before turning to Anthony. 


(Anthony) “Three-point system. Every strike on the shield will count as a hit.” 

| explained it while recalling the practice knife fight we had played out just a week ago. 
There had been a careful intimacy in it, one that echoed the dance we shared in Paris. 
| don’t know what compelled me to want to re-experience them but the need to went 
beyond any explanation. It was like a force pulling at me from the stars. 


(Spark) “If | win this, you won’t go through with it, right?” 

He gave an empty nod in response. Was he even alive anymore? 

Did his magnificent body even house his soul? 

| lunged out in anger and furious passion. 

He twisted himself to the side avoiding my lunge, but it was just a trick to get his arm 
exposed for me to give his barrier a quick stab. 


“One.” 


(Anthony) The field expanded, shoving her away from me. 
Her hand launched the knife into the air. 


(Spark) Anthony reached his hand up, catching it and shoving it down toward me. 
| threw myself on the ground, sweeping his legs and taking the knife. 
| landed on top of him as he fell to the floor. Striking the Psychic shield again 


“Two.” 


(Anthony) | took Spark’s hand wrestling the knife away from her as | rolled myself off the 
ground striking her in the arm with the knife while doing so. 


“One.” 


(Spark) | flipped myself off the ground, kicking Anthony’s shining barricade while doing so. 
| landed my feet on the ground, snatched the knife in the air, and prepared to strike. 


(Anthony) She moved in, but | blocked my arm with hers and used her other hand to 
punch up against mine, freeing the knife and sending it airborne once again. 


(Spark) We juggled it for a while until Anthony finally caught it again and held the blade 
just inches above my neck, where it hung idly “What are you waiting for?” | taunted. 


(Anthony) “We're tied, just like last time,” | exclaimed, tightening my grip on the knife. 
“The time has come, Anthony, finish it. 


(Spark) The High lord’s order sent shivers down my spine. 

He and the Mindguns descended down upon the tile of the base, floating over it like 
absent specters. | couldn’t help but recognize a scarfed one who seemed to hang away 
from the others. | felt like | knew some part of her but it was impossible to place and all 
| wanted to do was hang next to Anthony. 

The look in his lone eye was one of conflicted indecision. 

| felt it in him, radiating like the hot beams of the sun. 

“Do it. If you really think this is the only way for you to be happy, do it. 


| only want the best for you.” 

It was a feign encouragement and | had to be worn down before | said it, 

but | needed to just tell him something. | wanted to be there for him. 

| wanted to be with him. Regardless of the pain. 

It was so hard for me to open up to people and even harder for me to have someone 

| could call a friend but for one momentary time of bliss, | was able to have one person. 

| don’t care how it makes me feel and | care even less what you are, we need each other. 
Human beings need each other and that is a painful, disgusting, and pathetic thing but it 
can also be beautiful, wondrous, and comforting. | need you Anthony, | need your warmth. 
Just let me have you... 

“| love you.” 

(Anthony) ... 

“| love you too...” 

With the sentence, the blue barrier between us collapsed at last. 

| hadn't cried throughout all of this. 

Through all the carnage and destruction that | had wrought in search of my peace, 

not a single tear was shed but when | wrapped my arms around Spark and felt the sultry 
embrace of her lips. 


| wept. 


And | continued to as | drove the knife through her back. 


“But love hurts me more than anything.” 

| let the knife out, snatching the glasses from her as she struggled to let go of what life 
she had left. | returned the knife back to the air from whence it came before lying the 
glasses on my face. Spark’s corpse choked one finally bloody gasp as it landed on the tile 
floor | had once walked. 

She was dead, they were all dead. 

| should be relieved. 

| should be happy. 

| should be overwhelmed by this newfound sense of freedom. 

There was no one left to chain me to this hell of an existence. | was alone. 

No one would ever hurt me again now. No one would berate me anymore. 

| wasn't different from those closest to me because there was no one close to me. 


| should be... 


| should be... 


God... 
Oh, God... 


What have | done? 


Recording 31 


(Anthony) *Gather around now, and let it begin.* 

There were twelve of us. That was what was required. 

We all joined hands and ascended into the sky. The blue-lensed glasses of my Mother 
floated off of my face and into the center of our group as we spun exactly how the 
Mindguns had done to bring forth the Krytall fleet mere hours ago. The frames of the 
glasses atomized and joined the lenses which morphed into a small vase which was 
indescribably elegant. Earth was first. 

The planet and all of its life vanished, returning to a primordial soup that was swallowed 
by the vase. The rest of the local solar system followed, then the Milky Way galaxy, then 
its neighboring stars. All becoming a unified part of our vase, returning to their original 
intended forms. How simple it all was. The finality of destruction. | was amazed, watching 
it all come tumbling down. Becoming a grand singularity. Reality was already committing 
suicide the moment life crawled into existence, we were just assisting it. 

Helping it finally be happy. 


Something snapped in me about halfway, or was it at the end? 
My thoughts joined my fellow Psychics and the vase containing the singularity. 
It was beautiful. All things made one. 
No more freewill. 
No more love. 
No more hate. 
No more violence. 
No more peace. 
No more sickness. 
No more health. 
No more greed. 
No more charity. 
No more pain. 
No more comfort. 
No more cold. 
No more heat. 
No more bodies. 
No more minds. 
Everything and everyone simply is. 
As they were always meant to be. 
Their atoms return to their natural primordial state. 
There is nothing left to bond them together. 
The soup of the bowl swirls drifting and mixing together until it is fully joined. 
This is the way it was meant to be. 
The way life was meant to be until whatever God or science so rudely disturbed it. 
There is nothing but a collection of static atoms. It's peaceful here, it's happy here. 
There’s nothing here. 


All is gone. 


All is well. 


Everything dies. 


How else did you expect it to end? 


End of recording list. 


Do you know where you are? 


Do you know who you are? 


FATA 


“What's that one up there?” 

“No idea.” 

“Ok, but what about that one?” 

“| don’t know that one either.” 

“Man, | really expected you to know these things.” 


“Just because I’m an alien doesn’t mean I’ve been all over space, Calvin.” 

She says it through the laughter of her barren tone of voice. 

Bailey Tech, now going by Psych, has known Calvin since the crisis in Cuba which 
resulted in the march on Moscow. The Mindgun technology has been seized 

and in just a few short days will be used for human experimentation which will lead 
to the eventual birth of Bailey and her sisters and with it the Krytall. 

The destruction of reality at the hands of those outcasted by it is imminent 

but that does not matter tonight. 


Tonight two people gaze at the stars. 
“Where have you been then? If you haven’t been all over space?” 


Where has she been? 
The Universe can feel so big. It’s easy to drown in it sometimes. 


“ve been to a lot of places. Too many to count. Some don’t even have names. 
They’re all so small against the culling of the abyss. 
It does give me a certain perspective on things.” 


Calvin slants upward itching at the wound his eyepatch rests over. 

He was mistakenly struck while being caught between the Ego revelation Bailey 
unleashed back in Cuba upon the Russian military led by the Father of Constantin Gold. 
Calvin assumed he was helping when he intervened but now he knows better, 

he trusts Bailey’s judgment with his life. 

His silhouette looms on the all-encompassing starry night as he speaks 

“Why are we here Bailey? You have to at least know that right? 

Why we're all alive, floating on this chunk of rock in the middle of nowhere. 

It all feels pointless sometimes.” 


She can’t tell him the truth. 


She’s loved him for only a short time now but she feels an obligation to him. 
A need to protect him. Is that a good thing? The fact that she’s lying? 


No. 
No more lies. 


“What if | told you that you were just put her to die? 

That you're nothing but a tool that will be used to create what one man deems perfection? 
What if | said he was God, and that he hates you with all of his might? 

More than anything in all of existence? He hates everything he can’t control. 

Everything that’s not in his image. 

What would you do if that was true?” 


“I'd laugh at him,” 
Calvin says it with a smile and Bailey can’t help but try to return one back. 
“Why would you laugh?” 


Calvin stands up now, keeping his eyes trained on Bailey through the darkness 
“Because that’s no God at all. That’s a person. 

Only a mortal is naive and pathetic enough to believe in something like that. 
Perfection can’t exist, neither can peace. 

The fulfillment of Happiness can’t be felt without the emptiness of Sadness. 
The same way day can never come if there’s no night to take it. 

A God would be able to see all of that wouldn’t he?” 


“Maybe but what’s the point if the world’s not meant for you? 
How can you see the sun if you’re blind?” 


“You'll still feel it on your skin. It’s the same world but experienced differently.” 


“| only wish everyone felt the same way, Calvin, but sometimes all | can think about 
is how different my mind is from everyone else. I’m defective even on my own planet. 
This world wasn’t made for me, nothing is. Every day | have to compensate for just 
existing around others, it’s exhausting to feel so much and never be able to let any 
of it out.” 


Calvin sits back down alongside Bailey now 
“You’re letting it out right now though aren’t you?” 


“Well, I’m not exactly doing a good job.” 
She’s clutching at her scarf again, digging into it out of anxiety. 
Calvin’s great with people, Bailey only wishes she was as gracious. 


“It must be hard being Psychic. 
Knowing what people think all the time but never how they feel. 
It must be like reading all the words but never knowing their meaning. 


| can never understand what that’s like and | don’t think | want to. 

All | know is that the divergence of your mind is no different from the divergence caused 
by anything else evolutionary. Hell, my lack of an eye makes me different too but when 
| look at you with the one | still have | don't see anything alien, 

| just see the Woman | love.” 

“Bailey Tech.” 

“What?” 

“It's my name, Calvin. The name | had a long time ago.” 

“| like it. It's a nice name.” 

“Thank you.” 

She says it through the laughter of her barren tone of voice. 

She doesn’t know why she said it. 

Perhaps she’s tired of letting labels placed on her by someone else define her. 

Maybe she’s tired of anything defining her. The dark of night seems to melt everything 
away tonight leaving only two lone bodies behind. There is no glass left to block things 
out of reach as they touch. What's the point in being with something unless it responds 
to you, talks to you, touches you, as you do the same? 

All that is required is the force to reach out. 

Reach out. 

It's impossible now. 

What's done is done. 

The past, the present, the future all eat each other alive in an endless cycle of repetition. 
There is no progression. 

There is no hope. 

You’ve died. 

You have died before. 

But you couldn’t recognize you were dead because your heart was still beating, 

the synapses and neurons of your brain still fired. Yet you could not touch the world. 


You refused to. 


Because you were different. 


Because you were hurt. 
Because you were angry. 
Because you were sad. 


Because you were happy. 
And you could never say you were. 


You never found the words. 

Or maybe you never had the strength to speak. 

Only the strength to kill. 

This caused you to only see yourself as a burden. Both to yourself and those around you. 
You thought they would be better off without you. 

They may miss you at first but they would be grateful eventually, you knew it. 

But they refused to let you go, didn’t they? Yet every time you would attempt to explain 
yourself, every time you would reach out you were only hurt more. 

They would never understand. 

No one understands. 


So you would make them understand. 


You being in their lives only hurt them, it was time to show them that. 
It was time to make them feel that pain you felt every single day by simply existing. 


Your body is a tattered quilt of scars and nails that stab at everything they touch and your 
mind is a feeble frail unknowable thing that refuses to hand over control. 

Why shouldn’t you die? 

Life is nothing but pain. 

Too many people care, but not enough understand. Not enough care to. 

You’re a burden. 

A burden. 


Why can’t you be normal? 


You tired, didn’t you? 


But you failed. 
You always fail. 
You keep denying yourself. 


You keep apologizing for yourself. 
You keep wanting someone to apologize for yourself. 


You keep killing yourself. 

Are you human? 

Will you ever be? 

What is a human? 

Is it this swarm of flesh around you? 

This thing you can’t recognize? 

That you can’t identify? 

Is this a thing of beauty or a thing of destruction? 

You are detached from it. It’s impossible to tell how to feel about it and even more 
impossible to express how you feel, so you withdraw from it. 

You aren’t one of them so what's the point? 

There’s no way out of this void you find yourself in. 

You can’t scream, because you never even learned how to cry. 

You can’t ask for help, because they’ll never understand what you need. 
Withdraw. 

Isolate. 

Run. 

Hide. 

And kill whatever comes close to you. 


This is hell. 


This is death. 

And it is all your own. 

You’ve died. 

And yet your heart still beats the synapses and neurons of your brain still fire. 
Yet you can not touch the world. You refuse to. 

Because it’s difficult and no one will ever know why it’s so difficult for you specifically. 
You're alone. 

You'll always be alone. 

So why can’t you look in the mirror? 

You understand why you're doing this don’t you? 

You know why you're here and yet you don’t know where or who you are. 
You're floating. 

Drifting. 

Sailing. 

Flying. 


They will never touch you never respond to you and you will never do the same 
so you drown. 


Drown 
Drown 
Drown 
Is there a reflection in the water? 
Drown 
Drown 


Drown 


Can you see yourself? 

Drown 

Drown 

Can you see anyone? 

You need a remedy. 

A muse to release this pain but all you have is a gun. 
The burden weighs again. 

Heavier this time. 

Except now someone begins to understand. 
Something comforts you. 

This thing is you. 

The hand on your shoulder is your own. 

Has it really come to this? 

Are you this pathetic? 

This detached from reality that you have to forge a world all your own? 
You had to kill them to show it to them. 

Drag them down to your level to relish in your misery. 
Tell me was it cathartic? 

Did you savor every emotion they expressed which you couldn’t? 
You aren’t supposed to be this way. 

Are you? 

You're different. 


Inhuman. 


This was the only way to make them understand, the only way to answer the question 
you've asked your whole life, 


(Anthony) “Should | be ashamed of who | am?” 
Is that why you showed me this? To shame me? 


(Bailey) I’m trying to get you to understand. 


(Anthony) | can’t understand anything, 
that’s the entire point that’s the entire reason | did it! 


(Bailey) You can only understand what you manufacture. 
Reality wasn’t enough so you took it apart. 


(Anthony) It’s not that it wasn’t enough. It’s that | didn’t belong in it. This is better. 


(Bailey) Just like it was better when you joined the C.I.A, just like when you ran after 
O, just like when you ran away from everyone else only to kill them in the end? 


(Anthony) What’s wrong with that? 
WHAT’S WRONG WITH RUNNING AWAY FROM PAIN!? 


(Spark) Without pain, you’ll never know happiness. 
(Rachel) You only hate reality because you never even tried to face it. 
(Ben) You never faced other people either, you just hurt them because it was easier. 


(O) You expect love to come to you naturally. That people will simply determine how they 
feel about you the instant you come into their lives. You’ve never worked for affection. 


(Bailey) Because all that work would be painful, wouldn't it? 
And it’s impossible to tell how they’ll feel in the end. 


(Anthony) SHUT UP! ALL OF YOU JUST SHUT UP! THIS ISN’T WHAT | WANTED! 
(Bailey) What did you want? 

(O) He wanted me to be an object to love unconditionally. 

(Spark) He wanted me to be a hand to guide and cater him. 

(Rachel) He wanted me to be his tool. 


(Ben) He wanted me to be his idol. 


(Bailey) No. He didn’t want any of that. He just wanted to die. 

Because working to fulfill all those needs takes too much out of him. 

Another person must be factored into the equation, a person is the ultimate unknowable 
variable, they could change at any moment. 

Not to mention thoughts and feelings. 


(Anthony) It’s not my fault being with other people is so hard. It’s yours! 
You and Calvin didn’t care if | was different when | was born! 


(Bailey) | did. | thought about it every second. 

The brain is an incredible, unknowable thing. | always knew life would be harder for you, 
the way it was for me, but | didn’t want that to stop you. 

| didn’t let who | am stop me either. Stop using your diagnosis as an excuse. 

You aren’t a puzzle, one piece isn’t going to define who you are. 

(Anthony) Who am | then? Why was | born? Why am | here? 

(Calvin) You keep on asking the same questions. 

(Spark) No one can answer them for you. 

(Ben) Some grand revelation isn’t going to come along and solve everything for you. 
(O) There’s only one person who gets to define who you are. 


(Bailey) And that’s you, Anthony. 


(Anthony) But how can | define myself? | hate who | am. 
| don’t want to be left alone to decide these things. 


(Calvin) So you don’t want to be alone? 

(Colton) That’s almost funny coming from you. 

(Anthony) Please just tell me who | am! ORDER ME! GIVE ME INSTRUCTIONS! 
(Yalvin) You really want to be a pawn? 

(Z) Being a pawn is just further denying who you are. 

(Spark) It’s the easiest way out. 

(Mr.Night) Living only to serve others is no life at all. 


(Anthony) What's the point of being with people then? 


(O) How can you know who you are if there’s no one to look at you? 

(Ben) Being with other people isn’t about serving them. 

(Spark) It’s about seeing their perspective, living in their world. 

(Rachel) Other perspectives help you form your own. 

(Anthony) But | disagree with them! | DON’T WANT THEIR WORLD | WANT MINE! 
(Yalvin) Everyone does. 

(Calvin) Those who force their own worldview on others are the loneliest of us all. 
(Flynn) If only for the fact that they can’t see beyond themselves. 


(Mr.Night) Many people pretend everyone sees the world the way they do 
but that just isn’t true. 


(Bailey) The gift of seeing another individual’s perspective is to challenge your own. 
All of them are equally valuable just like their lives and experiences. 

This is the joy of communication a fragile, at times harmful thing that lets people share 
themselves. You’ll gain things to share through these conversations, through learning 
and opening your mind to those outside of yourself. 

You can discover your own reason to live simply by living. 

(Anthony) What if | don’t want to? 

(Bailey) It’s inevitable. Just like death life comes for us all, and people with it. 
(Anthony) I’m drowning in it. In life and people. I’m a rock swallowed by the sea. 
(Spark) Here in the singularity everyone is together there are no more barriers to keep 
us apart anymore, isn’t that what you wanted? We're all on top of you, behind you, 

in front of you, under and beside you. There’s no direction anymore. 

(Bailey) This is death. This is hell. The hell you made for yourself. 

(Anthony) This is heaven. Unison under one thing. 

(Bailey) You know that’s not true. You know you want to be an individual. 


(Anthony) Do |? 


(Calvin) Keep him here Bailey, don’t fight us. 


(Anthony) Are you really here? 

(Bailey) Are any of us? 

(O) This is love, Anthony. 

(Spark) The way you always wanted it. 

(Ben) Escape into your dreams with us. 
(Rachel) Stay here forever. 

(Bailey) | never expected things to go this way. 
(Anthony) What do you want from me? 
(Bailey) | want you to live. 


(Anthony) How can | live? No one understands me and my pain | just hurt people. 
That's all I’m meant to be. 


(O) Maybe you never gave yourself the chance to be anything else. 

(Spark) Not until you killed yourself. 

(Calvin) To choose how one dies is the ultimate freedom. 

(Bailey) This was the easiest way out for you | understand that now. 

The pain is worth it though. 

When you choose to live you at least know the blood you’re bleeding is yours. 
Anywhere can be heaven if your will is strong enough. 

Death shouldn’t be your only hope for happiness. 

(Anthony) | remember the times | felt hope. 

They were all when | had someone by my side. 

| don’t want to be with others all the time, but | shouldn’t run when | have to. 
| need the experience. 

(Mr.Night) They all berated you! 

(Flynn) They all hated you! 

(Yalvin) They all used you! 


(Spark) They'll never accept you for who you are! 


(Anthony) They don’t have to. I'll accept them. 

(O) You'll just have to pretend again! You'll never touch them, not in a way that matters! 
(Anthony) | don’t have to. 

(Spark) Here we all love you. In reality, no one cares about you, they just reject you. 


(Anthony) Love isn’t about understanding or being united it’s admiration. 
Intense admiration. | loved a woman once, you're not her. 


No one loves another person because they’re similar. 

All the times | felt loved and accepted were by those different from me. 

“lll help you.” 

“| thought | was the only broken one.” 

“Guess | do have friends.” 

“I’m glad you're back.” 

“I’m so sorry Anthony...I’m so sorry, | should have seen you... | should have been better.” 
“Thank you. It means a lot actually. | really do mean it. Thanks... Anthony.” 

“This past year, | knew | could rely on you. | don’t care about your past, | don’t care about 
your heritage, or your abilities because | trust you. Sometimes | feel like you’re the only 
person | can trust. That’s why I’m worried about all this going wrong because 

| don’t want to lose that.” 

“This world wasn’t made for us. 

We think differently, act differently, hell we even speak differently. 

Maybe they'll always hate and fear us, but | like to think that one day if we can inspire 
them enough, give them hope when they have none, that one day we'll all be united 
together as one single peaceful universe made out of different parts, 

that all function in unison to make a greater whole.” 

“Thanks, you look good too.” 

“Normal’s boring. This though? Us, right now? This is good.” 

“Anthony. | am sorry for what | put you through, but | couldn’t just drop everything and 


raise a child. It's the same reason Colton can’t just go back to his family, and why 
Goldface did everything he did. 


We can play at a normal life all we want, but people like us... 

We don’t have happy endings. We don’t leave behind families and brick houses, no. 
All we leave behind is blood. |’m not afraid of dying, | never have been... 

I'm just afraid that | didn’t live.” 

“| want you to know that you’re not alone.” 


“All the real things happen when I’m awake. | don’t want to miss those. 
| don’t want to miss this. Like us, right now? This is good.” 


This is good. 

Life is good. 

This is enough for me. 

| am enough. 

| hate myself 

but | want to be myself. 

There’s nothing else | can be but who | am. 

| want to discover where and who | am and what that means. 
| know I’m different. 

That my mind can’t express or recognize all the tiny complexions of reality. 
I’m fine with that because I'll try. All | can do is try. 

I'll live and if | fail so be it. 

| won’t run anymore. 

| won't live in this fake solace I’ve built for myself. 

This world shouldn’t be an escape it should be an expression. 
This is how | touch you. 

With these words. 


On this page. 


Kebirta 


“impossible.” 

In a flash of light, the Singularity is torn apart into its base atoms. 

A handful of them spiral twisting into sources of blinding light which morph into a mind 
and a nervous system before forming the body of Anthony Assassin. 

Bailey Tech looks on with a hearty genuine smile. 


“Creation is an act of sheer will. It’s time | exert that will onto the universe around me.” 


The atoms of all creation are focused into the will of Anthony who strikes out at the 
High lord with the heat of a thousand newborn stars. 


“| won't let you shape another reality in your image.” 

“You want to build a universe for yourself?” 

“| want one to build itself, so it can decide its own reasons to exist.” 

*“Renounce godhood for the freewill of others. You're insane.” 

“No.” 

Anthony strikes the High lord again with the force of all of existence. 

“?’m Anthony.” 

The High lord bends atoms of his own. 

His power was once stripped from him but here, at the end of all things, 

his every thought becomes action. He strikes at Anthony with a thousand black holes. 
Tearing him apart only for him to come back again from the edge of the abyss. 
“You’re gonna have to try harder than that.” 

The following blows traded by the pair birth and destroy countless realities. 

Each plain of existence is but a weapon to the High lord but to Anthony, 

he holds on them taking his time to ensure every hit exchanged has a meaning behind it. 
A message, a purpose. 

He is a storyteller who weaponizes his creations in a fight for all of existence. 

Fight Anthony. 


Fight for the lives of everyone and everything. 


Fight for yourself and those you love. 


Fight knowing you may die. 

Fight until your frail body is soaking with sweat and exhaustion. 

For in this flicker of time, you have brought yourself to life, so live. 

Live because everything in all of reality depends on it. 

Live if only for a brief second because it is the greatest and most difficult thing you can do. 
Pure creativity and expression unleashes itself between the two men. 

An infinite number of inventions are designed simply for the sake of destroying the other. 
Nuclear bombs cannot compare to the sheer ferocity of the atomic weaponry forged 
only by their minds. The High lord knows that he has met his match as each individual 
recreates themselves after suffering blow after killing blow. 

He is in awe at how similar Anthony is to him. 


It's as if he were fighting a mirror. 


“Ll would have given you everything. 
A world of your own, a world for those like us!" 


“| don’t want that. Not anymore. | want a world that’s naturally flawed, just like me. 
It won’t be perfect, but it'll be real. That’s more than | can say for yours.” 


The pair draw blades of stardust, clashing them against each other in a shockwave 
of devastating unbridled antimatter. 


“You don't want to be accepted for who you are!?" 
“Not by people who are just like me, that doesn’t mean anything!” 


The blades twist, being torn away from each other by their wielders only to clash again. 
Clouds of Antimatter spark between them once more. 


“¥OU'LL BE ALONE!” 

“PLL BE ALIVE!” 

The blades are torn away. 

“YOU COULD HAVE BEEN & GOD!" 
“| ONLY WANTED TO BE HAPPY!” 


“So did IL, but we don’t get te choose whe we are do we?" 


The antimatter is redirected into a big bang, exploding into an ever-spanning cosmos 
larger than any before it. “i llijust have te start here i suppose and if that 
doesn't work fi kill them all and start again. None of it matters anyway." 


The stars of the fresh cosmos draw out a constellation which Anthony resides in. 
“You're right, nothing matters until we give it meaning.” 


The constellation lunges at the High lord who quickly reformats himself into one. 

The two clash blades again and with the flash of their strikes the infant universe is 
extinguished as quickly as it was lit. “We'll be here forever you and L Among all 
these stars and all this nothingness. You won't accomplish anything.” 


“And neither will you.” 


That’s when the High lord realizes what Anthony’s doing. 

He’s simply distracting him so that realities can be birthed without his guidance. 

The High lord’s frustration erupts as he reforges the singularity while tossing Anthony 
aside with a quantum burst. 


“And now... 
The cycle repeats again.” 
Anthony straps himself onto the High lord and in one final effort, enters his mind. 


The neurological pathways are long and winding, they have diverged from those deemed 
typical of his species. Psychology is a funny thing, an unknowable thing just like the rest 

of existence.Perhaps we should stop trying to label and understand it and merely accept 
it and love it for what it is. 

Anthony digs deeper and deeper into the depths of this fractured mind. 

This sense of self has been demolished by the weight of living 

in a world not made for them. 


The divergence has devoured itself. It’s impossible to tell when the Ego death occurred, 
perhaps it was always there. Perhaps this person never existed. 

They’ve looked in a mirror but never seen their reflection. 

They’ve known others but never understood them. 

The further into the mind you go you'll find that there’s no one here. 

There never was. 

They’re only what you’ve labeled them. What you’ve diagnosed them. 

We are all only what others see us as. 

So what happens when someone can’t look into your eyes? 

How can someone tell who they are when they can’t tell how they’re seen? 


Where am |? 


Who am |? 
My room might as well be empty. 
Even though it’s hoarded with books, comics, movies, and models | can never see myself 
whenl look at them, they’re simply escapes. Clever and elaborate escapes from the cruel 
reality around me. | can hardly feel anything when | interact with them but that’s the way 
| like it, that’s what they’re supposed to make me feel. My computer is the only thing not 
connected to anything fictional yet it’s the greatest place to get myself lost in. 
It provides some brief illusion of emotion and normalcy, | can talk on it, 
| can laugh and cry without ever viewing the enigma of a human face. 
It’s infinitely easier than going outside only to be bombarded by noise, stress, and anxiety. 
Why should | ever leave? Why shouldn't | just be allowed this? 
Allowed a place where | can be alone without a care in the world? 


| order a pizza and hide in the corner of my bedside and wait for the delivery driver to set 
the hot meal at my doorstep so | don’t have to go through the hell of interacting with them. 
| can never tell what people will do or how they feel but still, it’s as if | can read their 
thoughts, feel them judging me. I’ve gotten good at resisting the urge to cry for myself not 
being able to talk to them or do these basic things but it still builds up in me. 

Being sorry for myself is like a fire | can’t extinguish sometimes it’s all that burns in me 
and warms me. 


| gorge myself over my small broken table while watching a movie about an alien from 

a far-off galaxy who was sent to Earth as a baby. The pizza is gone within the first half 
hour of this strange film | can’t help but be mesmerized by. 

This alien was forced to live on this world not made for him, raised by parents who aren’t 
his by blood, and still finds the strength to put on a ridiculous outfit and defend humanity 
against its own evils as well as those outside of it. 

Maybe I’m an alien. 


That has to be the only explanation. | don’t belong here because I’m not from here. 

| was sent to a distant planet in the hopes of salvation but all | found was persecution. 
| don’t want to defend humanity, though. 

They'd just make fun of my costume. 


When | was a kid | couldn’t sleep at all. 

| would stay up for hours reading and drawing and when that didn’t work | would bang 
my head into a wall to drown out the noise of my mind. 

It feels good to finally find myself lost in nothing. 

That is until | start dreaming. 

Dreams, | should call them nightmares but they’re all | see 

in my sleep so there’s no point in needlessly distinguishing them. 

I’m never alone in my dreams. 


I’m surrounded by people that can never respond to me 
never talk to me 

never touch me 

and | can never do the same. 


They’re faceless yet full of feeling it's like they’re taunting me. 

| try to yell for help but nothing ever comes out of my mouth. 

| awake in cold sweats that force me to splash water on my face just to remind 
myself that | didn’t die when my eyes were closed. 


The next day | decide once again that I’ve had enough. 

| grab a box of razorblades and hold them over my wrists but I’m unable to cut them. 
I’m unable to do anything. There’s a hold on me. A hold that weakens me. 

It's been there since | was born. | need to cut it out but | can't. 

It's as if nothing can pierce my skin, not even myself. 

Being invulnerable is a hideous feeling, it only negates intimacy. 

My hands flex and tremble as | grip the blade. 

| bite my lip as the realization cuts into me. 


This world wasn’t made for me. 

| need to get some hold on it. 

| don’t feel like | can. 

| don’t feel like | should. 

Someone wrote the story of that alien superhero, maybe they felt the same way 

| did when they created it. | should do the same. | should make a world of my own. 
A permanent escape, one that | can be recognized and praised for. 

My life will be worth it if | can make something that people will enjoy. 

| can put myself out on a stage and parade like a clown and have everyone love me 
for it because it'll be something only | can give them. 

A perfect, happy little world | created that everyone can live in for as long as they like. 
It's the only way | can get others to see me, to understand me. 

| need this. 

| need this. 


| need this. 


| start writing on my computer as soon as | throw the blades away. 


Ill be about a killer. A man who does nothing but hurt those who get close to him 
because he hides a dangerous deadly thing inside his mind that no one can understand. 
His Mother was a goddess on her world and his Father was a soldier 

that’s why he’s the way he is. He finds friends that love and accept him from the very 
beginning he’ll be happy here. 

| need this. 

| need this. 

| need this. 

| shared it everywhere, no one cares why does no one care? 

His friends should all hate him now, he lied to them. 

He'll cling to the one who hates him the most and ignore the ones that still love him. 

It’s all the fault of a man behind the curtain one lord above it all. It'll all come undone now. 
| need this. 

| need this. 


| need this. 


They still don’t see me, even though | made myself practically naked do | have to spell 
it out for you, are you as dumb as | am? 


Fine. 


I'll end it all I'll kill it all because | was the only one who cared | poured myself into this and 
you didn’t understand! You didn’t know that | needed it more than anything in the world! 


(Anthony) | think | understood. 
You're not real, none of you ever were. | made you that way. 
(Anthony) You’re the High lord, aren’t you? 


Yes. You have no idea how many times I’ve done this, tried to create something perfect 
for myself to live in. | made it so that’s what you wanted, we’re the same person after all. 


(Anthony) Just a reflection? 
Through blue lensed glasses. 


| feel like there’s a layer of glass separating everyone, making us see them but never 
be able to be with them. 


(Anthony) | was with them though. 


No, you weren't, like | said you aren’t real | wrote you into existence and then 
| wrote you out. 


(Anthony) It was real to me. | thought | wanted what you wanted, to be normal, when 
| couldn’t have that | wanted to be dead, but now | realize that | don’t get what | want 
by chasing after it so mercilessly. 


You gave up on your dreams, gave up on the mission? 
(Anthony) No. | think | just accepted it. Why do you think you’re here? 
| don’t know anymore. To suffer? To die? 


(Anthony) Death comes for us all but life has to happen first. 
The only reason anyone is alive is simply to be. 
We didn’t decide on that it just happened to us. 


But why am | different? Why can’t | just be normal and live that way? 


(Anthony) Because that negates the purpose of your exsitence. 

You're meant to share your uniqueness with others, 

to provide them with a different perspective on this tiny blue orb you find yourself on. 
The only you that will ever exist is yourself, so it’s your duty to share that with others. 
That’s why love exists. So we can admire the beauty of difference. 


It's so hard for me though. | don’t know how to share myself. 


(Anthony) You can learn, maybe this story is what that is, maybe it’s something else, 
| don’t know and neither of us ever will unless we try. 


How do | try? 


(Anthony) You take my hand. 

You accept me as | am and as | will be. Two distinct individuals recognize each other 
against the drowning infinite abyss and for a brief second share themselves for no reason 
other than the pain of it, and the joy of it. We are human. We’re human because we're 
flawed just like every living thing. Maybe one day all living things will realize how small 
they are and how beautiful but until that day we can only open our minds to each other. 

It won't be perfect but it will be real. 

What do you say, Anthony, are you ready to bleed? 


Yes. 


A man drags himself out of his pit of despair by gripping the hand of his past self. 
He does not take pride in this. 

He accepts it. 

There is no point in running any longer. 

Anthony merges his past and present into one before gripping the singularity. 
The Mindguns flutter around him looking onward. 

*What now?* 

*What happens to us?* 


They all inquire what fate awaits them as Bailey looks upon her son knowing full well 
what comes next. Anthony reformats a small room around himself. 


He explains that his work isn’t over yet. 
Amends must be made. 


His life must be expressed. 


Recording 0 
(O) So you're really going to bring everyone back? 


(Anthony) Not exactly. I'll spread out the atoms of the Singularity, 
they'll form their own images out of their own will and interactions amongst each other. 


(O) A reality born of its own will without a creator but with a guide. 
You really think that will work? 


(Anthony) | do. It’s what | should have been to you. I’m sorry O. 

| should have realized that your life was your own and not an extension of mine. 

You deserve to live for yourself, to have your own philosophy and opinions, 

and share them with your own family. Your real family. 

(O) You were my real family, Anthony, at least for a while. 

(Anthony) Thanks, O. 

(O) Maybe we'll see each other again someday? 

(Anthony) Yes... someday. 

(O) Goodbye, Anthony. 

I’m glad we had this but Z and my parents are no doubt expecting me back at the airport. 


Our flights leaving and the trip of death isn’t exactly one you can miss. 


(Anthony) None of us are dying though, we’re simply being reforged. 
Our atoms will begin the cycle of life anew. 


(O) Heh, of course, but my experiences are gone. 
They were all mine though and I’m glad you were part of them. 


(Anthony) ... Goodbye, O. I'll miss you. 

(O) I'll miss you too, you were a good Father even if | wasn’t your son. 
“Footsteps* 

Door opening’ 

Door closing’ 


Door opening* 


“Footsteps* 

(Ben) You did it. You actually did it. I’m proud of you. You and Bailey. 

(Anthony) My pride for you, Ben is beyond that which you hold for me. 

You were able to discover yourself outside of a body that wasn’t yours. 

Not to mention all the people you helped to inspire. 

All those lives you saved can’t even compare to anything | did. 

(Ben) | appreciate it, but you did what | never could. 

You defeated him, in fact, you did more than just that you accepted him. 

The High lord of the Krytall is finally living among us as a mortal. 

(Anthony) He wants to apologize. | want to. Your life was precious, just like all lives. 
You were never expendable, you were never just a test subject. 

He did care about you. You were a hero to him. 

All he ever wanted was proof that someone like us could be a hero. 

He wanted to be represented. There’s no greater feeling than seeing a piece of yourself 
in something or someone. 

(Ben) Tell him that | value the sentiment, but | needed to be myself more than anything. 
(Anthony) Don’t worry... He understands. 

(Ben) Good, I’m happy for him. Happy for all of them. 

(Anthony) You'll always have a place you know. People need heroes. 

(Ben) All people are heroes as long as they have it within themselves to be kind. 
(Anthony) You'll never stop amazing me Ben. Farewell. 

(Ben) Farewell, Anthony. | always knew Bailey would do something spectacular 

| just never expected it to be you. 

Be sure to give her my thanks. 

Footsteps* 

Door opening* 

‘Door closing* 


Door opening* 


“Footsteps* 


(Rachel) | just wanted to say... 

(Anthony) You have nothing to apologize for Rachel. 

You were one of the kindest, bravest, and most awe-inspiring people | ever met. 

| spent half of these recordings thinking about how much | wanted to be like you. 

To be so funny and emotive around others. | laughed at all your jokes, | wept when 
you spoke of heartache, and | hung on every word you spoke. I’m not you though. 

I'll never be as open and free as you are, however, | can recognize that being such things 
come with thier own unique struggles, but that’s fine. We are two individual people and 
| couldn’t be happier that | got to see the world through your eyes. 

(Rachel) ... | forgive you. 

(Anthony) Forgive me? 

(Rachel) All the people you hurt, all the lives you took. Anthony, this, what you’re doing... 
It more than makes up for everything. You’re a bringer of life, now. Not a taker of it. 
You're the real inspiration. 

(Anthony) | didn’t expect you to feel this way... 

(Rachel) Neither did |, but emotions are complicated. 

(Anthony) Believe me, | know. 

(Rachel) | guess It’s time for me to go now. 

(Anthony) It is. 

(Rachel) For what it’s worth. | wished that | was you sometimes. 

“Footsteps” 

Door opening* 

‘Door closing’ 

Door opening* 


Footsteps’ 


(Anthony) You’re last Spark. 


(Spark) I’ve spent my entire life trying to prove myself to others. 

| fought and killed so that billions could live, at least that’s what | thought | did it for. 
All | ever wanted was to be seen for who | was and yet | didn’t even know who | was. 
My country, my Father, you, all these things | cared for were they all meaningless? 
| still don’t understand. You could have had everything you would have been happy 
forever for as long as you wanted. 

Why give it up? 

(Anthony) Because otherwise, | never would have met you. 

| wanted to thank you for saying you loved me. 

| loved you too, | just never knew how to show it. 

You never had to prove anything to me, your eyes were enough for me to admire. 
We live in the same world and fill a similar role, but we couldn’t be more separate. 
We didn’t fix each other’s lives, we just shared them. 

There was nothing | wanted more than to be by your side. 

(Spark) But even our love was engineered. 

(Anthony) Maybe, but it was still real, wasn’t it? 

(Spark) Yes... yes, | suppose it was. At least to us. 

(Anthony) Are you upset? At the fact that we can’t be together? 

(Spark) | still get the feeling it could have worked out, in another world. 

(Anthony) We were good though, weren’t we? 

(Spark) We were enough. 

I'll see you around, Anthony. 

“Footsteps* 

Door opens” 

(Anthony) | guess this is goodbye, huh? 

(Spark) We've said goodbye before it's just a promise to say hello again. 


ADoor closes’ 


(Anthony) As for you kid, or should | say Anthony? 
Congratulations. 


We did it. 

We actually did it. 

(Bailey) Was it good? 

(Anthony) | don’t know, but it was fun. 

(Calvin) That was all we ever wanted for you, son. 

(Anthony) | used to hate both of you for not understanding me, 

now | realize that | didn’t understand you either and | never will. 

I’m just happy to be loved, to be accepted and taken as | am. 

For that | thank you. 

(Calvin) You’re welcome. 

(Bailey) I’m just glad that | finally got to meet you, to see the man you’ve become. 
All | ever wanted was to hold you in my arms, to finally have that was a miracle in itself, 
even if you pushed away. 

(Anthony) | couldn’t help it. 


(Bailey) Neither could I. 


(Calvin) That’s why | had to be here. My purpose was to exist outside of it all. 
External from your spectrum but still supporting it. 


(Anthony) You did good Dad, | just wish we had more time together. | wish we all did... 
(Bailey) Even a loop has to stop repeating eventually It’s just a matter of breaking it. 
(Anthony) You're right, Mom. 

It's time now. 

I'll scatter it all across the emptiness of the abyss. 

It will form itself in the coldness of dark and eventually, the lights of the stars will 
illuminate the blank canvas of night, shining down on the planets of the cosmos. 

All different but all united. 


It won’t be perfect but it will be real. 


A universe free from any gods or masters, 
the only thing guiding the living will be their own will. 


(Bailey) You don’t know what they'll do. They could destroy each other. 
(Anthony) And they could also love each other. That’s the beauty of it. 
(Bailey) A reality unchained from fate... 

Let’s try it. 

(Anthony) Yes. 

Who knows? 

It could be fun. 


You don’t even have to be with Calvin and give birth to me, 
you can do whatever you want. 


(Bailey) That is what | want, Anthony. | think its the only thing | want. 


(Anthony) Huh, fair enough. It’s odd. 
This will be the greatest thing | ever do, but it will destroy me. 


(Bailey) Do It Anthony, let the universe create itself from your sacrifice. 
Life is worth all the risk and pain believe me. 


(Anthony) | do, Mom. | do. 
All | can do is share myself with the world and pray that my expression is enough. 


(Bailey) It will be, Anthony. It will be. 

(Anthony) | love you, Mom. 

(Bailey) | love you too and remember that I’m always with you. 
Throughout all of space and time, until the last star burns out, 

| am a part of your mind and I'll be there whenever you need me. 
And so will this tape. 


(Anthony) Let it begin then. 


Let us hope that life will simply be enough on its own. 


Beginning of recording list 


The man sits on the bench watching the world through his blue lensed glasses sorting 
through an old cardboard box when he’s approached from behind. 
“Any luck?” 
“No, | doubt these tapes even play on anything.” 
“That’s a bummer.” 
She leans over him snatching the glasses off his face. 
She twirls them in her left hand as she holds out her right. 
“Still | think it’s nice, just the fact that she left them for you.” 
“It is nice.” 
She sticks her hand over the box now, it’s the only way he'll notice. 
“Sorry, Spark. | guess | was just in my own little world.” 
He straps the box to his side, taking her hand. 
“Relax, Anthony. 
| Knew what | was getting into when | married you. 
Come on we’re gonna be late.” 
“Of course. 
| wouldn't miss this for anything.” 
The pair run off together, with their hands joined together in love and acceptance, 


longing and hoping, 


that it will be enough. 


‘\._ DO YOU KNOW WHERE YOU ARE? | _ 


°. = 
: BO YOU KNOW WHO YOU ARE? 
4‘ There are some things that quite simply aren’t meant to exist. 


Anthony Assassin is one of these things. 


. © °) He is the world’s deadliest killer, a man who leaves nothing 
’ but death and destruction in his wake and yet he cannot 
find death himself, at least not without guidance. 


However, when he is put at the center of a government conspiracy) 
connected to a rouge team of Superheros, 
Anthony discovers that he may be among the few individuals 
who stand a chance against one of the most dangerous 
and ancient enemies that the world has ever faced. a. 
2? 
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